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                Arimane Blade was a living legend. He had been granted many names. They were not all bright. Some hailed him as a messiah, others slandered him as the Devil. A man that was feared by all even as a simple mortal.

One day like any other, decades after his retirement, an old god informed him that he had been killed by mistake and offered him a chance to start a new life with a younger body. Where? A place where fantasies are reality and where everything is possible.

This is where the story of the most legendary human started. People couldn't find a name for such a controversial being. Instead, they began to call him by his first and most fitting title: 'The Kind Demon'

---

Note: This is a re-upload. I have 260 chapters to go through and I'll probably do it in the following week or two... probably.

            

    
        1. “This fearful human.”

    
    
    
    
                My ears were ringing. It was so loud I thought it would burst my eardrums. When I tried to open my eyes, I was immediately blinded by a bright light. The ringing gradually lessened until I could hear my surroundings clearly. Then, I heard a voice.


"Hello, Arimane.”


When my vision cleared up, I saw an old man standing across from me. Bright eyes, white hair, and a white beard. A really fascinating look I would say. Most people would be in a daze in front of such features. I was in a white luminous space and there was nothing here except for the old man. Strangely, I didn't even know if I was standing or not. I couldn't even see my body, but I knew that I could move it if I wanted to.


"Hello… I guess."


I gave a slightly confused answer on purpose. It was enough to convey my confusion. The old man returned me a faint smile and resumed.


"Allow me to introduce myself. From your standing, I am one of the gods who stand above your world, and I hereby announce you that you are... well, dead."


"..." I didn't say anything. I was too busy thinking about the situation. I’m dead. All right. But I don't remember how. The last thing I can recall is being at home. That's all. I’m not stupid enough to think that this is a dream. I know perfectly what a mind feels like when it's awake.


Oddly enough, I've always been like this. Unbelievable and incredible things didn't mean much to me. I have seen a lot of them as well.


Even now, I wasn’t excited, nor afraid. If I’m dead, then so be it. I'm not going to miss my life, and I've already been alive for longer than I could have wished.


"How did I die?" I was curious about the cause of my death more than anything else. I knew I was quite old, but I seriously doubted that I had passed away naturally.


"Well,” he cleared his throat. “I was playing at 'Lightning Catch' with the other gods and I accidentally killed you by letting a lightning fall on your house," he smiled as if it were the most appropriate expression to make at that moment. He absolutely had no qualms saying that.


Again, I didn't say anything. In fact, I was slightly irritated. ‘How do you kill a human while playing a game? And what the hell is this 'Lightning Catch'? Do you throw lightning at each other like snowballs or something? And what the fuck is that smile supposed to mean? Are you proud of yourself?’


I kept my mouth closed but stared at the 'god' in front of me. A 'god', he said… After a short while, I sighed.


"Whatever. Tell me why I'm here."


"Oh, you forgave me, thank you," the god breathed out of relief.


"What the hell...? In what broken reality do you think I would be able to forgive you? Hurry up and talk, old man."


"Old man? Me? I mean, yes, I am. But you're 134 years old yourself, you know? You're an old man as well…"


The god stopped halfway through. I was starting to get a little annoyed and just basically told him to shut up with my eyes.


I’m 134 years old indeed. But I’m still an ordinary man. In my world, recent technology has enabled humans to live beyond 100 years old and the record of longevity was 168 years old. From those standards, yeah, I'm old. But I don't want to hear that from a god who has probably lived for thousands of years.


The god forced a cough. "Sorry. I'll talk now. So, I killed you… my bad. To redeem myself I will send you to another world with your current memories. I will also relapse your body to your golden age. And I'm sorry, I can't reincarnate you in your world because your soul imprint has already been destroyed."


"I see, what's a soul imprint?" I asked out of curiosity.


"You can call it an identity. When you were born, an imprint was created from your soul and was listed in what you could call the 'register' of your world. When you died, your soul imprint was transferred to the 'dead-list'. In fact, now, you are kind of banned from your own world. Usually, the deceased's souls are transformed into divine or magic energy, but there are rare cases where the soul is reincarnated after being purged of its memories. However, I personally retrieved yours in order to reincarnate you without erasing memory," he grinned whilst explaining that and Arima scowled at him.


"I succeeded only because you have a great soul, you know? Of course, I can only do that because I’m going to send you to another world where your soul imprint is not registered and consequently not banned. Even I cannot oppose that rule. This kind of regulation is what we gods call 'Original World Laws'; OWL's to be short. It's still a mystery even for us... Well, actually the setting is that they were created by the Original God. Nowadays, no god is the ruler of others. We more or less rule together. And as you can see, quite like you humans who worship divinities, we believe in the Original God; the Creator."


He clapped and the noise echoed a bunch of times. "That's all, do you have any other questions?"


‘He said 'setting', right?’ I retorted silently. "No, you've said quite enough already," I answered while shaking my head.


The god laughed. "Indeed."


"Where will you send me to?"


"I'll send you to a world where there is magic, unlike yours. If you want to, you can refer to it as a world of swords and magic," he said laughingly.


"Magic, huh? Quite a fantasy you are giving to me."


"Yes, well, magic actually exists in almost every world. Yours is one of the rare ones that have no magic circuits and so, no magic. It's because of this too that the influence of the gods is considerably limited in your world and also why I almost failed to bring you here."


"Oh, is that so."


"When I will be sending you off to the other world, I'll transplant you some knowledge on magic and other miscellaneous things. After that, it will be up to you to gain a more profound understanding of it. And as a bonus, I will allow you to take something from your world with you."


"Something from my world..." I hesitated and suddenly thought of something. "If in the future, I have to fight, then I’d want my sword back."


"Your sword? You have a sword? In your era? Let me see…" The god closed his eyes, and in a matter of seconds, a katana appeared in front of him. The old man smiled. "This one?"


‘As expected from a God,’ I thought.


"Yes, that's the one," I grabbed the katana and observed it. Its length approached one meter. The scabbard was black and had a gray inscription of a wolf on it. I unsheathed it. The blade was of a beautiful silver and seemed very sharp. I have always been fond of all kinds of sharp weapons, but my favorite was this type of Japanese sword simply because I used to practice kendo and this kind of cold weapon allowed a variety of maneuvers. It was a natural choice in my opinion.


When he saw the blade, the god's eyes glinted. "Oh, it's a very good sword. For a mortal world at least."


I smiled wryly. "Thanks for that I guess."


"Was it perhaps you who forged it?"


"Yes, I forged it almost a hundred years ago. It's quite a relic now. There’s nothing special about it except the fact that the blade was forged with refined and transformed sapphire thanks to the technology of my world. Well, during the process of making this material eligible to become a blade, it lost most of its value but I just had nothing else to do."


The God looked dumbfounded at the sword. "Sapphire? Who would use a precious stone to forge a weapon? Not to mention the kind of refinement sapphire would need to work as a weapon without shattering... Well, I could do it in a second, but it would most likely take hours of continuous hammering and processing for humans."


"A month to be exact. Well, I happened to find a seam and it all went down with the flow."


"…It's quite a masterpiece. The late Hephaestus would have praised you. Does it have a name?"


I nodded, hiding my surprise from learning that a popular Greek God was apparently dead.


"Yes, its name is 'Karma'."


"That's an interesting name. Wait, I shall do something for you," the god smiled and pointed at my sword with his finger. Instantly, the katana transformed into a bright sphere of light that entered my chest.


"I bound it to your soul. It gives you the ability to call it whenever you want, and this way, your weapon will be able to evolve and improve in sturdiness, sharpness along with your soul and even change its form at will. Furthermore, if the weapon breaks at some point, it will find rest in your soul and repair itself. And as you may have guessed already, maintenance is unnecessary," he explained and smiled. "Your sword seems to have gone through a lot. It feels like it’s producing killing intent on its own. This weapon will become fearsome if nurtured properly."


"It's really handy, thanks," I genuinely was overjoyed. This soul binding thing was great.


"Glad you like it. Well, I think it's time."


Suddenly, a white door appeared behind me. I looked at it, then turned toward the god again.


"Before I go… can I hit you? Even though I'm not sure if I have a body right now."


The god smiled. "No, but if you reach Godhood, come and try."


Unable to say anything in return, the white tunnel was forced on me and I was sent out to the other world.


* * *


After Arimane left the white space, a person appeared like mist behind the god. It was a stunning woman with black hair and mesmerizing red eyes. One look at her and no one would ever forget her figure.


"Were you serious? Do you think he can reach Godhood?" Her pleasant voice resounded. She was looking sternly at the old god.


The old man turned back to look at her with a serious face. "Yes. His soul is frankly terrifying. I was not playing around with that fact. Even if we combined the souls of ten gods, I think we could barely be on par with half of his. In fact, I chose to reincarnate him because his soul was so powerful that I feared it would destroy his own world. I think that if this man just enters a world with magic circuits, then he can already become one of the strongest humans who ever existed and possibly one of the strongest gods. It doesn't end here, even what he accomplished as a simple human gives me goosebumps even though I only saw his teen years."


"What?" The beautiful woman exclaimed in surprise.


The old man laughed. "Let's see how far this fearful human will go."


"And here I was wondering why the God of Order had retrieved the soul of a human... Do you understand what this means? If he came to be too strong, we'd have to eliminate him. Did you already forget about the last human who tried to murder us after his ascending? This one is too much of an insecurity. We cannot let a threat like that step into Godhood."


"Yes, I am aware. But it'd only be the case if he had not already become someone we cannot go against," the old God's eyes flashed with a strange light.


"Unbelievable..." The woman looked at the old man with bemused eyes. "What are you scheming? Your domain is order, what happened for you to break the cycle of life and death? You could have just retrieved his soul and erased it."


The old man grinned. "Zesta, I represent order, but it also means that I represent the opposite. When the world is in disorder then I will be there to fix it, and when the world is in order then I will be there to protect it. Tell me, do you think the world right now is in order?"


Zesta trembled hearing his words. "…What are you trying to fix?"


"I am one of the oldest gods but even I don't know if I'm born from order or disorder, good or evil. No... the notions of good and evil are obsolete. However, right now, I can see that something is not in order with our plane of existence, and I think this human will help me change it."


"Is the disorder you're talking about related to Heaven?" Zesta asked. The old god stayed silent and just smiled. "I hope you know what you're doing, Azes," she turned around and disappeared like mist.


Azes was left alone in that white space, looking at where Arimane left, with a countenance completely opposite to the comical one he presented earlier.

            

    
        2. “Yeah... of course.”

    
    
    
    
                Meanwhile, within a vast forest, Arimane was coolly standing in front of a lake and wore a blank expression as if he were exasperated of something.


A woman was bathing in the lake, and glaring at him with palpable fury. That woman had a spellbinding figure, one that could make men fantasize, along with long blond hair and dazing blue eyes glooming in the dark. But at that moment, Arimane was not admiring her looks at all.


‘Yeah... of course... I'm feeling the urge to hit that damn old guy. Seriously, I'm sure he knew when he sent me here… And when I think of his façade, it makes me even angrier.’


The truth was that Arimane felt something was amiss with Azes’ attitude. He had met a lot of different types of people in his life, and when he saw the old god, the only word that came to him was overbearing. He felt dreadful despite his cheerful and childish way of speaking, which really triggered Arimane. There was also the fact that he lied. His behavior might have been unimportant, but the fact that he didn’t give Arimane any clear reason for his transmigration wasn’t.


Ever since the moment Azes said that he could have just reincarnated him, Arimane was sure he was hiding the true reason behind the salvation of his soul. Furthermore, there was another lie.


Who would believe, in the first place, in something as stupid as killing a human while playing a game with other gods? When you think about it, a bolt of lightning strong enough to kill him in his house would have to be on a scale the world has never seen before. Still, Arimane didn’t think that a God would kill him on purpose, so he kind of let it slide. As a matter of fact, either way, he was dead.


"[I call upon you, the raging spirits. Jade Blow]."


Suddenly, the woman’s voice disrupted Arima’s thoughts.


‘A chant?’ This quickly shifted Arimane’s attention back to the situation at hand. He knew what he was facing though, thanks to the knowledge he received upon his arrival. The transfer was very off-putting, but when he heard the chant, he instantly lost every discomfort. He was aware of the threat now.


Without any hesitation, he jumped and rolled to the right and the magic cast by the woman cut a tree behind him. The attack was nearly transparent. If it weren’t for Arimane’s instincts and the experience he had built throughout his entire life, he would have been cut in half.


‘Compressed wind… is it? I know women can be easily enraged when they feel exposed but that's a little bit too much here,’ he sighed and turned his head toward the woman. She already had retreated to the shore and was trying to hide her body with some clothes.


‘Wait, that magic, if I'm not mistaken… interesting,’ Arimane realized something as he filtered his newfound knowledge.


"Hey…!" He raised his voice to call her but gasped right after. He had been surprised by his brand-new voice. It was young. Much different from when he was still alive. He shook his head and resumed.


"I apologize for this incident, but neither you nor I wanted this. So please don't try to kill me, that would help a lot," he said calmly as if nothing had happened. He was trying to be as friendly as possible.


At first startled, the woman asked cautiously. “Why should I believe you?"


"Simple,” Arimane spread his arms open. “Because if I wanted to, you’d already be on the ground," he said coldly and slowly with a neutral expression. ‘Please work, reverse psychology…’


He wasn't bluffing per se. Although he didn't know much yet about this world, he trusted his abilities and even if he were unable to fight this girl head on, he still could assassinate her. In fact, Arimane would have never appeared like that in front of her if his intention was to harm her.


The woman couldn't help but take a step back as she sensed a sudden danger. She didn't say anything and began to observe Arimane from head to toe. He was approximately 1.9 meters tall and had a sturdy body. He was wearing a long black coat and had, in fact, only plain black clothes on him. But that outfit seemed to be more than just a casual one. His facial features were neatly arranged, with sharp silver eyes and combed black hair. He seemed to be around twenty-five years old. And although she didn’t want to admit, he was quite the looker.


"You're an elf, right?" As she was silently debating what to do, Arima’s voice jolted her concentration.


Elves. They happen to be very present in fiction books back on Earth. But as of now, he was basing his judgement on the knowledge the god gave him. The elves constitute a strong race. Both women and men are experts in green magic and they also are the only race that can freely use spiritual magic because they are born and loved by nature.


In the past, humans began to feel envious but also afraid of them. Ultimately, they chose to do what they’re so talented for; war. They attacked and killed more than three-quarters of the elves’ population. Despite elves being stronger than humans, they were very outnumbered and lost the battle.


And thus, elves became despised and looked down upon and began to be enslaved. Because in addition to their power, elves are also beautiful, men and women alike, increasing their value as slaves, particularly for women. However, it’s important to note that in this world, elves look almost exactly like humans. They don't have the long and pointy ears.


Arimane understood she was an elf because of the magic she cast, and more precisely, her chant. And also, because most elves do indeed have colorful and bright hair such as blue or green. The natives of this world can recognize an elf by sensing the spirits around them. But Arimane wasn't used to magic sense so he could only guess.


After his question, the elven woman looked even more suspiciously at him.


Arimane smiled. "Well, don't mind me too much. I don't want anything from you. I just want you to know that I am not your enemy. So, can you please try to relax a little? And you’re not fully dressed by the way."


The elf rolled her eyes and looked at herself. Embarrassment and anger appeared on her face and she rushed silently behind a big tree to hide. She didn't say anything for a few seconds, then her voice came out from behind the tree.


"…Tell me your name."


Arimane laughed and sat on a nearby rock.


"I’m Arimane Blade, you can call me Arima. Well… I came here on a travel and let’s say I coincidentally met you."


"I see," the elf appeared beside the tree, fully dressed in a charming green set, staring at Arima. "I’m typically wary of your people but… as an elf, I consider myself to be good at judging people. I think you are not so bad, so I'll give you the benefit of the doubt. My name is Lifa Drein."


Arima smiled. "It's a pleasure to meet you, Lifa"


"Me too, Arimane," she said courteously and her eyes darted somewhere. Arima frowned when he felt a presence in the direction she was looking at, but couldn’t see anything.


"The spirits have probed you and it seems that they trust you. Looks like you have a good soul," Lifa seemed to be a bit more relaxed but remained careful. "I thought humans were only lustful bastards."


She didn’t hold back her words and Arima laughed lightly. "Who am I to deny that. Well, I’ll admit that you are pretty attractive but it's not like I am some beast and I know how to control myself. Well, if I really wanted to, then I'd have you make the first move."


She blushed. "You're skipping politesse."


Arima laughed and stoop up. "Just a joke. I'm really not that kind of man, and I mean it." 


‘Seriously,’ he thought. ‘I’ve lived long enough to get past that… and I don't even know if my libido came back with this body.’


"Well, I think it's time for me to go," he said.


Lifa sighed and shook her head. "Alright. If we meet again, we should get to know each other. You appear to be someone I can get along with. My sister always encourages interaction with good humans, you see," she seemed to have let her guard down and smiled. Even she was shocked by her own behavior.


She perfectly knew that she wasn’t the kind to trust people easily, especially humans. It’s not like what she said about her sister was false, but she was always on guards when speaking to a human. But strangely, she almost felt like she should build a connection with that man. Arima turned his back but at that moment, Lifa suddenly thought of something.


"Wait, please," she hailed him.


Arima turned around. "What is it?"


"Um, sorry but, can I ask you a favor?"


Arima was a bit surprised. ‘Why would she ask me a favor all of a sudden?’ He looked at her for a moment. "What kind?"


"I'm actually in the human territory because some elven children were kidnapped and I'm here to bring them back. One of them is a close friend. I would like to ask you, if you find them, would you please save them? This is my request. Of course, I’ll make sure to reward you."


Arima stared silently at her for a few seconds and she flinched a bit. It was an earnest request, and she had nothing to lose by only asking him.


"Fine, I can do that. I don’t need the reward though. Don't worry, if I happen to find them, I'll help them. I despise slavery so it’d be an honor to help. And more importantly, we ought to be kind to children, don’t we?" He smiled.


Lifa smiled cheerfully as well. "Thank you very much," she bowed slightly.


"Yeah, well then," he turned around and waved his hand. He soon disappeared in the forest.

            

    
        3. “Magic is easy.”

    
    
    
    
                Arima was walking through the forest, heading to the nearest city according to his transplanted knowledge. On his way, he analyzed the information he had about magic and tried various things. He also quickly got used to his body. After all, it was his own but younger. He also noticed that the clothes he was wearing were the ones he wore the most when he was still going on missions. Even some of his personal belongings had been brought over with it.


About magic, first, there were eight root elements: Water, Earth, Wind, Fire, Lightning, Spirit, Darkness, and Light.


And there were seven non-elemental magics: Mind, Space, Soul, Neutral, Life, Death, and Time.


The first eight elements were used by magicians according to their affinity while non-elemental magic basically required talent and work. For example, if a mage had good affinity with fire then he’d be able to learn fire magic easily and quickly.


If a mage was very intelligent or hard-working, he could develop non-elemental magic. However, even if he were a genius in that type of magic, if he didn’t have any innate affinities, it’d be hard for him to use a basic elemental magic.


In short, elemental and non-elemental were like two realms that formed a balance in mage craft.


Arima followed the instructions in his head and performed an affinity test. It was quite simple, he just had to think of the eight elements in his head and then chant something. And so, eight spheres of different colors appeared above Arima's hand, forming a circle.


Seeing the results, Arima was a bit startled. He was taken aback because it showed that he had a great affinity with all elements except spirit magic. And what was even more shocking was his affinity for lightning and darkness. The level was monstrous, as if these elements were totally submitted to him.


All the spheres were normally neatly round, like marbles, but the spheres for darkness and lightning were like a chaotic gathering of energy. He could feel a strange connection between him and those spheres, but it wasn't uncomfortable. And as a close third, he had a great affinity with fire, even though it wasn't as much.


Arima smirked. "The hell, if I didn't know better, I would say it's a cheat." After that though, his expression darkened. "But, this affinity with lightning… is that irony? A joke? Was I really killed by it, and now it’s like my ultimate power or something?"


About an hour later, Arima was calmly walking through the forest, lost in his thoughts and testing his magic when he heard horses galloping and wheels ramming on the ground.


Just before that, Arima had noticed that his physical abilities were being enhanced a lot since his arrival. In his old world, he had already trained his body to the limit. But now, this limit was broken and he was truly pleased.


And it wasn’t only his body, his senses were greatly boosted as well. He could hear a carriage several hundreds of meters away in the middle of a forest and even distinguish the horses’ quickened breath within all the noise. He decided to go look at that cart and for that, he tried something.


“[Quantum Electromagneticis Constringitur] (Quantic Electromagnetic).”

“[Scintillam Feram] (Wild Spark).”


At Arima’s feet, dark electricity emerged and started cloaking him. Arima kicked the ground and disappeared thunderously. He was merely sprinting but his silhouette couldn't be seen by the average eye anymore. You could only hear faint crackling noises as he stepped on leaves and branches very fast. After only ten seconds, Arima was already observing the cart moving on the path ahead.


What he had just used was one of the magics he thought of when he saw his affinity with lightning. It was technique that changed the composition of his body to make it become partially electricity. Thanks to that, he could partly ignore friction and air pressure and go extremely fast whilst propelling himself.


Also, the reason Arima chanted in Latin was that he noticed that the influence the incantation has on the mind of the caster was crucial. In fact, he tried with different languages to chant his magic and noticed that when he used Latin, the magic would be stronger. An ancient tongue could apparently influence his mind better, and the 'world of magic’.


Looking at the cart, Arima thought of something and chanted.


"[Bestia Peregrine Falcon] (Beast, Falcon)."


A ball of black electricity emerged from his body and took the shape of a falcon. It was then covered by a shadow and the electric falcon ultimately looked like a real one.


This magic was another one that Arima came up with. It combines lightning, soul, and dark magic. First, the body is molded with electricity and is then integrated with an artificial soul. The shadow covers the body to create the image of a real animal. And with the soul magic, the beast is gifted with basic intelligence.


"Well, they say the image of ourselves is projected by the soul and same with the shadow,” he muttered while looking at the bird. "Go," Arima prompted and the bird flew off toward the cart.


Arima was linked to his beast so he could see with its eyes. Hence, it allowed him to spy the cart from a safe distance. The falcon approached the carriage and inside were four men and four enchained children, from ten to fifteen years old, two boys and two girls.


Arima frowned. He scrutinized the four men. Three of them were wearing armors and swords and the fourth was wearing a red robe. "A mage perhaps."


Then he looked at the four kids. Arima had quickly became accustomed to mana; the omnipresent energy in this world. He could easily discern that these kids were elves because of the spirits around them. He also heard through the falcon’s ears the humans’ conversation for a moment and reached a conclusion.


"Must be the abducted kids she was talking about. Did that old man cast a blessing of divine cliché on me?" He said laughingly.


Arima wondered. "Slavery, huh?" He despised that word. He was someone who loved freedom and couldn’t tolerate anything that goes against that belief. In the past, he fought and killed many. He definitely wasn’t a saint. But if he were to ignore those in need although he had power, what kind of monster would he be?


"[Fulgur Quatro Jaculum] (Lightning Arrow X4)."


Four black lightning arrows formed in mid-air and were shot toward the cart. The arrows went incredibly fast and all reached their target at the same time. The heads of the four men exploded and burned.


"I suppose they were too weak to avoid or sense it in time. In any case, I wonder why the magic I cast is black? Is it related to my affinity with darkness? And, is it me, or magic is really easy to use?" He blankly remarked.


Truthfully, if Azes was watching right now, he would have been utterly shocked. Arima had mastered magic in only an hour. He even used soul magic to create a pseudo-life as if it was no harder than actually chanting it.


Arima only thought that maybe it was because he had a good understanding of the soul thanks to Azes and that he apparently was gifted in magic. He had always been a great mind and he had enough life experience to shadow anyone.


But at that time, Arima still didn't know the real implication of his power nor did he know the main reason why he had it.


While mumbling to himself, he rushed toward the cart because the horses hadn’t stopped but accelerated instead. He used two other arrows to cut the ropes tying the horses to the cart. The two horses soon vanished in the forest after being freed.


Arima reached the carriage and peeked inside. In there, the four kids were horrified because of the headless corpses lying there, still fuming from the neck. And when they saw Arima, their eyes narrowed in terror. They tried to get away from him even if they couldn’t get up because of the shackles.


"[Fulgur Clavem] (Lightning Key)."


A few electric darts floated above Arima’s palm then approached the children. They closed their eyes in fear but what they heard surprised them. The shackles that were restraining them fell on the cart’s wooden frame, unlocked. They looked at Arima and the older girl among them stuttered.


"Th-Thank you…"  


"It's nothing," he solemnly replied and eyed a few big bags that were there. ‘Lucky…’ He commented silently. Money was a small issue he was thinking about.


He neared the bags and opened them. There was a bag with food and two others with money, jewels, and ores. Among them, there was also a box with various weapons inside.


Arima grinned. "[Umbra, Manducare] (Shadow, Eat)," he chanted and his shadow grew darker and bigger until it covered all the bags. They began to merge with the floor; with the shadow. Soon, all the objects present in the cart had been absorbed by the shadow. The latter retracted to Arima and reverted to normal.


This was his spatial magic. Arima actually didn't know the size of the storage but he could absorb anything, even living beings, as long as he provided air, in his body and shadow.


The children were looking at him with strange eyes, thinking that perhaps he had just saved them for that money. He turned back to look at them when he finished and sighed.


"So? What should I do? Someone asked me to save you if possible… do you think you can go back home alone?"


Because of his question, the four elves became aware of the situation they were in. A man had rescued them, but they couldn't return home by themselves. If they were to adventure alone in the woods, they would risk being captured one more time or killed by the danger.


Arima sighed again. ‘Well, she asked me… I should take them to her.’


"Okay, wait a minute," he mused for a moment and called his falcon. He then created another three and sent each of the birds in four different directions. One to the north, another to the east and so on.


Arima wanted to cover a large zone to find Lifa. He agreed to help these children but he couldn't afford to take them with him, so he intended to give the ‘escort job’ to someone else. And Lifa was the only person available and additionally the elf who asked him this favor.


Five minutes later, one of the four falcons spotted Lifa and Arima was informed immediately. The other birds were dispelled and the last one was ordered to mark Lifa’s position.


Arima looked at the elves. "I'll send you to someone."


"Someone?" The older girl asked.


"Yes, an elf named Lifa Drein."


"Lifa?!" The elf shouted and the eyes of the children around her widened.


"Yeah… she’s the one who asked me to save you all. Maybe it's you, the friend that she mentioned?"


"Y-Yes, the princess and I know each other since childhood," she stuttered.


"Oh…" Arima was certainly not prepared for that casual revelation. ‘She sure kept hidden critical information,’ he smiled. "A princess, huh?"


"You will send us to the Princess?" The younger boy talked. He opened his mouth for the first time.


Arima looked at him and grinned. "[Bestia Duorum Gryphem]," the same phenomenon that occurred with the falcons repeated itself. Two balls of electricity formed again, but these were much bigger. The spheres took the shape of a beast with the body of a lion and with the head and the wings of an eagle.


When the shadows covered them and gave them an image, the appearance of the beasts was then fully revealed. Two majestic beasts, two meters tall each, were stamping and howling. The elves gawked at the griffins in disbelief.


"Get on," Arima beckoned.


The children hesitated but braced themselves and approached the legendary beasts. Surprisingly, the griffins lied down when they got near. Seeing this, they became confident and mounted them.


"Hold tight. You'll fall otherwise," Arima warned and the four children nodded. "Good. Gryphem!"


He ordered and the griffins took flight. When they were out of sight, he glanced at the broken carriage.


"[Ignis] (Fire)," he burned it along with the corpses with a fire that also possessed a dark shade. Under the might of his flames, even the bones became ashes.


"[Scintillam Feram]," he intoned and left.

            

    
        4. “Why are people so good looking in this world?”

    
    
    
    
                A few miles away from where Arima met the kidnapped elves.


Lifa was currently fighting a pack of big gray wolves. She was wrapped in a sort of shield made out of wind magic and was fighting by casting air blades like the ones she used against Arima. Occasionally, she would also conjure a wind sword and counter-attack. She was moving quite casually during the whole combat.


The difference in strength was obvious although the wolves appeared quite strong since they could use fire magic. Lifa soon subjugated the last wolf and relaxed a bit but then hurriedly looked up at the sky. The spirits were telling her that something was approaching and she took cover.


The more she waited, the more Lifa could see what was approaching. After a minute, she already looked dumbfounded. The two creatures, flying with four children on their back, stunned her. She recognized the elves, and one girl in particular.


"Layra?" Lifa pronounced a name and got out of her cover.


"Princess!" The same girl spotted Lifa and shouted.


The griffins landed a minute later and the elves stood on the ground. Lifa rushed to one of the girls and hugged her. "Layra! You're okay? What happened? And what are they?" Lifa asked the older girl and pointed at the griffins.


"Princess! We have been saved by a human before they could sell us,” she answered with a brightened expression. “These magic beasts are his work."


"What? Who was it?" Lifa thought of something and asked. The girl named Layra hastily explained her encounter with Arima.


"He talked about me? Then, he must be…!" Lifa was interrupted by the arrival of a small bird that flew beside them and landed on the head of a griffin. It was a falcon.


"Layra, is this also the work of that man?"


Layra nodded. "Yes, he said he used it to find you."


"As she said," someone's voice suddenly resounded and Lifa looked around her with widened eyes.


The voice laughed. "It's me. Over here."


Lifa looked at the falcon. "It's you? Arimane?"


"Arimane…?" Layra whispered.


"Yeah, I'm talking to you through this bird. I'll make it quick. Are those the kids you asked me to save?"


"Yes… they are. And I certainly have to thank you for freeing them. I never expected you to find them so quickly."


"It was just a coincidence. This apart, I am more surprised by your status.”


"Oh, naturally. It's not really something I would tell someone I just met, please excuse me."


"No, it's nothing. I understand that. What I would want to know is why a princess like you is here trying to find kidnapped children alone. But it's not my business anyway. I'll let you go now."


"I see, then let's meet again. I owe you. If you ever come to the Alliance you will be welcomed," Lifa said and smiled.


"Sure, see you. [Dispello] (Dispel)," Arima released his magic and the griffins vanished along with the bird in a beautiful show of black sparks.


"This kind of magic, I've never seen it before. It’s not that easy to summon magic beasts… but these seem to be made purely out of elemental magic… who is he?" Lifa looked attentively at the vanishing beasts and couldn't help but wonder


What would she think if she knew that he learned that magic an hour after he met her?


“Arimane...”


Lifa heard Layra whispering and looked at her confusedly. “What’s wrong? Do you recognize his name?”


“Well...” Layra mused. “It’s just that I read a similar name in a book once.”


“A book? What did it say?”


“If I remember correctly, ‘Arimane’ is a variant of ‘Ahriman’. Said to be responsible for material creation, he is the father of illusion and error, of cosmic falsehood, the deceptive spirit, the spirit of Darkness, Evil, and Death...”


Lifa shuddered. She glanced at where the magic beasts had disappeared. ‘This name should just be a coincidence... But what is this feeling of foredoom?’


***


Arima finally arrived at the town that was in his head thanks to Azes. He was now waiting for his turn to enter the town; Ridia. His turn soon came and a middle-aged soldier spoke to him.


"If you have papers to attest your identity then go, if you don't, pay five silvers."


‘This is quite a lax system…’ Arima thought handing the five silvers to the guard.


Based on the knowledge he received, this world’s currency would be referenced like this when compared to his world:


10 coppers => 1 silver = 1 USD;

100 silver => 1 gold = 100 USD;

100 gold => 1 white-silver = 10 000 USD;

100 white-silver => 1 shining-gold = 1 000 000 USD;


The white-silvers and shining-golds are commonly used by nobles. Almost every commoner would never see a white silver in his lifetime.


At that time, Arima possessed, without the jewels and precious stones, 38 coppers, 376 silvers, and 20 gold and you could say it was equivalent to 2 379 dollars and 80 cents.


‘It seems that those bandits did some pillaging along with kidnapping. Were they actually somewhat strong? Or maybe that mage used some sort of concealing magic…’ he thought.


He wandered in the streets whilst observing the new environment.


‘It's an old design but it's clean. The order is good too. It would correspond to the medieval period but in contrast, it's peaceful and safer here. Perhaps magic makes it more likable and comfortable and pushes aside science. Pretty classic.’


The first thing Arima wanted to do was register at the guild, the infamous organization. In fact, it was just a gathering of mercenaries. All sorts of people give tasks to the guild in exchange for money. It can be hunting, killing, cleaning, gathering, and helping with essentially anything.


The good thing was that the more a mercenary is strong or famous, the bigger his notoriety would be. So, it meant that more tasks would be given personally to him, and generally, good ones. Usually, they're only called mercs. There’s nothing such as ‘adventurers’ or ‘quests’.


Arima wanted to register to assure his status in this world. It's also what Azes proposed him to do. As he was walking through the alleys and avenues, he kept looking around. It was lively but the more he looked the more his expression darkened.


‘Why are people so good looking in this world?’ 

 

The people there, whether it was a man or a woman, looked good. When he found someone more or less normal, in the thousand or so people he observed, he sighed in relief.


And so, after a bit of difficulty, Arima finally found the guild branch of this town. Around where the guild was situated, one could find all sorts of shops. Inn's, weapon shops, blacksmith's, armor shops, clothing shops…


Arima entered the guild and found himself in a hall filled with receptions. Strangely, there wasn't a lot of people. Just a few persons who were calmly conversing at the receptions. But Arima could hear a great number of people on the second floor. He walked to one of the receptions and the woman behind greeted him with a smile.


"Welcome to the guild, for what purpose are you here?"


"To register."


"Alright, please fill this document," the receptionist handed a document and Arima eyed the content.


‘As I thought, even the words are in English. Maybe a gift from the old man,’ he grabbed a pen and filled the questions. The document comported a lot of miscellaneous questions, but the important ones were these:





	
Name: Arimane Blade

Age: 25

Combat techniques: Magic Swordsman

Experience in a fight or any type of subjugation: Yes









Arima handed back the file to the receptionist and she read it quickly. About his age, of course, he couldn't write his real one, so he provided an age matching more or less his current body.


"Good, Arimane is it? Do you wish to undergo the ranking test?"


"Yeah, I'll do that."


"Then follow me please." The woman left the reception and headed to a door located at the side of the hall. When they passed the door, they stepped inside a big training area. The whole area was at least 250 square meters and the roof was high up to around five meters.


"Space magic?" Arima let out unconsciously. He had a similar impression when he’d use his storage magic and clearly, the place was too big.


"Yes, you noticed well. This room was enlarged with a spatial magic-tool created by one of the founders of the guild," she explained.


"I see…" He looked around and spotted a dozen people training and sparring. The receptionist called one of the men training and he ran toward them.


"You called me, Maria?"


"Yes, I want you to test this person," she pointed at Arima. "His name is Arimane Blade. And Arimane, this person is Jeil, he is a B-rank merc," Maria introduced them to each other with a smile.


"Nice to meet you," Jeil greeted.


"Likewise," Arima responded.


"Then let's begin. You’ll fight again Jeil to determine your rank. If you lose, Jeil will decide your rank. If it's a draw then you'll be ranked B, and if you win then it will either be A or B, depending on your performance," Maria explained.


"I understand," Arima followed Jeil to the center of the training area and they stood ten meters apart from each other.


"Ready?" Jeil inquired whilst drawing his one-handed sword.


"Yes," Arima took out Karma out of nowhere which surprised a bit his opponent.


Maria observed the two. "Then ready~? Go!" She announced the beginning of the match.


Jeil kicked the ground. "[Acceleration, Hardening]." In less than a second, he had already closed in by more than five meters. In contrast, Arima was still standing motionless, stance less, his sheathed katana in his left hand.


‘He won't move?’ Jeil wondered and when he was two meters away from his opponent, he started swinging his sword. Arima chanted a magic at that exact moment.


"[Columna Ignis] (Fire pillar)." A big pillar of dark fire emerged from the ground, enveloping Arima and sending Jeil flying away after blocking his blade.


‘What?!’ Jeil didn't take much damage but was surprised by the knockback. ‘A mage? No, a magic swordsman?’


Arima didn't stop there. "[Deinde – Eruptio] (Next – Eruption)." The pillar of fire divided itself into ten fireballs, static in the air. Arima flicked his fingers and the fireballs flew toward Jeil.


"Seriously? [Acceleration, Second Tier Reinforcing]," Jeil buffed himself and tried to slash the fireballs. He was moving extremely quickly to defend against the ten attacks at the same time, his sword left afterimages each time he moved. In the end, he cut nine out of ten and was propelled even more into the air by the last one.


"[Propero et Lunam Gradus] (Speed up -and- Moon Step)." Arima finally moved and jumped, leaving a blurry image behind him. Two sounds like wind being generated followed. One could see the air distort at certain places, with a few sparks in addition. That was where he was stepping to advance.


He had used a neutral body-enhancing magic to boost his speed, and then lightning magic to create footholds using as a base the principle of electromagnetism. Arima’s knowledge was quite deep and he realized that with a good understanding, not only could you use magic better but you could even surpass what modern science could accomplish. His imagination was quite impressive as well, and it was undoubtedly one of the most important aspects of magic.


And so, Arima appeared right above Jeil in mid-air. He gripped his katana and unsheathed it only to half before striking Jeil in the abdomen with the handle.


Jeil was sent flying and crashed on the ground.


"Tch," he clicked his tongue and stood up in a second. Arima then fell down and struck him with Karma. Jeil parried the strike with his sword, and used his free hand to push the blade. That clash dispersed the cloud of dust formed by his fall.


"[Strengthening. Physical charge, Volc]!" He shouted while Arima continued to attack him with combos. His sword gained a red luster and his skin turned rocky and flushed. The two exchanged blows for ten seconds. Fire was erupting with every clash, with sparks flying around and the sound of steel vibrating.


At some point, Arima used his scabbard to stop a strike and disperse the flames. He took his katana in a reverse grip and instantly placed his blade in front of Jeil's neck. That last move was incredibly fast.


Jeil looked at the silver blade pressing against his throat and relaxed his body as a matter of fact.


"Game’s set."


"I admit defeat," Jeil said whilst raising his hands.


Arima snickered and sheathed his sword. He dropped the katana and it vanished to return inside his soul. He then looked around and realized that the fight had attracted the people training around. Even though the match only took around forty seconds, they still had seen enough to be in awe of Arima's prowess.


In truth, he wasn't serious. He just wanted to assess the strength of the people in this world. He didn't even use his strongest displacement magic until now, Wild Spark. If he did fight seriously, he would have won in a few seconds.


Arima walked to Maria, and then the latter woke up from her trance and cleared her throat. “I'll register you as an early A rank magic-swordsman then. Follow me back to the hall. I'll issue your member card."

            

    
        5. ''I went and returned, what's the problem?''

    
    
    
    
                Arima and Maria separated from Jeil and returned to the reception. Five minutes later, Maria handed to Arima a gray card with his basic information on it. His name, rank… etc.


Apparently, this card was a magic item. The guild could change the information on it at any given time. For example, if a member becomes a wanted man, then the card turns red. The most useful aspect is that the card can be altered by the guild even if the owner is in another country. And because the card is linked to the owner, if he dies the card turns black and the guild is informed.


"The card keeps the record of missions achieved and it is the proof that a mission has been accomplished. When there is a client, you hand the card to him when the mission is finished to mark the end of your job," Maria explained.


"It's a really useful thing this card," Arima admired as he played with the card in his hand.


"Of course,” she smiled. “You are now an official member of the guild. You can go upstairs to look for a mission and accept it, but to confirm your success and receive the rewards, it's in this hall.”


“Also, the S-quests are on the third floor where the guild branch master is. For now, you can't go there without an invitation. You have to be S-rank to go freely. And finally, to increase your rank, you first have to fill up your mission points and then go through a test. The amount of points you gain for each mission depends on the difficulty. Once you have 200 points you can apply to become an S-rank."


"Thanks for the explanation," Arima nodded and stored his card. He turned around and headed toward the stairs on the side of the hall.


"No problem," Maria said cheerfully.


Arima went up the stairs and opened a door that was at the end of it. Behind was a big saloon. There were tables and bars with a lot of mercs of different builds. On the left side, he spotted a few receptions and five boards on the wall, with some placards on it.


‘Are those the requests?’ He mused and approached the boards. He soon noticed that there was one board for each class. But there were missions with qualifications needed and others no.


For example, if someone was rank C and wanted to choose an A-rank mission, he could, but he had to pick a task that didn't stipulate conditions. In most cases, it was the client who would want an A-rank mercenary only. The only clients allowed to do that were those giving enough money. Usually, nobles. That’s why some high ranked missions could be very easy. Merely because some wealthy people wanted to brag about an A-rank mercenary working for them.


In the end, if a rank below wants to try an A-rank difficulty mission, there’s nothing stopping him. But he must then be confident in his ability, or simply a fool.


It is also possible for mercenaries to form groups, but it was quite uncommon because most of the mercs work alone for benefits and to avoid the risks of bad companions. But there are some exceptions like very good friends, lovers, or even family who obviously act together.


Arima didn't think much. There were five classes; E, D, C, B and A. He was already A-rank, so he just began to look at the corresponding tasks. As Maria said, there weren't any S-rank there. He picked a request to exterminate an Orc's nest, giving three points apparently.


‘I know the Orcs from the name… but I don't know how it is in this world. I'll have to cultivate myself later. I'll visit a library after this.’


He decided and took the request to one of the receptions. He wished to try a mission to see what kind of monsters there was in this world and wanted to determine how strong they were. It was also to judge his own ability. He was new to this world after all. He had to create a completely new scale and adapt his common sense.


"I'll take this," Arima said to the receptionist.


"Certainly. Your card, please."


She grabbed the card and registered the mission on it before giving it back. "It's done. You have five days to complete this request. It seems that you are new, so keep in mind that after five days, someone else can accept this task if you haven't accomplished it yet.”


“Additionally, if you finish the mission and don't report it, the next person who picks the request will take the rewards. Now then, the nest is situated eight miles to the south of the town. It should be easy for an A-rank. Don't forget the subjugation proof. Good luck."


"Thanks," Arima retrieved his card and turned around to leave. When Arima left the building, he immediately looked for a weapon shop. He chose one among many and entered. He walked to the counter and spoke to the old man behind.


"Hello, I'd want some throwing knives. At least ten of them. 12 inches in length, preferably, and there’s no need for sheaths."


"Welcome. Sure, we have what you want. Wait a moment," the man went to the back-shop and returned later carrying a carved wooden box.


"Here," he said and put the box on the counter. Arima opened it and looked inside. There were twenty silver throwing knives in there. They were thin with a hole in the handle and the blades were spear-shaped.  


He picked up one and made it spin with his finger through the hole before grabbing the blade with the thumb and index. "Well balanced."


"Thanks," the old man replied with a smile.


"How much?"


"Five gold."


Arima nodded, took the coins and gave it to the shopkeeper. “Thank you for your patronage. You can take the box too of course."


"No need," Arima shook his head. He took each knife and placed them in the numerous inner pockets of his coat. It was a clothing made for combat, of course there would be things like that. It was also made with an extremely resistant fabric. To the point that even bullets could barely do anything to him back on Earth.


"Can you tell me if there is a library in this town?" Arima asked.


"Hm, there is one. It’s a few minutes of walk from here. More at the center of the town, to the north. You can't miss it."


"I see. Thanks for your help," Arima left the shop and headed toward the south gate of the town. He had decided to visit the library after having destroyed the nest.


When he was out of the town, he rushed to the nest’s location by using Wild Spark. When he estimated that he had traveled eight miles, he stopped.


"I'm not sensing anything close," he looked around. "Well," Arima crouched on one knee and placed a palm on the ground. "[Vitae Index] (Life Index)," he chanted and closed his eyes. From his hand, a lot of white lines spread around in all directions like snakes. Each line represented an organism. He could see the figure of the organism that corresponded to each line. This was life magic, pertaining to the same category as healing magic.


"16 matches, 300 meters at 5 five o'clock," he found what looked like Orcs in an instant. He stood up and immediately disappeared into black sparks. He arrived where he had detected the Orcs in only six seconds.


"They're sleeping…" Arima muttered. In front of him, a dozen Orcs were sleeping on the ground next to a cave. He shrugged and stretched slightly. He raised his hand with his thumb and middle finger touching each other.


"[Canetis Extollendam] (Sound Amplification)," he snapped his fingers. The sound resounded strongly for a hundred meters around him.


The Orcs obviously woke up and began to stand up one after the other. They grabbed some wooden clubs as weapons, which were more trunks than anything else though.


Arima observed those Orcs. Their skin was dark green and they were at least three meters tall each. They were kind of fat but possessed an absurd amount of muscles. Finally, their faces were not like pigs’ and actually looked a bit humanoid.


One of them locked his eyes on Arima and charged at him. When Arima entered his range, he raised his log, but before he could land a hit, his head was suddenly sent flying.


Arima was holding the unsheathed Karma in his right hand. Even he was startled as he looked at the blade. He just wanted to cut the carotids, but he had underestimated his own sword. He was relieved that he didn’t put too much strength in his fight with Jeil. He could have killed him by mistake.


The others Orcs all roared at the death of their brethren. But the first one who made a move was Arima. He charged at the closest Orc and appeared right in front of him, he swung his sword and a second head fell to the ground.


Afterward, six Orcs rushed together toward him. He drew the same number of knives and arranged them into a fan. "[Fulgur] (Lightning)." These knives started generating electricity on their own and Arima smiled before throwing them, each piercing the head of the six Orcs.


When he threw the knives, a big Orc exploited the opening and swung his log horizontally. Arima jumped lightly to avoid the hit and while he was still in mid-air, another Orc did the same move as his comrade.


"[Propero] (Speed-up)," Arima spun in the air like a wheel and kicked the incoming log with the momentum. The trunk crashed on the ground, creating a small depression. Arima landed on it and instantly beheaded the two who attacked him.


The last group of Orcs that didn't attack was frightened and hesitating to move. They were not that smart but they knew it was the end when they witnessed a small human killing them with a chilling smile on his face.


Arima didn't care about their state of mind and continued his onslaught. He returned his blade into the scabbard and took an Iai stance. Immediately, he began to gather magic in his sword. Black strands of electricity appeared around it.


The Orcs were ten meters away as they felt the pressure and tried to follow their instincts to flee. But before they could turn their back to run, Arima unleashed his technique.


"[Aeterna] (Eternal Night)," he swung one more time his sword and a black wave was launched at the Orcs. This crescent-shaped attack cut in half all of the six remaining Orcs.


It was fast and not a single drop of blood was spilled. The attack had burnt the flesh. It also didn't disappear after cutting through the Orcs but ascended and exploded in the air like firework. Arima exhaled and returned Karma to his soul.


He looked around at the corpses. "[Umbra, Manducare]." His shadow grew darker and bigger to finally cover the whole fight zone. Soon after, the dead Orcs were absorbed by the shadow as if they were consumed by a swamp.


"Well, I suppose I have to report this now.”


Arima vanished while leaving black lightning behind him. When he left, the place was as empty as if nothing happened there, not even a stain of blood stained the grass. Arima had even covered his traces by habit.


***


"What? You already finished?! An Orc’s nest?!" Maria exclaimed. "It hasn't even been an hour since I saw you exit this building!"


"Well, yes… I went and returned, what's the problem?"


"There are a lot of problems…" She retorted and sighed. "Then, can you show me the subjugation proof?"


"Of course. Is there a sort of storage place in the guild? I need space."


"Yes, we have a storage. But why?" She inquired.


"Just lead me there, you'll understand soon enough," he replied and Maria brought Arima to the underground where materials were stored. Arima placed himself at the center of the wide room.


"[Umbra, Exspue] (Shadow, Spit Out)." Once again, his shadow covered the floor, and the corpses of the Orcs emerged.


"Space magic…" Maria was dumbfounded. She knew that space magic was very hard to learn and even more to master. But Arima had used it so easily and he had also managed to store something as large as the Orcs’ bodies.


"That's all of it, you can check," he said.


"Oh, yes!" She recovered and began to count and check the bodies. It seems that she was surprised when she saw the six Orcs split in half. "There are 16 of them… all were in the upper class of level 4."


‘Upper class? Level 4?’ Arima reacted to these words. It seemed that there was a ranking for monsters. ‘I'll check that out at the library.’


When Maria finished her work, they returned to the reception.


"The reward is 50 silvers for each Orc slain and since you have brought the bodies too, it will be 10 additional silvers for each. So, your reward is 9 golds and 60 silvers," Maria calculated and gave a pouch to Arima who stored it in his storage.


‘Quite lucrative, that would sum up to almost a thousand dollars,’ Arima thought. He bid goodbye to Maria and left the guild. After that, he headed straight to the library he was told about.
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                When he found the library, Arima realized why he was told that he couldn’t miss it. The building was incredibly huge. It wasn’t very tall compared to the buildings in his world but it was very wide.


He entered while appreciating the decorations of the exterior walls and when he stepped in, he immediately noticed that only the sound of the pages flipping was reaching his ears. ‘I can’t hear the noise from outside anymore… is it some kind of soundproof barrier?’ He wondered and walked to the front desk.


"Hello, is it the first time you come to our library?" The woman seated behind the reception asked in a quiet and calm voice


"Yes, I would like to cultivate myself on a few subjects," Arima followed the mood. He felt like he was obliged to speak slowly and quietly in this kind of atmosphere.


"I understand. Here’s a map which will help you find the books you're looking for, and there is a one-time fee of one gold, I hope you understand," she explained.


"Yes," Arima gave away one gold without any problem. After all, it was a library made for the sake of people learning, and the books were expensive. If there was no fee, then this place wouldn’t be able to sustain its service.


Arima received the map and thanked the receptionist. He began to look for what interested him. He looked for history, geography, magic, almanacs, and other things that he could be interested in.


After reading for a few hours, he had already learned quite a number of things. He had started with geography and actualities. He learned that the planet he was on was at least four times bigger than Earth. He searched for the continent he was in and got the information pretty easily.


On this continent, there were only four countries sharing four million square kilometers. First, there was Empire in the north, and the Kingdom of Terses in the east. The latter was the territory Arima was in. The remaining countries were the Republic in the south and the Alliance in the west.


Arima learned that the Empire and the Kingdom were on bad terms. As for the Alliance, it was a country founded by demi-humans. All kinds of people lived there; therianthropes, elves, spirits, half-breed, demons… Obviously, the Alliance was constantly cautious against humans. 


The Republic was a colony of another continent, a country that specialized in marketing. They were also one of the guild’s founders, which was considered as a neutral organization. The guild was everywhere on the continent but no country had the right to command it. For instance, there was even a guild within the Alliance’s territory. It appeared that the Republic didn't allow slavery and even traded with the demi-humans on peaceful terms.


The other important thing Arima learned about was about the monsters of this world. First of all, they were separated into four categories; ‘monsters’, ‘magic monsters’, ‘beasts’, and ‘magic beasts’.


Monsters were beings such as orcs, goblins, zombies, and golems while beasts were essentially wild animals that had evolved and become stronger like lions, tigers, wolves, and snakes.


Incidentally, beings such as dragons, griffins, and others were considered magic beasts.


Next, there was their ranking. For beasts and monsters alike, their strength could be measured in 10 levels. For example, one beast could be level one, two, and three, until ten. Each level had three classes; low, middle, and high.


For example, a level one, lower class monster would be as strong as a normal soldier, and at high class, his strength would be sufficient to beat ten normal soldiers.


So, it would be like this:

1 = Fighting power of an average human soldier

Level one: 1 to 10

Level two: 15 to 50

Level three: 60 to 100

Level four: 110 to 150

Level five: 160 to 300

Level six: 310 to 500             + Magic   

Level seven: 520 to 1000     + //

Level eight: 1100 to 2000    + //

Level nine: 2200 to 5000     + //

Level ten: >5000                     + //


The beasts and monsters of level nine or ten were considered extremely rare. After level five, monsters and beasts begin to transform into magic beings, which are not only strong physically but also adept with magic, making them even more terrifying. As a matter of fact, the numbers given here were merely a representation of their physical ability.


For example, a level eight monster could beat 1500 soldiers with his physical ability, but he could very well defeat 5000 more with his magic. There were also a lot of different beasts and monsters, so variants with troublesome magic and aptitudes such as poison or high defense were numerous.


That scaling of strength was also used to measure the strength of humanity in general. The only difference was that humans possessed the ability to use magic from the very beginning.


In this world, there’s what we call life force. It’s the overall power residing in your body and soul, the one you built by training yourself to no limits. It’s a similar concept to Qi cultivation. That’s why power levels were always measured based on life force.


For example, since Arima was still a newcomer to this world, and his body was getting used to the new environment, his life force sat around the fifth level at the moment.


Arima also found out something else. Apparently, the continent was pretty much peaceful in regards to monsters and beasts. Of course, there was still a good amount of them and that's why mercenaries existed. But because this continent was almost fully explored and exploited, big gatherings of monsters were very rare and couldn't really be threatening for a country. At worst, there would be some minor casualties amongst small villages.


Arima kept reading until dusk and left the library to search for an Inn. He wandered a bit and found one not too far from the library. He entered and stumbled upon the restaurant of the Inn where customers were chatting and eating loudly. Most of them were mercs. Arima walked to the counter, and from behind came a woman who had spotted him when he stepped inside.


"Excuse me, I would like to rent a room for one month," he requested.


"Hello, for a rent of one month it will be two golds," she smiled courteously and kindly responded.


"Then I will take a room," Arima handed the money and the owner gave him the key and the number of the room. He went upstairs and checked it. It was relatively simple. One bed and a desk. It was also quite clean.


"Not bad, I've seen places worse than this," he muttered and lied down on the bed. He closed his eyes and started thinking about his plans.


"Well… for the time being, I'll stay in this town for a month or so to learn about this world and wait for my body to stabilize. After that, I'll try to visit all the places on this continent… I guess.”


He sighed. “It's not like I have something else to do as an otherworlder… The royal capital is a must. Maybe there will be something interesting to do there," he yawned and closed his eyes. "Nothing is better than a good night of sleep…"
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                One month later. 


Arima was once again at the library. He was sitting, reading a book. After finishing the last page, he closed the book with one hand and returned it to its shelf. He stood up and left the library.


During this one-month period, Arima had spent a lot of his time reading, and in parallel, he would accept some requests from the guild. In a brief period of time, he read a least three hundred books on different topics. And the most frightening thing was that he had perfectly memorized their contents. 


In fact, during this time, Arima greatly enhanced his understanding of magic and invented one to help him. He called it Hardware. Befitting of its name, it would form an artificial memory in his mind, and allow him to remember anything that he learns or reads once. Just like a second brain that would never forget anything. Thanks to that, Arima was already one of the most erudite people on the continent.


Perhaps only he would be crazy or poised enough to use magic directly on his brain though. He wasn’t the only one who had attempted a magic like that. But there was a case where a mage blew his head up because of it. That’s why no one ever tried it again.


When he was still around a hundred meters away from it, Arima heard a commotion through the noise of the streets and hastened his step. He arrived at the Inn almost instantly. As if he was a ghost, he sneakily appeared inside of the building. A group of men was causing a ruckus there. It was a mercenary group led by a noble. They were harassing the owner and her son who were kneeling in front of them.


On the way, Arima had listened to the conversation so he already knew what was going on. It seemed that this group had set their eyes on the owner of the place. It was true that she was a beautiful woman, so it wasn’t surprising.


‘They’re all like that anyway. It’s this world’s fault for making everyone pretty,’ this was Arima's senseless opinion.


This kind of thing wasn’t unusual at all. Arima didn't hear all of it but the group probably blamed something on one of those two and it led to this. It was most likely caused by the small noble there. Arima didn’t think that every noble was trash. There’s an entire spectrum for any kind of people but this one was pretty easy to label in his opinion.


Arima sighed, the owner helped him a lot in this one-month period, so he couldn't overlook this.


"Hey, is it too much to ask you to stop?" Arima approached the group and talked to them when he was around two steps away from them.


"What? This is none of your business," the man who seemed to be the leader of the mercenaries responded. He was startled at first because he hadn’t seen or sensed Arima enter the Inn. The latter sighed again. He looked at the group in front of him with half closed, bored eyes.


"Listen, just get out, and don't come back… please?" He tilted his head at the end of his sentence as if he was really trying to find out what to say. And, maybe because he said it in a bad-sounding way, the merc's expression darkened dangerously after his words.


"I said it's not your problem!" He drew his bastard sword. Arima didn't know why he had suddenly decided to attack him. Maybe he wanted to set himself as the boss here. Or maybe this was how this type of people acted usually.


When the metallic sound of the sword resounded, the other customers of the Inn and the mother-son pair closed their eyes. When they opened them again, the sight left them dumbfounded. Arima was gripping the blade of the sword with only three fingers. He sighed for the third time.


"Seriously, I even tried to be polite. [Sunt robore] (Power up)," Arima circulated some mana in his hand and the blade snapped in half.


"What…?!" The leader exclaimed. The members of his group took a step back after seeing something that they couldn't understand while the noble, who was hiding behind them, cried in fear. That sword was a magic weapon inscribed with runes. Normally, even a scratch would be hard to make.


"…I’ll repeat, get out," Arima said that calmly and leisurely but a suffocating aura was released. It was so strong that the ground shook a bit and the wind blew. The windows were making some noise while the chairs and tables were threatening to fall apart. The mercenaries broke into a cold sweat while the noble directly ran to the door and fled. The mercenaries looked at each other and followed him.


The leader glared at Arima before leaving. "I'll remember that."


"Is that so? I don’t really enjoy nasty people remembering me to be honest. [Umbra Falcon, Set] (Shadow falcon, Set)."


Several falcons emerged from Arima's shadow. This time, their feathers were completely black and their eyes glowed with a crimson color. They flew out of the Inn through the opened doors. Arima didn't even look at the exit and walked to the owner. “You're okay?"


"Y-Yes, thank you," she gathered herself and answered. She stood up with Arima's help.


"Hey kid, it's good now," he patted the son of the owner who was a bit pale. He then looked at the mother one more time. "Don't mind them and be at peace they won't come back."


"What do you-" As soon as she wanted to ask, Arima interrupted her.


"Don't worry about that. Can I ask for dinner though? I'm kinda hungry.”


"Y-yes, wait a moment," she ran back inside the staff quarters with her son. When she was out of sight, Arima looked coldly at the people there who were silently watching with stiff expressions.


"Forget what happened here. Redeem yourselves for the cowardice you displayed today," he said emotionlessly. At that moment, his eyes flashed with an unnatural light and every customer fell into a daze for a few seconds before returning to their normal behavior as if nothing had ever happened.


***


At the same time, the birds sent by Arima had already reached the fleeing group.


"What is that?" A mercenary exclaimed after spotting the blackbirds.


"What are you talking about?" The leader looked up and his eyes narrowed. Strangely, he felt something ominous about those birds.


Right now, the group was in the middle of the street, since they had stopped to retrieve the panting noble that fled first. He was their employer after all. Just after, the black birds that were flying thirty meters high in the sky abruptly plunged, obviously aiming at them.


The leader was quick to react. "Take cover!" He shouted while trying to avoid a bird targeting him. He easily dodged but what followed left him perplex. The birds hit the ground where their shadows were projected and merged with it as if it was liquid. The same thing happened to all of the mercenaries and the noble.


"This… it’s bad," the leader muttered. He had no idea of what just happened and that's what confounded him.


***


Back at the Inn, Arima was eating with the mother-son pair when he suddenly intoned, "[Vashta Nerada] (The Shadow that Melts the Flesh)."


"Hm?" The boy, who heard him, tilted his head in confusion.


"It's nothing," Arima said and chewed on his piece of meat. ‘Now that I think about it, the food is good in this world,’ he casually thought. ‘As for those guys, I don't think they're that strong. Around C-rank, maybe? The leader must be around B-rank… They shouldn’t be able to survive,’ he commented inwardly.


He had developed his knowledge since his arrival. He was perfectly aware of it, if he wanted to, he most likely could slaughter the whole town. A few mercs couldn’t escape him.


***


The noble screamed.


"What's going on?!" The mercenary leader yelled. But when he saw what was happening, he instantly shut his mouth and gasped. The wrists of his employer were wrapped in a black ominous mist and his hands were freed of flesh, nothing but bones.


The leader looked around him, his comrades also had their legs draped in the same mist and they started screaming in fear too. He then looked down at his own body. The dark mass was already at his waist but he didn't feel any pain and he still could stand.


"What the hell is this!? Who did we offend?!" He spoke for the last time. His eyes showed extreme fear and regret during his last breath. Within ten seconds, the black smoke swallowed the mercenaries. And then, it dispersed as if something had blasted it away.


Now, one could see what was under; perfectly white bones. The clothed skeletons stood there as if it was a macabre spectacle. Their jaws were wide open and you could feel the terror had been transmitted to their very bones.


The people who passed by in the street were shocked and scared to death. Some screamed and some ran away. They couldn't believe what they saw. The sight of a dozen men being transformed into skeletons in only a few seconds. If they had been told that those were sculptures of some sort, they would have believed it.


But they knew it wasn’t. It happened right in front of them. They saw the men cry in fear and die afterward. Everyone thought it was too frightening to be something of their world.


***


The next day. Arima woke up and left his room. When he reached the ground floor, someone talked to him, "Good morning, Arima." It was the owner of the Inn.


"Hello, Airi," he replied and walked to her.


"I would like to thank you for yesterday," she bowed.


"Don't mind. You helped me during my stay here. In any case, I'm leaving the town today, so it was my chance to repay you."


"You're leaving?" She asked curiously.


"Yeah, I'm going to the capital."


"I see... if you plan to stay in the capital for a while then you can go to the Inn owned by my older sister. She’s called Aria, the name of the Inn is the 'Wing's Nest'."


"Thanks, I'll be sure to go there," Arima bid goodbye to Airi and left the Inn. As he distanced himself from the building, one would be able to see a red-eyed black crow perched on the roof. The crow cawed in his creator’s direction to tell him he would fulfil his mission. Arima smiled and headed straight to the northern gate where a soldier addressed him.


"Are you perhaps going to the capital?"


"Yes," he answered plainly.


The soldier nodded. "Fine, a warning is in order then. It will soon be public anyway. The country is currently in a state of emergency. By now, it will not be a surprise if a war with the Empire begins."


"What? Why a war so suddenly?" Arima frowned.


The soldier sighed. "The King is bedridden apparently. So, the Empire is now seeing a chance to strike the enemy, I suppose. A lot of people already ran away in fear of being caught in the crossfire. Well, I told you. If you still want to go, it's your choice," he shrugged.


Arima pondered for a few seconds. "…I see, thanks for the warning, but I'll still go," he said and passed the gate. As he was walking, he mused about what he had just heard.


‘Bedridden, huh? When a King is sick, a Kingdom has to hide it at all costs. If they don't do that then it's like inviting others to attack. A King is a symbol of strength and authority, an ill one is a symbol of weakness. What happened? Did the information leak out? Was it intentional? ...If it’s a plot, then this Kingdom was targeted for a long time. They waited for an occasion to strike and start a war… and when the critical time comes, they will probably attack from the inside and kill the King. But in that case, why not just assassinate the King? Maybe the illness was something unexpected for the other side as well...’ Arima analyzed the situation the best he could.


He stopped walking. "Well, [Bestia Equus]," Arima chanted and as always, a sphere of black electricity appeared and began to mold into an animal. This time it was a horse. A tall and muscled black horse. He neighed and lifted his front legs.


Arima jumped and mounted him. He gripped the mane of the horse and the latter immediately began to race. And what happened at this moment would stun most people. When the horse began to move, his figure vanished and only left a black trail behind.


Since this horse was created with lightning magic as a base, it was naturally fast. But it’s also because the summon was created 'to be fast' by Arima's magic. Most magics work this way; magic needs a 'meaning' when cast. For example, the strongest magics would be the ones that are based on legends, science, stories, and the sorts. The clearer it is in the mind of the caster, and the more talented the latter is, the stronger the magic will be.


In numbers, this black horse could run at approximately 110 meters per second. The capital where Arima was heading was around 200 kilometers away from Ridia. Arima calculated that he would take half an hour to reach the capital. He bypassed every town and village on the way and the people capable enough to see the horse were thunderstruck.
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                Arima reached his destination shortly. He slowed down and stopped in front of the south gate of the capital. There was no one at the gate, whether it was to leave or enter. Only a few soldiers were guarding it. He dismounted his horse and approached the nearest soldier.


The soldier glanced at the imposing black horse and talked to Arima. "Um, are you a traveler or a mercenary?" He asked awkwardly.


Arima thought that this soldier was fairly young. "Yeah, can I pass?" He said while handing his card. The young soldier took it and was a bit surprised.


"You're an A-class? I've never heard of someone like you, even though those who are A-rank are pretty famous…" He wasn't sarcastic, he was just admiring. "Are you here to help?"


"Well, yeah, something like that… you seem to be fairly inexperienced in this job. I think it's the same for the others around here. They are few in number too. Why is that?" Arima looked around and questioned.


"Yes, is that so obvious?" The guard said with a wry smile. "All the seasoned and strong soldiers are already at the frontier of the Empire or at the castle," saying so, he handed back the card.


"I see," Arima nodded, and walked past the gate.


"Wait, what about your horse?" The young soldier exclaimed.


Arima snapped his fingers and the horse separated into a bunch of black sparks before disappearing. "See you, kid."


When Arima was out of sight, the soldier was still gawking at where the horse was standing, dumbfounded. "…It was a summoned beast?" He muttered.


Arima was casually walking in the streets of the capital. There weren’t many people, but it wasn’t like there was no one around. He strolled for a few minutes then asked a passerby for the location of the Wing's Nest, the Inn of Airi's sister. Of course, he didn't find someone who knew directly and asked a few more people until finding the location. In his search, he learned something. He was told about a tournament held in the capital.


‘Interesting… First of all, when a country is in war, there’s no sane ruler who would organize a tournament for fun. So, it must have a purpose. From what I’ve heard, the tournament was decided before the King became sick. But if it wasn't canceled, there is one explanation. War potential. The country wants to attract strong warriors,’ Arima concluded.


In fact, his guess was pretty much correct. The truth is that in this world, the strongest force wasn’t the army and the soldiers, but the guild. There are strong people among the soldiers, but the strongest fighters are, without a doubt, the mercs who live freely and dangerously. For example, normal S-rank mercs are as strong as a level seven upper-class beast. That means they are stronger than at least a thousand normal soldiers with just their physical strength.


This tournament is a way to gather strong people and to sort them. In fact, the winner will meet the royal family, be rewarded, and most likely scouted. Surely, the other participants will also be offered a reward to join the war. And the true goal of this tournament was also to find a competent leader who will lead the mercenaries.


The mercs are proud, and because they're hired, they're difficult to control. But with a strong commander to keep them in check, they will be easier to fight along with. As to why a tournament is needed, it's because this continent is small so a way to attract strong proud people would be a tournament to compare people's strength. Although there won't be any S-ranks, unfortunately. The only ones strong enough to hold a title equal to that are the King, the Emperor and most likely the rulers of the alliance and the elves. And maybe some hidden talents.


"Interesting," Arima said and smirked. He decided to participate, not for the prize but just for meeting the royal family. "That's a good opportunity," he added and finally reached the Inn he was looking for. He entered and looked around. He realized that there were not a lot of people sitting at the tables. He walked to the reception and ringed a bell which was on it.


"Yes?" An energetic voice came from behind. And a woman appeared from the back. She seemed to be around twenty years old with long black hair. She was not a fatal beauty, but she was extremely pleasant to look at, and her figure was particularly attractive.


"Are you Aria?" Arima asked.


"Eh? Yes, do I know you?" She asked back, slightly confused.


"No, but your sister, Airi, told me to come to you."


"Oh, I see," she smiled and nodded in comprehension. "Then do you want to rent a room?"


"Yes, but before that, can I ask you if you know when the tournament held in this city will take place?" He wanted to know to determine the time he would be staying in the capital.


"Oh, you'll participate? The tournament is in five days if you want to register, it's at the Coliseum."


After hearing that Arima wanted to participate, Aria stealthily observed him. He obviously caught on that but didn’t say anything.


"Thanks, I'll pay for a five-day-stay then. That should be enough."


"Sure, it will be one gold and thirty silvers."


“Kinda expensive,” Arima commented while handing the money over.


“What can I say? Tough times,” Aria smiled and gave him the key.


But after that, Arima oddly stayed there, looking at her. It was almost creepy, but nobody needs to comment on that. Actually, he was looking at her with his usual expression.


"What is it?" She tilted her head. She noticed that he was not staring at her for any lecherous or malicious reason. So, she was quite confused.


"Well… are you a merc?"


She visibly trembled at his words. “…What makes you say that?"


"Your posture. Although you're trying to hide it, I can see some habits in your footwork. Also, your hands, you can't hide their calluses, and you probably use the spear. Next is your body, I can see that it is forged for the fight. When someone is accustomed to combat, his body becomes stronger in particular regions. That becomes even more noticeable when you focus on only one fighting-style. And finally, your aura and mana, even if you conceal it, you cannot hide it from me," Arima said and his eyes flashed with a blue light.


In a world with magic circuits, there are three main spiritual forces. One is the aura, it's the spiritual manifestation of one's overall strength and mind. Someone strong enough can make kneel his opponent just with the pressure of his aura.


The second force is mana, more precisely, the mana pool. By looking at one's mana pool, they can determinate its size and quality. The people who have the best mana pools are mages but there are exceptions. When you meet a close combat warrior with a great mana pool, then you can be sure that he is strong. The mana pool can be innate, but it can also be trained.


The last force, is, of course, killing intent. Killing intent, bloodthirst, fighting will… it’s not innate. It's something you nurture during your entire life. Simply said, the more you kill, the stronger is your killing intent. And the more ruthless you are, then the faster your killing intent's density will rise.


When Arima saw Aria, he immediately realized that she was strong, he felt her spiritual strength and used his magic to pry into it.


Aria opened her mouth wide and exclaimed after a moment.


"…It seems that I underestimated you. I'm sorry. In fact, when you told me you'll participate I tried to judge your strength.”


"Yeah, I noticed."


She bitterly smiled. "And the conclusion that I ended up with is that you only had the strength of a B-rank. As you did, I looked at your posture and spirit but couldn't find anything unusual in it," her smile became even more awkward. "Well, it looks like you are a few levels above me."


Arima shrugged. "So? Why is someone like you owning an Inn? If I'm not wrong, you have more or less the strength of an A rank."


"Well, you could say it’s family heritage. Airi set up her own Inn while I just inherited it from our parents. But I'm still a mercenary at the same time. In fact, I don't really work here usually. I just hire people to take care of it," she smiled. "If you want to know, I'm also participating in the tournament. And for your information, yes, you're right, I'm an A-rank."


"I see, maybe we'll go against each other at that time," Arima faintly smiled.


Aria laughed. "Yeah, I'll try to meet up to your expectations, but I'm not sure I can match you."


"Well, once again, I am Arimane Blade, pleased to meet you."


“Likewise, I'm Aria Carta," she bowed slightly.


"Well, it'll be five days before the competition, so I have a lot of free time. Can you tell me where the Coliseum is?" Arima asked.


"Of course," Aria told Arima the directions cheerfully. He then left the Inn and headed to the Coliseum. On the way, he wondered about what he would do during these five days.


‘Now that I think about it, there's 'that'… Maybe I should do a bit of enchantment and alchemy too. I don't think it will be that difficult. I’m a craftsman already after all. I have my own deal of experience.’


He reached the Coliseum after thirty minutes because he was wandering in the market to find alchemy tools and ingredients. He already had the recipes and the plants’ names saved in his head.


Arima looked at the circular shaped building in front of him and whistled.


"It's big," he muttered. The Coliseum had an outer wall which was at least forty meters high. From the outside, Arima could say that the building took at least 250 thousand square meters of space. It's not like he hadn’t seen this Coliseum when he arrived in the city, but being right below it gave a different impression altogether.


"Did they build this only with manpower, or was magic used?" He wondered. "Well, it was used, most likely. Why would they only use manpower to build this when there is something like magic. I mean, it's magic."


Arima retorted to himself while approaching the entrance, which looked like a big tunnel. Near the entrance, there was a gathering of people who looked like mercenaries for the most part. He didn't know the reason why they were staying in front of the entrance. But he soon got it when he tried to walk in. He felt resistance, as if he had bumped into a wall.


From where he touched the ‘wall’, Arima saw white ripples spread in mid-air. A bit like how waves were created when you throw a rock in the water. He immediately understood that it was a magic array, but he was unsure, so he asked a merc nearby.


"Hey, what's that barrier?"


"Hm? It's one of the qualifications to participate in the tournament. If you want to apply, you have to force your way through that barrier. I tried several times, but I couldn't make it," a big man explained helplessly.


"Oh, so it's like that. Thanks," Arima approached the tunnel once again, he placed his hand on the barrier and the white ripples formed again. He brusquely grasped the barrier, deforming it. It was fully white now. It was like a huge veil being folded.


Arima clenched his hand and the barrier broke like glass, leaving a big hole in the white wall. He just walked in without any other comment, ignoring the voices filled with shock behind him. Right after he entered, the barrier started recovering.


What he had done to break it was simple. He merely infused mana in his hand and broke the barrier with it. His mana is, after all, purer than most and the quantity is not something the average guy can even imagine. After a minute in, he was welcomed by a slim man in a black suit.


"Hello, it seems that you're the next candidate. Follow me,” he turned around and headed to a huge door at the end of the tunnel which was already open. Arima followed him without a word. Behind the door was a big room that looked like the hall of some kind of hotel.


"Here," the man pointed at a door on the side and both he and Arima went through it. On the other side was a little room with two sofas and a table between.


The man sat on one of the sofas an Arima sat on the opposite one.


"Well, it might be a bit sudden, but first…" When the slim man finished talking, a powerful aura instantly filled the room. A slight wind blew and the furniture trembled. But still, the sharp and cold eyes of Arima didn't waver a bit.


The examiner was a bit surprised. Although he was only an A-rank himself, he was quite a high class. His aura should be enough to make any A-rank to be at least cautious. He was curious, so he tried to mix killing intent. But still, the man in front of him remained impassive, still looking directly at him with the same eyes. It was like being in front of an ice wall from which we could feel the cold. He was so calm that is was almost frightening.


The man in suit closed his eyes and the aura and killing intent disappeared.


"It seems you're more than qualified to participate in this game," he said smiling. "Do you have a guild card? That would be easier for me to register you."


Arima handed the card over wordlessly. The examiner took it and looked through the content.


"…'A'… I see," he mumbled and took note of the information on it and gave it back. "Thank you, the competition begins in five days."


Arima nodded and stood up. He approached the door but when he had his hand on the knob, he turned around. "Is killing prohibited?"


Hearing the question, the man in suit felt a shiver going down his spine. Arima had not said a word since the beginning, and the first thing he hears from him was this question.


"…Yes, it is. But there are exceptions of course," he answered slowly.


"I see, then I will be careful about that, thank you." Arima then left the room and the man sighed in relief.

            

    
        9. ''You're a total freak.''

    
    
    
    
                After leaving the Coliseum, Arima went straight to the eastern gate. He wanted to perform a certain magic. Something that every powerful people did in this world; the soul summoning.


It was summoning ritual that would create a soul beast from your own soul essence. The stronger you are, the stronger your soul beast would be. The two will also grow stronger together. Usually, they have the appearance of a magic beast and possess their own ego. But the summoning actually has a low chance of succeeding. The probability was around 0.1%. But Arima oddly knew that he was going to succeed, you could call it either arrogance or confidence, it didn’t matter.


He arrived in a meadow then started drawing something in mid-air with his fingertip. After some time, a glowing, blue magic circle was drawn. It was floating and had approximately a two-meter diameter. When Arima finished drawing it, it moved on its own and placed itself on the ground before starting to expand. It became ten meters wide in a few seconds.


Arima observed it for a moment then pulled out a knife to cut his own wrist without hesitation. He extended his hand to let the blood fall on the circle. The magic formation began to glow with a red light. He placed his hand on the circle and sent a large quantity of mana into it.


Afterward, everything started. The runes and inner circles began to shift and spin. From the outline of the circle, blood spurted out as a whirlpool. It gathered in mid-air to form a small dark red sphere. That sphere was perfectly round and was surrounded by a crimson aura.


The process wasn’t over. The red color of the sphere slowly turned into a pitch black one. The sphere then changed form.


It first swelled and twisted to create something resembling a torso. Then it was arms and legs, which could be called claws to be more accurate. Obviously, the last step was the head. It took shape while the neck was stretching out.


Red lines spread on the newly generated body, forming a pattern. Finally, an explosion occurred. A large black and red pillar of energy pierced the sky. Even Arima almost took a step back and had to cover his eyes.


When the situation calmed down and the dust dispersed, the sight was grand enough for Arima to exclaim, "Wow…"


A fearsome crater. In its middle stood a ten-meter-tall, bipedal black dragon. It had its wings fully deployed, and its dark red eyes were staring at Arima.


"Are you my master?" He asked gravely. He spoke in a male voice and it sounded remarkably composed and strangely wise.


"Master?” Arima frowned. “If you mean the person who summoned you, it's indeed me."


"I see," the dragon jumped out of the crater and landed lightly in front of Arima. The disparity in size was obvious but the dragon still kneeled on one leg and slammed his fist on the ground. "Then I'm at your service.”


Arima scowled at his attitude and nodded. "As you wish. But remember, with me, there is no such thing as a master and servant, you'll be my partner. I won’t accept anything else,” he smiled and beckoned the dragon to stand up. “I’m Arimane Blade. Call me Arima."


The dragon deeply looked at Arima and complied without much hesitation. "I understand, Arima."


Arima looked up at him and mused. “Do you have a name?"


"No, it’s you who should be giving me one."


"Fair enough. If it’s alright for you, I'll call you 'Night' from now on. I'll also give you the surname of 'Bahamut', which suits you pretty well," Arima declared. When he saw his soul beast, he immediately thought of the legendary Bahamut, that’s why he went for it.


‘Night’ was because of the double meaning it could have once pronounced. Loyal as a knight, and dark as the night. It wasn’t that fancy or complex.


“I shall accept. I will be called Night Bahamut from now on."


Night took up his new name. It officially meant he had become Arima’s soul beast and partner.


"Good. Now that it’s done… I have a suggestion to know each other," Arima uttered and called Karma. The moment he drew the blade out of the sheath, his aura instantly filled the area.


Night wasn't surprised. He smirked, displaying his fangs. "My pleasure."


The two charged at each other with the same kind of silly smile on their face.


***


The next day, the valley had lost all of its verdure and the trees within a kilometer’ radius had either been cut, destroyed, burned, or crushed.


Along with the crater from the summoning, the dark flames that were still burning, the scorched depressions caused by lightning, and the deep cracks spreading on the earth… This place looked like an actual battlefield swept by a natural catastrophe.


In the middle of that destruction, Arima sheathed his katana. His face and clothes were dirty and dripping in blood. In front of him, Night was lying on the ground, looking a lot worse. His wings had been pierced, some scales were destroyed, and he was bleeding from everywhere. He suddenly snorted and black flames escaped his nostrils.


"Arima."


“Hm?”


"You told me I am your partner. So, I'll assume you don’t need courtesy. Let me tell you this," he paused and inhaled. "Although I’m quite literally an existence born yesterday, my personality was synthesized from yours, and I received knowledge of this world from the magic circuits. So, I can say this confidently," he turned his head to look at Arima. "You're a total freak."


Arima laughed. "Yeah, it seems so,” he seemed to be perfectly aware of how strong he was. “I also have to thank you. Because thanks to you, I got an occasion to use my power to a higher degree, and test some magic."


"Higher degree? You were barely using half of your power. How much mana did you use anyway?"


"Maybe around 20%?"


Night sighed. "Can you heal me? I can't move at all."


Arima smiled, he approached Night and extended his palm, "[Sana Plena] (Full Heal)."


The effects were immediate. Night's wings recovered to their original state and the missing scales returned. Night trembled and slightly moved. But he fell on his back again.


On the other side, Arima cast a heal on himself. "[Sana] (Heal)."


He chuckled while looking at Night and laid down too. He pointed his hand at the sky, "[Aqua Pluvia] (Water Rain)."


The clouds quickly gathered in the sky and soon the rain began to clean the 'battlefield'.


"Feels good, right?"


"Indeed…" Night replied. The rain was washing away their blood and fatigue.


Arima yawned. "Well, I think I'll sleep here for a bit, I'm quite tired."


"If you are tired then I'm on the brink of mental collapsing," Night retorted.


Arima laughed. "[Obice Spatium] (Space Barrier)," he waved his hand and a transparent barrier encompassed them both.


"What is this?"


"A spatial barrier. The commotion here must have been felt until the capital at least. I'm sure there will soon be someone coming to check the area. This barrier is to give a peace of mind when I'm sleeping."


"Don't you fear someone would break it?"


"Nah,” Arima shook his head and smiled. “This barrier is not something that can't be broken, but at the same time, it's not something that should be broken.”


“It's a space barrier. Befitting of its name, a person walking and touching this barrier will automatically be displaced to the other side. There is also a bit of illusion magic to make things look natural. It only works on average people. But even if someone clever and strong enough can notice this barrier, I don't think someone like that will come. In any case, if someone tries to break it, I'll wake up. So, it's all good."


"I see," Night didn't even have the energy to retort about this outrageous barrier that was conjured with only a two-word chant. He actually had seen enough during the fight to be numb of it.


"Sleep well," Arima said and closed his eyes


"...Yeah."

            

    
        10. ''Wolves are cool too.''

    
    
    
    
                The next day, a dozen of soldiers passed by to scout the place. As expected, they had noticed that a big fight had transpired there. They inspected the area carefully but didn't find any trace of Arima and Night.


The soldiers obviously concluded that this place hosted a large-scale battle between two powerhouses and retreated not long after. The army warned the citizens to stay away from that place until a next update.


Later, Arima and Night woke up and casually left the place after sleeping for a day and a half. Arima used magic to wash, as always. He also made sure to restore his clothes to their original state. When they were about to reach the capital, he stopped Night.


"Do you have a way to conceal yourself? I'm not blaming you or anything, but I don't think it's a clever idea to bring a dragon into the city. I don't want someone to suddenly charge at you and scream ‘For my family’, you know?"


"…Why would someone do that?"


"I don’t know,” Arima shrugged. “Just an example. I mean, maybe there’s a stereotype god somewhere."


"…Yeah, sure. I can shapeshift. Should be fine, right? I can't change into a human though. I'm still a beast after all. At best I can transform into another beast, but for a human, it’s like invalidating my fundamental. It's like a lock in my mind," Night explained.


"I see. Fair enough,” Arima nodded. “Then go ahead, you can change into whatever you want."


"Then…" Night closed his eyes and a magic circle appeared below him. His entire body began to emit cracking noises as his figure slowly changed. His neck shrank, his horns, tail, and wings slowly receded. Then he got on all fours, his limbs deformed and his bones followed. Finally, his scales disappeared as if they were retracted inside his flesh and a black fur grew instead.


In the end, what remained was a five-foot-tall wolf.


"Is it good enough?" Night asked with his unchanged, nonchalant and calm voice.


"Yeah, wolves are cool too," Arima smiled.


"I recalled the wolf motif depicted on your sword’s scabbard. I chose it without thinking."


"Now that I think about it, you are a noble dragon, right?" Arima suddenly asked while they were walking toward the city’s gate.


“Yeah,” Night affirmed. There were actually three different breeds of dragons. The sky dragons, the land dragons, and the noble dragons.


Sky dragons are the serpent-like ones. They normally spend their life-time traveling around the world when not in hibernation. They usually are magic experts.


Land dragons cannot fly and don't have wings. They are quadrupedal life forms and possess extremely good physical and regeneration abilities.


As for noble dragons, they are said to be the strongest. They are bipedal, possess a pair of claws and a pair of wings. They can boast about both their physical and magical ability. Night was one of them. Although he’s a soul beast, he's still a life form born from the ‘Laws’ of this world, so there’s no doubt that he was a true member of the dragon race.


While Arima was thinking about that, they reached the city’s gate. The guards who saw Arima leave the day before were stunned to see him come back with a massive wolf at his side. When he explained that Night was his soul beast, they were awed and curious at the same time.


They asked some questions out of curiosity then finally informed him that a subdued, or a contracted beast was required to wear a special badge to enter the city. The soldiers gave Arima a pendant with a special symbol on it. He observed it for a few seconds then drew the same symbol on Night's fur with mana. Leaving a gray symbol on the wolf.


"Is this good enough?" Arima smiled and asked the soldier in front of him.


"Y-Yes, you can go in now," the soldier nervously replied.


"Thanks," Arima went through the gate and brought Night with him.


There were still four days left before the competition. Arima had a lot of free time at the moment so he walked straight to the library. When he stepped inside, the staff was immediately scared by Night’s presence but calmed down after seeing the symbol on him.


Arima told them that Night would just read together with him. When they heard that a beast would be reading books, they didn’t even have the zeal to hide their expression.


"I will," but when they heard the wolf talking, they staggered a bit and allowed them to enter together.


Arima began to read every book he could find about enchanting and alchemy. He wanted to enchant his clothes and weapons if he could. He also found out that enchantment had a lot of potential. It was just like programming. For instance, you could apply a variation and a condition on an object and do a lot of things. For example, something like; ‘activate engraved magic when supplied with mana’. Additionally, the effect of that 'program' can be 'active' as well as 'passive'.


In the case of alchemy, Arima just wanted to learn about the plants in this world. He wasn't really eager to concoct potions. He could use healing magic if he wanted and he didn't like to use poison.


Meanwhile, Night was reading books about the common things in this world like Arima did during his first day. He was using telekinesis to pick up books and turn the pages. Apparently, he was reading in English too. Maybe the god’s translating gift had been transmitted to him.


The staff and people in the library were staring at those two customers with a really complicated look. Especially the black wolf who was nonchalantly lying down on one of the library’s tables.


And like so, they spent an entire day cultivating themselves before returning to the Inn. Aria didn't react badly when she saw Night and accepted him inside. She even tried to pet him. He actually let her do it and Arima couldn’t help but chuckle.


***


The next day, Arima got out alone for an hour and came back at the Inn with some items that he threw on the bed. Night was lying down in the room half-asleep when he heard Arima throw his stuff. He lifted his head and looked at it.


"What is that?"


Arima raised an eyebrow. "Tools for enchantment," he was clearly upset.


"What's wrong?" Night tilted his head.


"I tried to find decent quality equipment and so I bought this. Do you know how much it cost me?"


"How much?"


"Three, freaking, hundred golds."


"Oh."


"What 'oh'? It's basically 30 000 dollars! If it wasn't for me pillaging some nobl- bandits, even with the money from the guild and the precious stones I had, it wouldn't have been enough," he grumbled and sat down on the bed.


He sighed. "Well, let's begin."


"You got over it pretty fast, and what was that pillaging story?" Night couldn't help but ask.


Arima ignored him and looked at what he bought. Beside him were three things. One was a sort of big and sharp white pen with carvings on it. Next to it, there was a box with twenty empty magic crystals inside and finally, there was a strange scroll with a magic circle drawn on it.


Arima took one crystal with his left hand and the pen with his right. He infused mana into the pen until the runes on it glowed. Soon enough, he started to engrave something on the magic crystal.


Basically, he was transferring a certain amount of mana to the pen without making it leak out. Then he had to redirect it toward the tip and then engrave something on the crystal. Also, the amount of mana needed to be the exact same for each character engraved. In short, it was damn hard. The precision and concentration required were off the chart.


When Arima finished engraving the first word, the crystal restored itself, absorbing the word at the same time while producing a faint blue light.


Night was silently watching. When Arima was halfway through the second word, the crystal fissured. Arima felt something was wrong and instantly set up a small mana shield around the crystal.


As expected, it exploded.


"..."


"It shattered," Night remarked.


"Yes."


"You failed."


"...Yes."


"I'm shocked."


"Fuck off."


***


Ultimately, Arima succeeded an hour later, after his third try. He continued to enchant until evening. And after he finished, he ended up with eight enchanted crystals.


"...My head hurts," he complained.


"You know, if I'm not wrong, from what I read, the average enchanter can only enchant once every two days. The most experienced ones can go to two per day. And usually, when a normal guy enchants three times a day, he faints and if he forces himself to four per day, he dies. For you... yeah, eight is not bad," Night had lost it the moment Arima finished the fifth crystal. Now he just acted like it was natural.


"Anyway," Arima took one of the crystals and put it on the scroll listed previously. He activated it with a wisp of mana. The circle shined and the crystal cracked, but this time it was normal. The crystal was crushed until it turned into a glinting dust, floating above the circle like a cloud. Arima flicked his fingers and the dust flew to him and directly fused with his coat.


"What was that?" Night asked in curiosity.


"The enchant. It transforms the crystal into dust and the enchantment engraved on the crystal is applied to an object through it. The object here is my coat."


Arima then used the remaining crystals. Three more on his coat, two on his shirt and two on his pants. He noticed then that enchanting didn't work on Karma. Maybe because its power was too strong to accept enchantments.


In the end, the results of the enchants were:


Coat: 

- *Passive*: When injured, cast [Sana] (Heal). {Can heal for 30 minutes a day, in total}.

- *Passive*: When hit, activate [Defensionis Est] (Defense up). {10 times a day}.

- *Active*: Activate [Sicarius Umbra] at the keyword. {Once a day}.

- *Active*: Activate [Restitutio](Restoration) at the keyword. {Once a day}.


Shirt and Pants:

- *Passive*: When injured, constant healing [Sana]. {30 minutes a day}.

- *Passive*: When hit, activate [Defensionis Est] (Defense up). {10 times a day}.


The Defense up and healing magic could be stacked three times. The magic Sicarius Umbra was a camouflage which would change the caster into a shadow. Restitutio allowed the caster to restore the clothes he wears.


Analyzing that in his head, Night opened his mouth. "A country would try to kill you if they knew what you're wearing right now. I mean, 30 minutes of healing and 10 times of mid-tier defense per day, that's pretty much as good or better than a national treasure."


"So, what?"


"Nothing, I was just stating facts. By the way, why do you buff that coat so much?"


"What? I like this coat. It was a gift, I'm lucky I came into this world with it. Well, anyway, we still have two days before that competition, tomorrow we'll go train our teamwork and maybe master that thing."


"'That thing'?"


Arima grinned. "Resonance."


***


The next day, Night and Arima trained together. The day after, Arima messed around with alchemy to produce some sweets.


"Why?" Night was perplexed.


"What? I love sweets. I can't live without my weekly dosage of sugar," Arima answered seriously.


"..."


"You want one?" Arima said while eating a jelly-like candy.


That day, he also enchanted five knives with an active enchant; Fulgur. Generating electricity for 1 hour a day. He didn't really need to do it but he was bored.


Finally, the next day was the date for the tournament’s first round.

            

    
        11. “Well, that settles it.”

    
    
    
    
                While Arima and Night were on their way to the coliseum, a young child abruptly appeared on the side of the street, and charged yelling at Night with a wooden stick in his hand. The protagonist pair looked blankly until the stick struck Night's front leg and snapped.


Arima blinked and looked at the boy. "Well, there was no 'For my family!’, but there isn’t that much of a difference. Honestly, I never thought it would really happen, I think I need to believe there is a flag god now."


"Why?! That's bullshit! I'm not even in my true form!" Night roared and the kid jumped in fright. He fell on his butt and started crying.


"See, you made him cry already," Arima uttered.


"I..." Night looked conflicted. "Hey, brat. Why did you attack me?"


The kid stopped crying for a moment. "M-mommy said that bad guys will attack soon and that I need to be strong," he said with tears in his eyes. "Y-you look like one of them! So, I'll beat you!" He said the last sentence with some conviction.


Arima snickered and Night glared at him. He took a deep breath. "Listen, boy, I'm not bad. You see that mark on my scal- fur, that means I'm a good… not a bad guy. I'm sure your mom knows that too," he said more or less gently.


"R-Really?" The boy stood up slowly and cautiously asked.


"Yes."


The boy nodded. "Mh, I'll believe you. I'll ask mommy. If you lied, I'll come back!" He ran back toward the alleys and vanished in the crowd.


Night's eyes twitched with impatience. "Yeah. Do that," he sighed and looked at his left. "Let's go..." He stared at the empty space where a certain someone should be. "Hey!" He kicked the ground and ran to catch up to Arima who was already far ahead.


***


When they arrived at their destination, they remarked that a lot of the remaining people in the capital had gathered in front of the coliseum. There were at least five thousand people around the place. Only the entrance had a clear path.


"Why are there so many people around here?"


"If I'm not wrong, the tournament is projected to the outside with recording crystals, because being inside is dangerous for the public. Sometimes, the fights in there are too intense. Just think about our spar last time."


"I see," Night nodded and they walked to the entrance, they were allowed to go through when their identities were confirmed. It took a bit of time for Night though. But as a soul beast, he was authorized to pass.


Inside, Arima met the suit guy who registered him. The latter almost wanted to flee. Little did he know that Arima stayed silent in the meeting with him because he didn't have anything to say. He also assumed that the aura was a test, so he didn't do anything and he asked if killing someone was prohibited just because it would be awkward to be disqualified by mistake.


Unfortunately for him, that man didn't know that and he had to guide Arima to the arena he was assigned to. They used a circular corridor that goes around the whole coliseum to get there.


The place had four separate areas. Basically, A, B, C, and D. This tournament's first round works as a battle royal with fifty people in each block. The battle continues until there are only four people left in each block, the rest of the game takes place as a regular 'one versus one' competition with sixteen participants.


Arima was led to block B. When he arrived at the said place, he looked around. A 200 by 200 meters stone arena with an open roof. He also detected a magic array protecting the surroundings.


Some participants were already waiting in the center. They spared a second to glance at Arima and two seconds for Night.


"Look, I am less important than you in the eyes of others," Arima uttered and Night rolled his eyes.


“If only they knew.”


They waited for an hour after arriving, until everyone was gathered. Once they were ready, a loud voice spread around the entire coliseum.


"Alright, ladies and gentleman, the fight in each block will begin at my signal, are you ready!?"


"Why do I feel so uncomfortable?" Night asked with a strange expression. The second he heard the overly energetic announcement, he felt odd.


"3."


"Maybe because I feel the same," Arima responded.


"2."


"What do you mean?"


"1."


"Because I feel like this kind of commentary shouldn’t exist in this world."


“…”


"Fight!"


At that signal, every block became a battlefield. No one used strong abilities from the get-go and initiated the fight with basic magic and close combat skills.


Arima was targeted too. A man with a double-handed sword slashed at him from the side. He just crouched and although it was very fast it felt like he took his time.


"[Sunt Robore] (Power up)," he casually stood up in less than a second and threw a back fist to the jaw of the guy. The latter flew for ten meters before landing with difficulty while holding his jaw.


‘As I thought, these guys are stronger. This one was at least a veteran B rank level... That won't do. I'll finish this quickly,’ Arima suddenly released his aura and struck the people near him with a shockwave.


"[Lunam Gradus] (Moon Step)," he chanted and jumped a few times in midair until he halted and magically found a foothold to make him stand.


At that point already, some participants couldn't help but look at him in wonder. 'What is he doing?' was their common thought.


‘I don't want to kill anyone so I'll use wind. That should do the job.’


"What the hell is he doing?" Night was unaware as well. He was just lying down in the middle of the arena, minding his own business. He would even lick his paw from time to time. People who attempted to attack him would just hit a magic shield which they couldn't break. In this form, Night did not possess a really strong body and his magic was also not at his peak, but it was still on another level compared to them.


"[Spaera] (Sphere)," Arima employed a really simple incantation. A blue sphere, two meters in radius, formed in front of him. "[Ventus Iniectio] (Wind Injection)." Inside the sphere, some changes occurred. At first it was really faint but in just a few seconds, a sort of wind tornado was already blowing inside.


The others felt something was wrong and decided to set their aim on Arima. The first was a warrior who jumped and swung his sword. But he bumped against a shield before he could do anything and miserably fell back on the arena.


Night was already beside Arima and had protected him on a whim. "What are you doing?"


"Something I wanted to try but didn't in our fight because it takes too much time," Arima answered.


"Too much time?" Night was surprised but still blocked the many magics and physical assaults coming from below. He was going to say something else when one of his shields broke. "…Seems like a strong guy decided to attack," he commented and looked down. He spotted a guy aiming at him with a bow. ‘He broke my shield with an arrow?’ He was a bit impressed.


"[Compendium] (Compress)." Meanwhile, Arima continued his chant. The big sphere slowly began to shrink.


‘Hm, it'll take ten seconds, I think. As I thought, it’s not really a good magic for a dynamic fight. But it's worth it if I use thunder or fire with much more density. It's not like I can't fight when I'm doing this too…’ He calmly analyzed his magic. At that point, Arima didn’t care anymore about the battle and just focused on his experiment.


"Hey, Arima. That archer over there, he's not that strong but I don't think I can beat him in this form. He has some kind of penetration magic, and I can't use fire magic in this state. Do I change back?" Night asked.


"Nah, it’s okay. It's finished anyway," Arima turned to look at Night while playing with a blue marble in his hand.


"What's tha- ah," before Night could finish his question, Arima dropped the marble. It fell right in the middle of the arena and bounced like a rubber ball.


"[Lacero] (Break)." Arima snapped his fingers and a strident sound followed. Before anyone could say anything. A gray sphere suddenly expanded to cover the whole stage. It came out of nowhere and it seemed to be made out of powerful wind.


A lot of people immediately fainted, and were sent flying, crashing on the walls of the coliseum. Those who resisted the shock and remained inside the sphere nonetheless lost consciousness because of the chaotic air movement inside. Arima and Night retreated higher in the sky to avoid being caught in the mess.


From the outside, it looked like a giant dome. "Hm, I miscalculated. I messed up the duration of the decompression and I touched the walls outside the arena... Oh well," Arima uttered.


When the wind disappeared only three people remained unscathed, all glaring at him. One of them was the archer who had threatened Night earlier. Every other participant lied on the ground. Some were still awake and gritting their teeth but they were injured and didn't have a chance to advance to the next round.


"Hey, that's four. That's a pleasant coincidence," Arima remarked after counting the participants. He landed among them on the almost destroyed arena.


"Not him again…" A voice resounded at that moment. It was the guy who gave the signal to begin and it was also the man who had registered Arima. When he realized his complaint was heard by everyone, he faked a cough and continued his job.


"I announce to you all that the battle of the block B is over!"


The audience outside the coliseum cheered for Arima and the contestants of the other blocks froze in place. They wondered how the battle had been concluded so quickly.


"Well, that settles it," Arima walked toward the exit calmly. The three other participants followed silently with heavy steps. One was a big muscled guy with an axe as a weapon. Another was a tall guy with a scimitar on his belt and the last one was obviously the archer.


When they left the arena, a woman was waiting for them. They were automatically qualified for the next round the next day. They could go home or spectate the other blocks by climbing onto the top of the outer walls. Arima decided to go watch. The three guys following him left the coliseum.


On top of the walls, Arima looked down at the three remaining blocks. He watched for an hour or so and three people stood out in his opinion.


The first one was a man wearing a silver armor wielding a sword and a shield. The first time Arima saw him, he compared him to a Paladin. He had a very strong defense and his offense was also praiseworthy.


The second one was a mage/summoner/tamer. This guy had some diversity. He was using a tamed beast to protect himself, and summoning others to attack whilst using magic to support them. The tamed beast looked like a bear and seemed to be around the upper class of level 5. He was showing signs of mana control and seemed to be on the verge of a breakthrough to become a magical beast.


Beasts and monsters could obviously become stronger like humans do if they trained. In theory, a level 1 beast has the potential to become a level 10 beast, but that would depend on the talent and the genes of the creature.


And finally, the last person of interest was Aria. As expected, she was strong. She could beat anyone with a single swing of her spear and she seemed to be proficient in water magic. As Arima was observing her, Night noticed something.


"Arima, this girl has a soul beast.
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                "How do you know that?" Arima was surprised at Night’s statement.


"Beast souls can see each other even if they are in the soul of their summoners. Last time, I didn't notice it because I didn't pay attention, or maybe because he wasn't in her soul at that time. But now, she is using her mana so I can clearly see it."


"I see..." Arima paused. "Wait, you can reside inside my soul?"


"Yes."


"Then why didn't you say so when I asked you of a way to hide?"


"Because I don't want to go in your soul," Night answered without batting an eye. "I feel like a small fish alone in an ocean in there. It's depressing."


Arima blinked once and sighed. He focused on Aria again. "[Anima Oculum] (Soul Eye)," his left eye glowed with a blue light. "It looks like her soul is split in two. Yeah, you're right…”


“Anyhow, let's return. We still have a day to master our resonance. It's harder than I first expected," he said and turned around. He jumped off the wall, over the crowd, and landed lightly directly in the middle of the city. Night followed him afterward.


At the end of the day, the sixteen competitors were set and Arima had to use his remaining gold to pay the rent for a few more days at the 'Wing's Nest'. Aria laughed madly because she forgot in the action that Arima was a client of her Inn.


***


The next day, the order of the fights were decided. The second round was divided into eight fights apparently. Surprisingly, Arima got paired with the archer who broke Night's shield.


"I'll admit that your magic back then was pretty eye catching. But it was too slow and it definitely won’t be enough to defeat me."


Arima stared at him with a raised eyebrow. ‘That magic was meant to be long-cast, I was testing it. And I did that because I knew that no one would be able to harm me. Also, that magic was just a shock wave on steroids, if I wanted, I could have made it strong enough to cripple you. Why are you saying that to my face? Is it supposed to give you confidence?’ He snapped in his mind. He didn't talk because angering his opponent would bring no good.


"Are you ready?" Like before, the voice of the suit guy resounded. We'll call him James for convenience. "3, 2, 1, Fight!"


The archer moved first. He jumped and retreated by a few steps. He took out an arrow from his quiver, placed it on his bow and pulled the string in less than second. At the same time, two small magic circles formed in front of the arrowhead.


‘Enhancement circles, huh?’ Arima thought.


Circles are an important aspect of magic. There are three different types of circles.


The first type is enhancement and as the name suggests, it enhances a certain aspect of whatever or whoever passes through it. In this case, the two circles in front of the arrow enhance speed and penetration.


The second type is the range type. Basically, it's for casting magic from a different place than where your body actually is. For example, if you conjure a fireball to hit a target which is ten meters away, it will lose some of its momentum before reaching the target. In contrast, if you use a range circle, you can fire that magic just next to the target and inflict the most damage possible.


The third type is usually called the auxiliary circle. Its function is to help the mage when casting the magic, to either reduce the chanting time or improve its efficiency. For example, when Night shapeshifted, he used an auxiliary circle.


Its function was simply to cast the magic allowing a physical change to be bigger or smaller with the mana provided, while Night focused on the process of transforming a dragon into a wolf. If he had not used the circle, it would have taken more time, spirit, and mana.


‘Hm? Wait. Now that I think about it, if I use circles, I might be able to cast those compressed spheres faster.’ At that moment, Arima began to seriously consider that possibility, totally disregarding what was happening around him.


Meanwhile, the archer fired his arrow, it reached Arima in no time but the latter's figure became a bit fuzzy with a few black sparks in addition. In the end, the arrow went through him as if he was a ghost.


"What!?" The opponent shouted and nocked two more arrows at the same time, he then added a new layer of enhancement circles. He fired again but the same thing happened. The two arrows passed through their target before piercing the ground.


"What the hell is that?!"


That shout seemed to wake up Arima as he looked at the guy in front of him with wide-open eyes.


"Oh, sorry. You said something?"


"You! Why can’t my arrows hit you?!"


"Can't hit me?" Arima glanced at Night who was lying in a corner of the arena and the wolf yawned and nodded. ‘Can't hit me? Oh, I see. I used Wild Spark in instinct… my bad,’ he suddenly realized that he had used magic reflexively. "Um, you can call it DBZ style."


"What is that supposed mean?"


"Don't worry, you're not supposed to know."


He gritted his teeth. "Fuck, [Triple Enchant, Burst]." Three magic circles formed in front of the arrow with the third being clearly bigger than the two others.


‘An explosive arrow,’ Arima analyzed the circles, it was speed, wind, and fire. ‘A crude blast.’


This time, the arrow was aimed at the ground just in front of Arima. "[Scintillam Feram] (Wild Spark)," he disappeared and reappeared twenty meters away when the arrow hit the ground and fissured the arena’s ground.


Before the opponent could say anything, Arima drew a green magic circle in front of him that looked a lot more complex than the average kind. “[Spaera]," a few spheres the size of a marble formed above Arima's hand. With a swift motion, they flew through the circle and landed at the feet of the archer.


"Huh?"


"[Lacero] (Break)," Arima snapped his fingers and the green marbles exploded immediately. The four spheres instantly shrouded the archer. These were a lot smaller than the previous one during the eliminations and only lasted for half a second, but they seemed to be stronger in contrast. When the magic stopped, the archer had fainted whilst standing.


"W-winner! Arimane Blade!" James concluded the fight.


Arima stared at his hand while walking out of the arena. ‘As I thought, circles are more important than I thought. I should study them a little bit more.’


Night looked at the fainted participant. ‘Poor guy,’ he bowed his head a bit. ‘Rip.’


During that fight, Arima actually revised his compression process. He chose to create a marble-sized sphere first and make it go through a hybrid circle; an enhancing circle combined with an auxiliary one. So, in the end, it became a circle that would cast a pre-set magic on whatever passes through it. This time, the circle infused a great density of wind inside the sphere while maintaining its stability.


After that fight, for the rest of day, the four semifinalists were decided. As expected, the remaining challengers were Arima plus the three he had marked the previous day.


***


The next day, the first fight was between Arima and the tamer.


"Hello, my name is Valdo Aldar, pleased to meet you," the tamer greeted Arima. He looked like a well-educated and calm youth.


‘Someone who is polite and mannered. I feel like it's rare in this world,’ Arima smiled. "I’m Arimane Blade, nice to meet you."


"Groa!" A brown bear on the side entered the conversation too.


“Nice to meet you too,” it was Night who replied to the large beast and Valdo chuckled.


"It's time to begin! Are you ready!" James announced. The two participants nodded.


"3!"


Arima summoned Karma this time around. Night still stayed behind though, seated like a well-behaved pet. Though he would certainly refute that analogy with all of his might.


"2!"


Valdo prepared a staff and the bear stood beside him with a sharp look.


"1! Fight!"


"[Scintillan Ferram]," Arima moved in an instant. He rushed behind his opponent and gripped Karma, ready to draw it, but a shadow appeared in his vision. Surprised, he jumped to the side and just needed a glance to recognize the figure. ‘That bear has good instincts.’


While he was still in an evasive action, two figures attacked him from both sides. He drew Karma and cut the incoming figures in one swing. When he regained a stable vision, he saw that the two figures he cut were actually transparent white wolves. ‘Summonings…’


When he was about to rush forward again, the ground shook and the arena’s floor trapped him in a sort of stone cocoon.


"What a pain. [Sicarius Umbra]," he chanted quietly. His coat glowed dimly and his body turned into a shadow. He quietly got out of the cocoon and hid in the shadows nearby.


‘So, he uses earth magic, huh? I need to take care of the bear first, but...’


Arima jumped out of the shadow and charged toward the tamed beast. Valdo seemed to have been startled by the fact that he got out without breaking the stone.


Arima unsheathed Karma and swung it at the bear with the flat edge of the blade, but when it was supposed to hit, it phased through. The bear was cut in two but he vanished afterward like fog. Behind that, the real bear was revealed, already swinging his claw.


‘I knew it. Illusion? No. Projection,’ Arima said internally. He planted the scabbard of his sword in the ground and used it as a pivot. He evaded the bear’s strike and revolved around the sheath.


"[Sunt robore] (Strength up)," he kicked the beast. The bear was blown away for a few tens of meters. Meanwhile, two huge summoned boars charged from the front and a wall emerged from the ground behind Arima to block his escape path.


"Alright," he sheathed Karma. He extended his right arm and two auxiliary circles formed above the two boars. Arima clenched his hand into a fist, raised his thumb, and pointed down.


"[Gravitatis C Temporibus] (Gravity, Times 100)."


The boars instantly crashed on the ground because of the pressure and created two new craters. Arima struck the wall behind him with Karma and easily destroyed it.


He looked around and his pupils dilated. The aura of the bear was rising continuously. His height which was already around three meters now grew to be five meters.


"He actually broke through level 5… and he seems to be a physical enhancement magic variant too."


Valdo was already standing next to the bear. "Thanks for helping him breakthrough."


Arima lightly laughed. "Fine. You did well. But I'll stop playing around now. If I continue it would just be rude," he declared. Because he still had not dispelled Wild Spark, his voice sounded a bit double toned. "Sorry, I'll finish this in one attack."


He took an Iai stance and exhaled. Valdo furrowed his eyebrows and turned toward his partner.


"I know you just broke through but prepare yourself to avoid or withstand anything that he will throw at you!"


The beast roared and reinforced his body to the maximum. His entire body's muscles tensed and he grew in size one more time.


On the other side, Karma was already emitting a staggering amount of energy.


“[Five Gates of Ra]!” Valdo chanted and five golden gates were constructed in front of him. On each gate, a sun had been drawn in a different position in the sky for each. One at midnight, one at dawn, one at the peak, one during fall, and the last one at dusk.


Arima inwardly praised the magic. He added even more mana to his sword right before drawing it. "[Aeterna] (Eternal Night)."


Karma unleashed a flying slash, darker than the night. It pierced through the first gates easily but found resistance at the last one. Arima’s eyes shined and the wave of lightning inevitably breached the last defense before reaching the bear. He crossed his paws to take the blow since it was too fast to dodge.


When Aeterna was an inch away from hitting its target, Arima chanted, "[Praemium] (Explode)."


The flying slash exploded into a black sphere. Thunder rumbled as dark lightning covered everything in a twenty meters’ radius. It looked like a powerful lightning bolt had struck the place.


The explosion calmed down after a moment and left the tamer-beast pair unconscious and injured in the middle of a scorched crater.


"Be thankful. If I hadn’t ruptured my attack, you would have died," Arima murmured. "Let's go, Night."


The dragon in a wolf form came over. "I don’t like this. I feel like a side character right now…"


Arima laughed. "Don't worry, you'll participate in the finals. I just wanted to have fun a bit."


"The winner is Arimane Blade!" James declared the end of the fight. "The next fight will be conducted in block D. The fighters are Aria Carta and Rehard Lens."
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                Arima was sitting on the top of the outer wall, ready to watch the next fight. He held a pouch in his hand and was leisurely snacking on the candies inside. Night was next to him, also looking below with semi-interested eyes.


In block D, Aria and Rehard were facing each other on the arena.


"Ready!?" James bellowed. "3, 2, 1. Begin!”


Aria kicked the ground first and charged at Rehard, the latter lifted his shield and briefly chanted. A magic formation appeared on the shield and the whole armament started releasing a blinding light.


"[Zero Rain]," Aria conjured a magic in response. A dozen of icicles condensed in mid-air just above him before falling at high speed. As the icicles entered his range, Rehard clicked his tongue and waved his shield. He used it as a blunt weapon to shatter the ice and alleviate the shock. The light that was coming from the shield was dispersed just after.


At that moment, Aria closed in and swung her long spear at him. Rehard could only counter it head-on with his longsword.


"[Light Acumen]," he chanted when the two blades clashed. His sword glowed, and a white pillar directly fell from the sky and struck Aria.


"So, he uses light magic, huh? He is looking more and more like a paladin," Arima commented. "He has a decent defense and good crowd control. This guy is suited for warfare," he paused and swallowed his last candy. "But he's no match for her."


Night nodded in agreement.


On the stage, the temperature suddenly dropped. Ice spikes sprouted from the ground and pierced the white pillar as if it was a physical object. The light turned to ice and broke into glimmering fragments. Within the crystal spectacle, Aria collided with Rehard with her spear which was enveloped by a mystic blue shine. This time, when she landed the hit, the ice around her changed into cold water and pushed the paladin as if a tide had emerged on land.


"[Ice Pole]," Aria intoned. Her spear turned white as she threw it. It pierced the ground right in front of Rehard. The ice spread and trapped his legs. The armored man felt a numbing sensation rising inside his entire body. Before he could say or do anything, Aria was already in front of him and had pressed her palm on his chest.


"[Ice Coffin]," she chanted and Rehard continued to congeal until he became a block of ice in the form of a coffin.


Aria let out a breath which crystallized due to the cold. She swung her spear one last time and broke the coffin with the shaft. Rehard was instantly freed and fell on the ground unconscious.


"It's over," Arima yawned. "I'll go sleep." He jumped off the wall along with Night. A short while after, James announced Aria’s victory as well as the next fight between her and Arima.


***


Finally, the next day, the finals arrived.


On the stage, once again, Arima casually stood with his body straight. This time, he was facing Aria. Night was beside him and was eager to finally be able to fight.


"Ready? 3!"


Aria clenched her spear. "I'll do my best. Sentio," she called and a huge snake appeared at her side. He was as big as an anaconda back in the old world. But this serpent was certainly unusual. He was light green in color with a few darker scales at some places. He had two little horns on his head, slit pupils, and bright green eyes.


"2."


"Oh, a snake?" Arima was a bit surprised. ‘Well, it's a cold-blooded animal, it kinda suits her I guess.’


The snake in question gazed at Arima and Night. When he looked at the former, he didn't react much but when his eyes met Night’s, his pupils narrowed even more and he unintentionally moved back his whole body.


"1."


Arima smiled and nodded his head to Night. The latter laughed and activated his magic. It was only returning his body back to normal, so it wasn’t going to be slow or complex. Night turned back into a dragon in front of everyone, cracked his neck and slammed his tail on the ground.


"Finally, I was getting cramped."


The spectators were silent and Aria was shocked. ‘I actually petted him!’


Even James forgot to finish the countdown. But nobody waited for him. Aria decided to attack first and dashed. She was pretty fast and wielded her spear to attack Arima. On the other hand, Sentio jumped on Night and wrapped himself around his arm and tried to bite his neck.


"Karma," Arima called his sword and easily blocked Aria's spear.


"[Fire Scales]," Night used his fire magic to ignite his scales. Black flames immediately covered his entire body. Sentio hissed and hurriedly backed off.


He glared at Night and chanted, "[Frozen Rain]."


Water condensed above the dragon and clashed against the flames. The fire was weakened slightly then the water suddenly froze and assaulted Night with ice shards. Within a few seconds, the whole place became filled with steam.


The vein-like red lines on Night's body glowed. He deployed his wings, blowing away the steam, and flew toward the snake. He chose to rely on close combat for now. Maybe because he was Arima’s soul beast, but he seemed to be skilled in martial arts and appeared to already have a fair share of experience.


Though it was indeed awkward to watch a dragon giving kicks and punches.


Sentio was gradually forced to stay on defense. He wasn’t a soul beast supposed to fight in close combat in the first place.


"[Scintillam Ferram] (Wild Spark)," Arima sped up and slashed with Karma from a tricky angle, but Aria was reactive enough to parry it with the shaft of her spear. "Your spear is pretty tough. Unfortunately, it’s not enough. [Sunt Robore]," he exerted more strength and cut the spear in two. Karma’s title of soul weapon wasn’t just for show.


But Arima unexpectedly frowned afterward. He wanted to continue his momentum but he noticed that his hand and arm had been encased in ice. Aria took the opportunity and placed her hand on his chest.


"[Ice Coffin]." What happened next was the same as the day before. Arima froze until he became a large block of ice, a lot bigger than with Rehard.


Sentio smirked while fighting with Night. "Looks like your partner lost," he scoffed. Night nonchalantly glanced at the ice coffin for a second. The red lines on his body shined even more and some flames escaped the gaps between his fangs. He opened his mouth and roared.


A massive flame erupted from his throat and burned everything in a straight line until the wall of the coliseum. Sentio was struck directly but managed to avoid life-threatening injuries thanks to a magic shield.


When Aria was about to rush to help him, she heard a deep voice echoing.


"[Fulgur] (Lightning)." Thunder rumbled, the ice coffin cracked and black lightning exploded from inside. Arima walked out totally unharmed. Aria was astounded. He didn't look agitated or tired and he didn't suffer any injuries, not even a scratch.


In fact, the enchantments of Arima’s clothes activated automatically and he actually didn't even need to use his magic directly to resist or heal himself.


"[Spaera] (Sphere)," Arima waved his hand and conjured a dozen of small spheres above his palm. Like previously, a complex circle formed. But compared to the others, this one was red and orange.


He flung the marbles through the circle. When they touched the ground, they were already filled with fire and electricity. Aria’s took a glimpse of the sphere at her feet and urgently backed away. She waved her spear with great strength and produced a strong and cold wind, which froze and blew away the small marbles.


The spheres exploded in the air and released an explosion of black flames and lightning. Aria looked at that and gulped, those attacks were a lot more destructive and powerful than the ones she had seen before.


Arima smiled. "You got it pretty easily. Of course, if you blow away those marbles, escape their range, or just obstruct the discharge, they won't harm you in any way. But… don’t relax too quickly."


"What?" Aria suddenly heard the sound of wings. A red-eyed falcon suddenly landed on her shoulder and her pupils narrowed. The bird was holding a marble with compressed flames inside his beak. Aria tried to destroy that bird but Arima was a step ahead.


"[Lacero] (Break)." The sphere broke inside the bird's beak. The explosion engulfed Aria's figure. She covered herself in ice and barely resisted most of the damage.


With some of her skin still covered in ice, she retreated to Sentio's side and gave him a healing potion. Arima calmly sauntered and stopped beside Night.


Aria stared at him. "Be honest, either of you could defeat us alone, right?" She uttered. Sentio groaned and lifted his head.


Arima shrugged. "I don't know about Night. His fire magic is definitely mighty, but I summoned him not too long ago, so his body is only around the low-mid class of level 7. As for me… yes. I can win against you two easily," he naturally answered. He knew that there was no point in lying.


"I see," Aria stood up. "Let’s go, Sentio." The snake nodded. The two released their aura and mana at the same time and an unknown circle formed on the ground below them. Both of their spiritual forces began to align with each other like matching frequencies.


"[Resonance]!" They shouted in sync. Sentio became a blue ray of light covering Aria. The latter's figure changed during that period of time. After the light disappeared, she had light green hair, sharp reptilian eyes, faint scales on her arms and face, and two fangs that could make someone mistake her for a vampire.


She smiled. "Please fight me seriously."


"Well, I'll use the maximum level at which I won't kill you… what about that?"


Aria helplessly sustained her smile. "I shall be satisfied with that."


"Night," Arima looked at his partner. Just like their opponents, they both released their aura then a magic circle encompassed them. The general layout was similar but some runes were clearly different.


"[Resonance]."


Night changed into a black light dragon and flew toward Arima. As Arima was still hidden by that energy, he chanted something else, "[Draconicis est Anima Mea] (Draconic Soul)." A red hue mixed with the black one.


At that moment, a suffocating aura spread throughout the whole coliseum and even outside of it. The spectators immediately turned silent. They couldn't say anything as they couldn’t even open their mouth. They felt like a single move would result in themselves being killed. Even Aria could barely breathe.


After the resonance, the aura was restrained and Arima's appearance was revealed. His arms were covered with strong black scales that even destroyed his coat's sleeves. His hands also became as strong as the claws of a dragon. His pupils became red like a dragon, his sclera turned slightly silver, and his hair became a bit longer. And the most marking change was the pair of wings on his back.


"What did you do?" Aria spoke a bit fearfully. "Your resonance was odd. The circle was different and your actual strength now is at least two times stronger, this should not be that powerful…"


"I just changed the process of the resonance. I realized it was quite flawed so I altered it. With my version, the boost of strength changes from 1.5 times to 2 times and it lasts until it's willingly released," Arima explained as if it was normal.


"{No, it's not normal, you know? Do you realize that you just perfected an ancient technique of this world that even renowned scholars can't modify?}" Night retorted while he was fused with Arima.


Aria was dumbfounded, she couldn't believe it.


"Well, are you ready?" He asked and Aria trembled. She clenched her fists. Her surroundings turned terribly cold as she released her aura. She took out a new spear from her spatial storage and applied an enchantment on it, changing it into a pure white weapon.


Arima smiled, his body began to heat up as he burned the ground with flames. Lightning gathered around him as well. "In this form, my fire magic reaches the same affinity level as my lightning. And my mana and magic output greatly increases. So..." The heat and the lightning died down and were replaced by cold air. "I'll use this only. I won't use Karma; I wouldn't want to kill you."


Aria didn't respond and charged at Arima, she circulated her mana to the maximum of her abilities and was even faster than Arima with his usual Wild Spark. Aria gripped her spear with both hands and swung it vertically from above.


Arima inherently moved and caught the blade with his now claw-like hand. The aftershock crushed the arena behind and covered it with ice in the next instant.


"Well, let's end this," Arima condensed his aura in one direction and pushed Aria back without even making contact with her. He broke the spear in his hand and pointed his palm at her.


"[Glacians Aestus] (Freezing Tide)." It only started as small crystal and then it became bigger and bigger and swept over the entire arena leaving then a colossal purple ice block behind.


Aria was caught inside and fainted, her resonance was ended forcefully and broke apart the block of ice. She and Sentio were both unconscious once out.


"The champion is Arimane Blade!" James loudly said. All the spectators cheered.


Arima canceled his resonance and Night reappeared at his side. The former was actually gawking at his own magic.


"Why is it purple? This doesn't make any sense… I admit it’s gorgeous though... If I can make an everlasting ice magic, I could probably sell it," he admired.


A moment later, he healed Aria and her soul beast before waking them. "Get up," he helped her stand up.


"Thanks for healing us," she said with a soft smile but her eyes were filled with a fierce will after she saw her opponent's true strength.


"Don't mind it."


"Mr. Blade, to receive your reward, please come to the hall," James suddenly said.


Arima heard him and moved to the exit and waved his hand at Aria. "See you.”


"Ah, right," he then remembered that his sleeves had been torn because of the resonance. "[Restitutio] (Restore)," he intoned and his sleeves were quickly restored. The fabric literally grew back and he headed to the hall of the coliseum afterward.
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                When Arima arrived at the hall, James was already there waiting for him.


"Mr. Blade, please follow me," he asked him to follow and then turned around. He seemed to have gotten over his initial fear and was acting normally in front of Arima.


“Stop calling me like that. 'Arima' is fine. Last time someone addressed me as you do, he tried to assassinate me. I had to kill him in the end."


But one more time, his composure was destroyed. ‘Is he doing it on purpose or what?!’ He screamed in his mind.


Arima followed James with Night behind, who was a wolf again. They soon reached a sort of treasure room with a stack of gold coins neatly arranged on a table.


"This is your prize, one thousand gold. You can take it. Or if you want it in white silvers you can make the request," James smiled but Arima just froze.


"Huh?"


"What is it?" James was confused and Night tilted his head.


‘Right! I was so focused on the audience with the royal family that I forgot about this. There’s a one thousand gold prize! Just that is enough to compensate for my participation!’ Arima faked a cough.


"Nothing. [Umbra, Manducare] (Shadow, eat)," he stowed all the gold coins inside his shadow.


"I see, that's good. Now, I'll act as an envoy and bring you to the castle. Do you want to go now?"


"Sure," Arima immediately agreed.


"Then let's go." They left the coliseum together and headed to the center of the city. As they neared it, they could see the castle more and more clearly.


When they reached their destination, Arima looked at it for the first time and thought that the castle looked like an old European one. James approached the gate alone and talked to the guards stationed there. One of them went inside the fort and came back five minutes later. He then said that they were allowed to enter.


After going through the gate, they ended up in a big corridor filled with decorations, cheap and expensive altogether. There, an old steward welcomed them.


"Greetings, sirs. The Queen and the princess will receive you shortly. Follow me please," the old steward led them to a luxurious room, which was apparently a waiting room. And because his job was over, James left afterward.


Ten minutes after that, Arima was called. He almost fell asleep waiting. He was taken to a huge hall on the second floor. The throne room was around 2500 square meters big, and one of the walls was made of only glass, letting the sunlight illuminate the place. There was a row of marble pillars on the other side and really made this place look majestic.


There were three seats in the back. One was the King’s throne and the two others were most likely for the Queen and the princess. Just that, right now, the throne was occupied by the Queen and one of the smaller seats was empty. As expected, the King wasn’t present.


"Are you Arimane Blade?" The Queen inquired calmly.


"Yes, I am. Please to make your acquaintance," Arima stood in the middle of the hall, he was not kneeling nor bowing but he still had a polite attitude. Night sat down without a care in the world though. Some of the court members present were a bit dissatisfied but they didn't say anything as long as the Queen herself didn't mention it.


"Congratulations on winning the tournament. You seem to be very strong from what I’ve heard. From the words of my soldiers, you were not even using your full strength," she actually praised him.


"Thank you," Arima simply smiled and nodded. "Then?" His tone suddenly changed as he asked sharply.


The Queen trembled a bit but sighed in the end. "Looks like you're also quite clever. I won't beat around the bush then. Will you help the Kingdom?" The Queen bowed her head. This kind of respect was already the best she could do in public as the temporary ruler.


Arima smirked. "What if I said that I could destroy the Empire for you? Would you believe me?"


"What?" The other party couldn't help but be shocked by those words. Even the princess listening behind, who didn't show any expression before, was stupefied. The other people present raised their voices. Some sounded disdainful.


The Queen waved her hand to silence them. "Why are you saying that?" She thought it was strange. It was true that she wanted to find talents with this tournament. It was her last hope. She knew that in this world existed people whom strength could make an entire continent shake in fear. But there was no reason for the man in front of him to propose that to her.


"Because I can. But I’m afraid it will only stay as a possibility. For now, at least, I don’t plan to do anything. I merely wanted to have your attention. Instead of helping you in this war, let me see the King. I can help him," Arima replied.


Ultimately, the Queen lost her composure when she heard about her husband. "...Why should I trust you?"


"What about this? If I can't heal him, I'll help you win the war without demanding anything from you. You shouldn't be losing anything, right?" He smiled. "There’s also no risk for me trying to assassinate the King because if I'm not wrong, your husband will most likely die soon no matter what I do."


After that, she froze. If the man in front of her could really save the King, that would the happiest day of her life. She gritted her teeth. "Fine, I'll let you see him. No, I want you to save him please."


"Your Highness!" The first minister shouted urgently.


"Enough! I made my choice," she hollered. "Come with me, Arimane." She stood up and started walking to the quarters behind the throne room, her daughter followed her and glanced at Arima.


"What are you trying to do?" Night asked.


Arima grinned. "Some ‘business’."


***


The Queen led them to a huge door made of fine wood. The room behind was as big as half of the hall, and even though there was a queen-sized bed it looked like a normal furniture in this room.


‘Seriously? His room is bigger than my former house,’ Arima thought. ‘Well, not as much as my premises obviously but still…’


The Queen and her daughter walked to the bed with worried expressions. Arima also approached the bed. Lying there, was a burly middle-aged man with good features. His skin was pale, his forehead was full of sweat, and he was breathing heavily.


Arima looked at the Queen, and she nodded. Arima placed his hand above the King.


"The best healers of the country all tried but couldn't heal him, how could you do it?" The princess spoke for the first time and it was to scorn him.


Arima glanced at her with a frown. "I'm not using healing magic. And as of now, don't say anything else," he disliked people who couldn't mind the situation before saying their pointless and stupid comments. He was usually kind to children but only to those who could behave correctly.


The princess was about the erupt in anger but stopped when she received the glare of her mother.


"[Comparand Indicate] (Appraisal)," Arima cast his magic and a blue light scanned the King's body. In Arima's mind, a detailed model of the King appeared. From the skin to the bones, everything was there. He inspected it for a moment.


"Oh?" Arima then exclaimed.


"Did you find something?" The Queen quickly asked.


"Well, yeah, I found the problem." Arima pointed with his finger and sent mana through the body of the King. As he was unconscious and weak, mana could easily go through his natural defenses. Then, the next moment, a strange black smoke became visible above his abdomen.


The Queen's expression darkened gravely. "What is that?"


Arima waved his hand a bit in the smoke. He managed to capture a part of it in his hand before it vanished. "Curse. A death attribute magic.”


"A-a curse?" The princess shivered. Her mother's expression fell.


"...How did you know?"


"I dabbled in death magic myself at one point. But the death aura coming from me was so strong that I almost lost control of it," he uttered whilst thinking. "I was at this from letting out an uncompromising large-scale curse," he casually admitted.


"What?" The mother-daughter pair were lost as to how to react. But the Queen still got her priorities right. "Can you dispel it?"


"Yeah, but this curse is actually a bit special. If it wasn't, the previous healers would already have detected and dispelled it," he explained. "Well, anyway, what I'm going to do now is something you shouldn't see. [Tenebris] (Darkness)."


The whole bed and Arima became hidden by a black box and the Queen and her daughter were kept outside.


"What is this?" The princess looked at the dark wall in front of her.


"Let's wait…" Her mother said with a darkened expression.


Inside the black box, Arima took out a knife and made an incision on the King's abdomen. He used magic to sterilize the air, the knife, and to slow down the blood flow of the King. He cut until the stomach was opened, he put his hand inside and fished out something. He healed the incision, washed the blood and dispelled his dark box.


What the Queen and her daughter saw first was Arima holding a sort of black stone in his hand, oozing the same smoke as before. And the second thing was the King who seemed to have regained some color and his breathing that had become steadier. It looked like he was only sleeping.


"Dear!" The Queen rushed to the bed to check on him. When she realized that he was cured, she already had watery eyes. Her daughter was excited too, she looked at Arima. "What is that stone?"


Arima glanced at her. "…It's a stone enchanted with death magic. It was hidden in his stomach and no matter how many times the curse was dispelled from the outside it would always come back from the inside because of it."


He lifted the stone to observe it closely. "[Auferte] (Expel)." The stone was enveloped in a blue light and became a normal gray stone.


"I expelled the magic inside, it's just a rock now," Arima said while juggling with it. “It must have been put inside his body as a powder. Then that powder condensed together inside his body to create this stone. And since it was in his stomach, you should try to find the individuals who entered in contact with your husband’s meals.”


The Queen left her husband's side and deeply bowed toward Arima. "Thank you very much. I will do as you said."


"He should be awake in no time," Arima added and turned around. "Then, bye."


"Huh? Wait! Why are you leaving so fast? We have to reward you!" The Queen hurriedly said.


"No need. By the way, let me tell you something. A message to your King: 'Beware before turning your back to someone'. It's something that always kept me alive."


After saying that, Arima left with Night.


***


Outside of the castle, Arima was nonchalantly lying against a wall, looking at the castle from afar while eating some candies as a snack.


"What was that business about in the end?" Night questioned.


"What? You don't understand? It's simple. Now that I healed the King, they owe me one. Why do you think I left so quickly? Like this, they can’t compensate me and I got them a debt for almost no work. And now that the King is cured, this country should be able to survive. And if I ever help them, I would be able to ask two things from them."


"You did all of this just for that?"


"Of course. It's a habit of mine to make influential people owe me favors."


"A habit? What kind of habit is that?" Night wore a strange expression.


Arima ignored him. "Well, what to do now? I suppose the next one will be the Alliance. I seriously don't want to go to the Empire, and on top of that, Lifa owes me a favor too," he paused and chuckled at Night. "See? Everything is much easier when people owe you something."


"Yeah, yeah…" Night just brushed it off.


Arima raised his head to look at the sky. "Let's go to the Inn, we'll leave tomorrow," he said and started walking first.


Night looked at him from behind. "How did I end up with this guy?"


He bitterly laughed after he remembered that he was born from his soul and then followed behind him.
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                Arima and Night spent the night at the Wing's Nest.


"Good morning," the next day, Arima greeted Aria.


"Hello Arima," she replied. "I heard you were leaving today."


"Hm? Who told you that?" Arima was surprised.


Aria pointed somewhere. He followed her finger and saw Night shamelessly eating a really big and expensive looking meat. "You..."


Night turned his head to avoid Arima's look.


"Anyway, yes, I'm leaving now."


Aria nodded. "I see. Next time, I'll be sure to get stronger and beat you."


Arima blinked. "Are you some kind of battle junkie?"


She tilted her head. "What is that?"


"Nothing. You don't need to know."


"Arima, I don't think you really have the right to call someone a battle junkie," Night commented when he heard his partner’s words.


Arima quickly ate his breakfast. He bid farewell to Aria and left with Night soon after. After exiting the city, he and Night resonated. Once in his draconic form, he began to stretch and crack his neck.


"Let's go."


He deployed his wings and flapped them. He instantly became a flash and flew off. He only stopped when he was four hundred meters high. His wings stopped moving too but they were producing some kind of red mist to make him stay stationary.


Arima looked around. When he was about to directly go to the Alliance’s territory, he noticed something that made him frown. So instead, he headed toward another location. It was just a meadow, a few miles away from the city.


"This..." Arima looked even more perplexed.


"{What's wrong?}"


"Don’t you see that?"


"{That? Isn't that just a plain meadow?}"


"Yes, it definitely is," he paused. "…and it's also the place where I summoned you."


"{Hm? So, what?}


"That's also the place we sparred." Night didn't respond this time, he waited for Arima to talk. "So now, can you explain me why it’s like this?"


He looked at the ground below him. The meadow that should have been destroyed was already full of verdure. The cracks had already closed and the craters had become small hills.


"{Isn't that normal?}"


"If it's normal to you then it also means that it's normal for the other inhabitants of this world. But I studied the ecosystem of this world before. The plants and trees should grow at the same speed as my old world. That there are magic circuits or not, normal trees grow at the same speed if they are left alone. But, if you're saying that it's normal, then it means that when every time the environment is damaged in this world, it is repaired at a fast rate."


Night began to ponder seriously and the more he thought about it the more confused he became. "{Does that mean… something that should not happen is regarded as normal by the inhabitants of this world?}" He suddenly realized.


"Correct," Arima landed in the middle of the plain, he sat cross-legged and closed his eyes.


"[Revelare Caelum et Terram] (Reveal the Sky and the Earth)."

"[Index Mundo] (World Index)."


Night was surprised. This was the first time he heard Arima chant with an actual incantation and keyword.


This was the best detection magic Arima could use. He immediately felt something was strange and concentrated his research around him.


"I knew it," Arima abruptly opened his eyes.


"{What did you find?}" Night asked in curiosity.


"I found a string of mana. That means that someone or something helped the nature here. And what surprises me is this mana’s purity. No, more than pure, it's flawless. It feels like there are absolutely no impurities."


"{What? That's impossible. There is no way someone can have a completely pure mana. Even you are far from that.}"


One thing to note was that the more one's mana is pure the less it is wasted when casting magic. And to accomplish that, one needs to train his mind. Using mana means harmonizing it with the mind. When the mind harbors negative emotions, then the purity fall.


It doesn't matter if one is good or bad. But if one has things like doubt, fear, or hesitation then the quality of the mana will undoubtedly fall. And even though Arima is very proficient from that aspect, his mana is purer than anyone else but very far from perfect.


"It's a good thing that we're fused right now. You'll hold this string of mana while I'll try to analyze it."


"{Alright.}"


Arima and Night turned completely silent. The former stayed in the same position for an hour before he opened his eyes slowly, they were filled with shock. Even Night stayed silent, not even daring to talk about what they had just discovered.


Coming back to what happened, at one point of his analysis Arima detected a 'will' in the mana, which he traced. But where he was led to was absolutely unpredictable. The more he followed that lead, the more he went underground until he finally realized to what pertained this mana.


"{Unbelievable…}" Night broke the silence.


Arima took a deep breath and flew off gently, he stopped a dozen meters above the ground.


"Seriously," he muttered. "This planet is alive. That's a freaking living being. A living being that can use mana with a will. That eliminates the possibility of the planet trying to repair itself automatically,” he sighed and rubbed his temples. "Let's go. If this thing finds out that I inspected him, I have no idea what it would do. I'd prefer to not be chased by the ground I'm walking on and the air I'm breathing."


Arima glanced at the ground again before dashing away.


While flying, he used Wild Spark and easily broke through the sound barrier by propelling himself with his fire magic. He reached his destination in just half of an hour.


When he landed, he separated from Night who reappeared in his original form. "Hey," he spoke just at that moment. "Why are we here?"


The only thing he could see in front of him was a huge forest with very tall trees.


"To go to the Alliance, of course."


"Then what am I looking at?" Night was confused.


"Didn't you look at the map? What you see now is the 'Great Forest'. This forest goes from one coast of the continent to another. It's also called the shield of the Alliance because the latter is located behind this fortress of trees."


"How can just a forest be the shield of a whole country?"


"I'll explain it to you in there. Change to your wolf form." Arima headed to a small path in the forest and Night did as he was told and followed him.


In there, Arima continued to walk and explained with a candy in his mouth.


"First of all, the elven town is in this forest, so the majority of the elves live here instead of the Alliance’s urban areas. The elves are one of the reasons why this forest is an impregnable defense because it possesses the masters of the wild fight. The second reason is that a dryad is here."


Dryads were extremely rare. They are the manifestation of a forest's spirit. On this continent, there was only one dryad. The dryads possess incredible magic power and have the ability to use it in most places of the forest they are born from. This includes, of course, a magic barrier. Dryads always reveal themselves with the appearance of a kind and beautiful woman with pointed ears.


"And the final reason… I think you already noticed it," Arima finished by saying that.


Night nodded. "I feel countless presences in this forest but I cannot see them."


"That's treants. They are trees that became intelligent and are able to fight thanks to mana. That transformation is caused by the influence of the dryad. Their ability to fight is only around the second level. But, do you know how many of them there is?"


"…"


Arima smiled. "It is said that at least 40% of the trees in this forest are treants."


Night broke out in a cold sweat. "Doesn't that mean that there are millions of them?"


"Well, you got the figure. If I wanted to destroy all the treants here, I could. But I would be stopped by the dryad who is also protected by the elves," he shrugged. "It's almost impossible."


Night's expression fell. "Don't say ‘almost’."


While they were conversing, they kept advancing until Arima suddenly stopped. "By the way, where are we?"


"...You're lost? Seriously? And why are you asking me?" Night retorted. "Rather, you should have realized you didn't know the directions before entering the forest!"


"Well, I forgot," Arima said. "Hmm, I should have used World Index to memorize the continent's map but now I can't because the treants or the dryad would feel provoked," he shrugged. "I'll have to do something quieter." He conjured a dozen of his magic birds to explore the forest.


He remained still for five minutes and then pointed in a direction. "Elven town; there."


"Finally," Night complained.


"What? It was just 5 minutes."


"Five minutes of you standing there silent and me drawing circles."


Arima laughed. "My bad."


Because they had to change of direction, they created a path for themselves with neutral magic, or psychokinesis to be exact.


"By the way, is it a good idea to barge in their country like this? I mean, you're a human."


"Oh, that. Don't worry, we already have been detected and I'm sure they're already waiting for us at an ambush point where I would only be able to obey them if I don’t want to die," Arima casually replied.


"…Sorry?"
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                "What do you mean by that?!" Night exclaimed.


"Well, I didn't really try to hide since the beginning you know? I didn't completely erase my aura and when I sent those birds, I let them fly freely. The only reason I didn't use World Index is that the range and magnitude are too strong and it would may bring unwanted problems," Arima explained calmly.


"Why did you do that?"


"Because I wanted to see how much the promise of a princess weighed. She said I'd be welcome. And if they ever try to kill me, I first beat them up, then ask for compensation."


Night's mouth twitched before he turned to look at the front.


"I sense ten presences other than the treants, two hundred meters from here."


"Yeah, I detected them a while ago. If you want to know, there’s an elven city a few miles away, the population is around a million, the number of people patrolling is almost two thousand, and the people waiting for us are a mile away from here. There are twenty of them, those you sensed were merely scouts."


"…Is that princess with them?" Night asked after a moment.


"From what I can see, no. Also, even if she told her people that I'm her friend already, as long as I am a human, they will insist on meeting me without her. To keep her safe mainly. Their actions will probably be something like this: if they don't like me, they will try to kill me. If they acknowledge me, they will try to chase me out. For each scenario, they will give an excuse to Lifa. Something like 'he left on his own' or 'he tried to attack us so we killed him'. Well, I'm not saying it's a certainty but there is a high chance," Arima explained.


Night groaned. "My head hurts, why can't you keep things simple?"


Arima mused for a bit. "Princess important. Human dangerous. Chase human. Protect princess," he said with an almost too serious face.


"Sorry, it's my fault. Don't ever do that again please," Night instantly responded.


Five minutes later, the two finally arrived at the place where Arima had predicted the ambush would happen. And as expected, a group of elves surrounded them in a second. Half of them stayed hidden on top of the trees, aiming at them with their bows while the other half was ready to attack directly with blades.


"Who are you?" A good-looking man stepped forward and questioned with a strict tone.


"Arimane Blade," Arima casually answered. He smiled as if there wasn’t anyone threatening him at all.


The elf scowled. "Why are you here?"


"To visit."


The elf’s scowl deepened. "Sorry, but I'll have to ask you to leave. Letting you in will give too much unrest to our people."


"Then, what if I said I have the permission of your princess?"


"What?"


"I mean that your princess already told me that I would be welcomed in your country. Oh, and since I know you have more than one, the one made this promise is Lifa."


At this point, the elf didn't know what to say or do. He turned toward an elven soldier beside him and told him to go back and report. Arima grinned. He sent an order to one of the falcons he had concealed and had him follow this soldier.


"Please wait for his return," the elf said that to him right after.


"No problem.”


"{Hey, it's a bit different from what I expected. They don't know who you are,}" Night sent a telepathic message to Arima.


"{It's okay, it's the same thing. Lifa most likely didn't tell anyone about me, at least publicly. That's why. Even if it looks like they are going to ask her and let me in, that won't happen. They will ask her something like 'do you know a human with this name?'. They actually won't say that I'm here, waiting. And in the end, we come back to what I said to you before.}"


"{Why are you so sure? Maybe they'll just let you in.}"


"{Believe me, it's a soldier’s job to protect their country and elves value their royalty a lot. If they are reasonable, they will try everything to keep me away. This is why I sent a falcon to follow this soldier, so I can talk to Lifa myself.}"


Night sighed. "{Troublesome.}"


Arima smiled. "{Welcome to a stereotype fantasy world with racism, discrimination, and a fucked-up hierarchy. Though… there’s something that surprised me with those elves.}"


"{Something?}"


"{Yeah, something.}"


***


Two miles away, the elf soldier arrived to the city. Because he couldn't do anything alone, he went to see the higher ranked officers. The word passed from a person to another until a pretty high-ranked officer entered the castle, which was more like a big mansion.


The town was mainly made of wood, with stone to make pavements, and a lot of different types of plants. The majority of people would say that this place was extremely pure and enchanting.


After the officer entered, the falcon lost sight of him. But a bizarre, small magic circle formed discreetly behind the officer and a small black cat jumped out of it. The cute feline followed instead of the bird.


This cat was made with dark magic instead of lightning so its specialty was discretion. The cat and the officer wandered a bit in the mansion until they arrived before a door. The officer knocked and entered, he knelt almost instantly.


The cat tilted his head to peek in the room with his golden eyes. There were three women sitting on sofas, enjoying some tea, and a man standing behind one of them. One of them was Lifa. At her side was an equally beautiful elf who appeared more mature and slightly older. They seemed to be sisters with their resemblance. The last woman was surprisingly a therianthrope with fox ears and a tail. The man behind her seemed to be a lizard type with green scales over his limbs.


When the officer stepped inside the room, the fox girl directly looked at him. At his shoulder to be exact. "What is that?" She inquired with an elegant tone.


Everyone in the room reacted and turned their head. They realized that there was a cute black cat, the size of a palm, standing on that man’s shoulder. The officer was shocked beyond words. He didn’t even notice that there was an animal standing on him. Even now, he couldn’t feel any weight which disconcerted him greatly.


Lifa stood up, took the cat in her hands. "So cute!" She caressed him and he meowed in return. The other elf stared at the cat but lost interest after a while. In contrast, the fox woman squinted and seriously observed the small animal. Lifa returned to her seat with the cat.


"Why are you here?" The calm elf asked the officer with a soft voice.


"Y-yes," he turned toward Lifa. "Does princess happen to know a human called Arimane Blade?”


"Eh?" Lifa was surprised. "Yes. I do know him. Where did you hear that name?" The cat meowed and looked at him as well, as if he was asking the same thing.


"That human passed by the forest a while ago. He said that he would leave the continent and he would come by maybe one more time in the future," he said. He also lied.


"Oh, I see. It's a shame," she seemed a bit disappointed. The other elf seemed a bit surprised.


"Lifa, who is that person?"


"Sister, it's the human that saved Layra. I told you, right?"


"I see, so that's him," the elf nodded. "Thank you for telling us, you can go now," she told the officer.


"Yes!" When he was about to leave, the cat in Lifa's arms revealed a grinning expression which shouldn't appear on a cat. At that moment, the elven woman reacted and looked at him.


"Wait a minute, soldier," an unfamiliar voice resounded in the room. Lifa and the officer froze while the elf woman, the fox girl, and her guard glared at the source of the voice.


Lifa yelped and the cat jumped down. His eyes became extremely sharp and looked around. "Hi, if I may say so."


"A-Arima," Lifa pointed with a trembling finger at the cat. She was full of embarrassment because she held him.


The cat looked at her. "Oh, don’t mind it, it’s not my actual body or something like that. It's been a month since last time, huh? Well, I have only one thing to say. I'm waiting outside with some friends. So, I hope you can tell them to let me pass. That's all, bye."


The cat meowed, became a shadow and vanished before everyone's looks.


"I'm sure you know what to do," Lifa’s sister coldly ordered.


The officer kowtowed. "Yes! I'm sorry," he left the room in hurry. He knew that he would be punished later, he couldn't allow himself to disobey the princess anymore.


***


Back in the forest.


Arima was sitting face to face with Night on wooden chairs made out of magic. Between them was a stone table with a fancy chessboard on it. Arima was the white side and Night the black side.


"A5 to B3," Night said and the cavalier moved on its own to the specified case.


"Queen to F5, check," Arima followed and one chess piece moved again. Night's eyebrow twitched. He began to ponder with all of his brainpower. Even the elves around became interested in the game.


"King to E7."


"Rook to A3, checkmate."


"Dammit," Night was infuriated and Arima just laughed in amusement. They had been playing chess for almost thirty minutes now. At that moment, the officer who went to see Lifa returned, panting. He politely greeted Arima and beckoned him to follow. The other elves around were shocked as they didn't expect this to happen.


Arima snorted internally. ‘Don't underestimate my range circles. I can form them five miles away if I want.’ To create the black cat from earlier, he had used a range circle to directly summon it inside the mansion.


When they reached the city, Arima observed it one more time. Although he already saw it through his bird, being there was a very different experience. The air was particularly pure and one would feel cleansed when breathing it.


Arima was being escorted by soldiers while he was in the middle of the streets. Every elf who happened to see them would either be surprised or afraid. Arima didn't look away and carefully observed the expressions and reactions of everyone.


He was led to the mansion Lifa was in guided to the room she was in.


"Arima, you can sit here," Lifa greeted Arima with a smile the moment he stepped inside. The other elf frowned, the fox girl smirked, and the guard behind her kept a stony expression. The soldier who brought Arima was dismissed afterward.


Arima made himself comfortable on single-place sofa and Night sat down on the floor beside him before yawning.


"Nice to meet you. My name is Arimane Blade. You can call me Arima."


The elven woman nodded. "I'm Elia Drein. Lifa is my little sister."


"Hi, little human. I'm Niria Feil, the first princess of the Free City. The cold guy behind me is my personal guard," the vixen lifted the corners of her lips and acted curtly.


"Um, Arima?" Lifa raised her voice. "Sorry, for what happened earlier…"


"Don't worry, I understand. Be lenient on that officer too. He just wanted to protect you and his fellow elves. I sent that cat for a reason after all," he waved his hand and the black cat reappeared from a magic circle and jumped on Lifa's shoulder. Her eyes brightened and she began to gently pat the little cat. Arima chuckled and looked at Elia.


"You said your name was Elia, right? I can safely assume that you’re the First Princess of the Elven Kingdom then. You're pretty famous, you know? To even appear in human books…"


Elia only responded after a few seconds. "...Yes, it's indeed me."


"To be honest, one of the reasons I came here is to meet you," he said while lifting a cup of tea and some of his sweets.


Elia was surprised. "Why is that?"


"Because I want to help you in your cause. You're trying to make peace with humans, right? Then I'll help you," Arima paused and smiled. "Do you accept?"
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                The room was silent. "…Why would you help me?" It was Elia who broke that silence.


Arima smiled. He raised four fingers. "There are four reasons."


Elia was surprised. She didn't expect that he would have so much justification. People who uttered lines like his would usually just be some despicable folks trying to take advantage of her.


"First of all, a rude old man brought me to this continent and I don't know why exactly. At that time, I didn't really care because I was kind of annoyed. But the more I think about it, the more I'm curious. So, I thought that I should do something worthwhile while I’m here. There comes the first reason," Arima took a sip of his tea.


"The second reason; it's because I'm strong. From where I come from there is a saying; 'Great power leads to greater responsibilities'. I think the main point here is not to use your power to help the weak but to take responsibilities for the strength you took from others."


At this point, even the lizard guard was listening attentively and everyone else was engrossed in what he was saying.


"The third reason is that, of course, I want something from your country. Though, it isn't really difficult for you to get. I just want mithril and adamantite. It's your specialty if I'm not wrong."


Arima ate his last candy. "The last reason is unfussy as well. I want to help you because I think you're in the right. And because I think it's a good opportunity to clean the human territory," the last part was said so indifferently that everyone in the room shuddered.


"What do you mean by ‘clean’?" Elia asked with a serious gaze.


Arima looked at her. "Obviously, eliminate."


Elia sprang up. "I can't let you do that. I set up a trade agreement with the Republic because I wanted to clear enmities between humans and demi-humans! I don't want to kill them!" She shouted. After realizing that she had lost herself, she apologized and sat down.


Arima stared at her, making her quite uneasy. She felt as if all her secrets were being uncovered.


"You're cool-headed and compassionate. You don't find people like that often. It's also not a bad thing to be such a person. I consider myself to be generous as well. But I never forgot how to be impartial. I'm not justice. I don't kill people under that moral. I end people’s lives because I believe they deserve it. The humans who enslaved and killed your kin, do you think they should be spared?" He asked coldly.


"I…" Elia was speechless. Of course, she thought that people like that didn't deserve to live but she knew that she couldn't attack them directly so she chose to talk peacefully with humans and have them punished at best.


"It's good to be kind. It's good to wish for peace. Never was it a foolish thinking. But in your case, it's wrong. You can't avoid unnecessary deaths if you continue like this. The Republic is one thing, but what about the Kingdom and the Empire? The former enslaves and the latter burns you at the stake. Now, you live in security thanks to the Alliance. But, exactly 38 days ago, what would have happened to those kids if I hadn't saved them? By now, would they be dead or maybe broken? How many of your people will have to die before you get your peace? And after that, how would you take their revenge?"


"Stop!" Lifa shouted. "Please…" She almost burst out in tears. Elia was pale. Niria was silent and her guard had a solemn expression. Night quietly listened.


Arima refilled his cup. "I admit that my words are hypocritical. Of course, I know you’re frustrated. I perfectly understand that you want to take revenge but can’t. War is scary after all. But it doesn’t change the truth,” he paused for a few seconds and put down his cup. “…You know what surprised me the most when I met the elves?"


Elia raised her head to look at him. Lifa stopped sobbing.


"When I was intercepted and when I entered your town, not once, not even a single time did I feel killing intent."


Elia’s eyes widened and she clenched her hands to calm herself.


"That surprised me. Normally, elves should hate humans. When I came here, I fully anticipated to have to deal with a murder attempt, but the opposite happened and I was greatly surprised. Here's what I want to say: if I had to choose between you and humans, I would choose you. Just because that thing I realized, was enough for me to deem the elves more meriting than humans."


Arima looked at Elia. "So, I want to help you. You won't have to do anything. If you do not wish to see spilled-blood, then I'll just hide it from you. Don’t worry, as long as I’m here, war means nothing," he said in a tone softer than before.


Elia gritted her teeth. "Can I ask you something?"


"Go for it."


"What's your plan? What will you do?"


Arima smiled as he picked up a biscuit. "Well, first of all, we should use the greatest advantage you have against humans."


"Our greatest advantage? What is it?" Lifa wiped off her tears and asked.


"Simple. Lifa, how old are you?"


"Eh?" She was a bit surprised. "I'm 45."


"That's your advantage. Lifespan. You live around three hundred years while humans can only live to eighty in average. You’ll use that."


"How should we interpret that?" Elia followed.


"You will integrate with humans. First, because you're in good terms with the Republic, you should negotiate with them if you can send some of your people to live there. Around a thousand people is enough. Those you choose should also be at least as strong as a B rank."


"Wait," Elia interrupted him. "Why would we send our people there?"


"Time. What you will use is time. You will integrate into human cities and live there to set yourself a place in the humans' minds until they think you being there is natural. The key objective is to be kind to children and have them recognize you in the future generations."


Elia pondered a bit. "That's realistic… the Republic is not really hostile toward us, so even one generation should be enough. But…"


"But the Kingdom and the Empire are another story," Arima resumed. "For the Kingdom, I can tell it directly to the King because he owes me something. After that, I can personally take care of every influential person who is your enemy and then you do the same thing I just told you."


When Elia heard 'take care', her eyes dimmed a bit but she didn't say anything.


"As for the Empire, integration is almost impossible. So, the only choice remaining is to destroy it."


"What?" Everyone was shocked. "You can't destroy an Empire just like that!"


Night suddenly raised his head. "You shouldn't say that without knowing."


"What?" Lifa exclaimed. "Are you insinuating that he really can do it?"


"Hey, if you want to know, just ask me," Arima interrupted her.


"Oh, sorry…"


"As for whether I can do it or not; I can. But I won't do it alone. I'll just profit of the war going on right now. It'll be enough if I just kill the Emperor and the Pope," he said as if it was an obvious thing.


Niria wryly laughed. "You make things sound really easy," she turned toward Elia. "Elia, can I join you in your peace plan? I'll ask my father about it as well."


"Wait! I never said that I would do it!"


Niria laughed. "You say that but you're already thinking about the pros and cons before accepting. And you know he isn’t lying. You’ve been looking at the spirits around him for the whole time, no?"


Elia harrumphed. She looked at Arima and took a deep breath. "When do you think your preparations will be over?"


"Two weeks. I want to stay one week in the Alliance. I will need mithril and adamantite for now. And next week, I'll clear the Kingdom for you and as I said, I'll drive the Empire to its loss."


Elia nodded. "I understand. For the metals you seek, Lifa will bring you to where they are."


Niria stood up. "I will take my leave now. Thanks for having me, Elia. And Arimane, feel free to visit our city," she bowed slightly and left the room with her guard who made eye contact with Arima.


When Niria left the room, Elia turned toward Arima who was happily stuffing himself with sweets and tea. She sighed.


"Arimane," she called seriously.


"Yes?" Arima didn't expect that she would call him so gravely. Arima swallowed the last piece of a cake he picked from the table. "What is it?"


"This is actually something I wanted to ask since we met. There's no relation with the plan you talked about," she said. Lifa was quietly listening on the side and Arima waited for the rest.


"I actually have a special ability since birth."


Lifa was stunned. "Is that okay?"


"Yes, there's a reason why I'm telling him this. The ability I was born with is the ability to see people's emotions."


"Oh, fascinating." Arima was quite curious about it. "So, what's your question?"


"The way I see emotions is by the manifestation of certain colors around them. For example, red is anger, pink is love, blue is sadness, purple is fear and so on… But I don't see anything around you. Since I met you, the color around you is white. Nothing. I don't understand, and that's what I want to ask you, why do I see you without any emotion?" She squinted and asked.


Arima’s eyes widened a bit and Night burst out laughing. "She said you don't have emotions. Maybe she is not that far from the truth."


"Oi, oi, I have emotions, okay?" Arima retorted. "As for why you can't see anything…" He smiled at her. "It's most likely because controlling my emotions is inherent for me. I always keep my emotions in check. Unless I want to, I never allow my emotions to leak."


"I… see," Elia had a hard time believing.


Arima smiled. "Do you want me to show you?"


"What do you-" She stopped halfway through. She was looking in absolute disbelief at Arima. She could finally see colors around him. ‘But… what is this?’


A single color never remained more than half a second. Red, blue, purple, pink, they kept changing endlessly until each color began to appear at the same time. The colors mixed up and then the color around Arima became totally black before turning back to white. All of this happened while he had the same expression at every single moment.


Elia breathed in. "I see. I understand now. You're not human. I will take my leave. Thank you for showing me this. I feel like I can improve my ability," she bowed. "I'll let you in Lifa's care."


Arima was at loss for words. He stopped functioning even after Elia left the room. Night was trying his best to not laugh. And Lifa felt quite awkward. "Um, Arima. I'm sure she didn't mean anything bad. She was just being... frank…?"


"Stop, just stop. I'm fine. Stop looking at me like that. I met people who could do the same before..." He sighed and stood up. "Forget it, let’s go. I'll have to trouble you."


"That's okay. I'll take you to the person who keeps the metals you want."


"Oh? There is someone who safeguards them?"


"Yes."
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                "Arima, can I ask you about what happened with my sister?" While guiding Arima and Night through the town, Lifa asked.


"Mh? Oh, the emotion thing? What's wrong?"


"Actually, I also feel like her… I find it hard to believe that someone can control his emotions to that degree so easily."


Arima sighed. "As I said, it's not like I have perfect control over them, there's a lot of people like that from where I come from. I'm sure they can do the same... probably. Anyway, I only can keep controlling my emotions when they are of low magnitude. For instance, I once lost control to rage in the past."


"I see…" Lifa nodded.


"More importantly, who’s that person who keeps the metals?" Arima asked afterward.


Lifa didn't answer for a moment. "Hm, I think you can only understand that when you meet him but that person is the reason why we have that much special metals."


"Why?"


"Because it's him who refines and mines most of them. I think you already know, but to create mithril we need to refine a certain ore called 'mestil' with magic. For adamantite, physical ability is needed and there's no one more fit than him."


"That's impressive."


At that moment, a group of four young elves approached. They were Layra and the children from before. The three kids ran toward Arima with cheerful expressions.


"Big brother!" They shouted and jumped on Arima. Night backed away when he saw them though.


"Layra, why are you here?" Lifa asked surprised.


"The children wanted to thank the person who saved them, so when I learned that you were here, I brought them," she said and smiled. “I’m sorry if I bothered you.”


"There’s no problem…” Arima muttered. “Yeah, yeah, it's me. Can you stop clinging to me though?" He was trying to get the kids off him as they were clinging to him. Night looked at that with a bit of discomfort.


"{As I thought, I can't stand kids,}" Night said to Arima with telepathy.


"{Don't worry, me too.}"


When the three finally got off, Arima and Night stopped talking. "Flying on those birds was fun!" But they were still excited and talked to Arima about the griffins.


‘Birds? You're calling griffins… birds?’ He retorted in his mind but then thought of something.


"Hey, kids do you want to see those birds one more time and keep them?" He asked them while smiling brightly.


The three looked at each other and repeatedly nodded. Arima grinned. He waved his hand and three strange magic circles formed in front of each kid. "[Anima Nexum] (Soul Connection)." A ray of light flew from the circles to the chest of the children.


"[Tribus Bestia Gryphem]."


This time, from each circle, a griffin was formed. They were smaller than the ones before and they were around the size of Night in his wolf form.


The griffins remained immobile with their eyes closed when they appeared. People gathered around to watch but stayed away because of Arima while the guards who were already there didn't do anything thanks to Lifa.


"Okay, kids, put your hands on their heads, it might sting a bit," Arima said and the elves nodded. They did as they were told and felt a small pain, like a needle touching their palm. When they took back their hands, there was a small red dot on their palm.


Then, the griffins opened their eyes, which seemed to possess some intelligence. The three beasts looked around then walked to their respective ‘owner’ and laid down in front of them.


"They are a special type of summoned beasts that I created when I analyzed the soul-summoning circle. I create the body with my magic then I provided the mana as I connected your souls, spirits and mana pools to them. Finally, I took your blood to link your physical bodies. It's basically a weaker soul beast. They're intelligent and will stay with you for your entire life," Arima explained.


Lifa was shocked and Night groaned.


"I feel like I just witnessed something that shouldn’t be performed by a human… no, by any living being," the former said trembling.


Night looked at her and blinked. "Don't worry, happens all the time."


"I’m not sure it makes me feel better."


Night blinked twice. "Don't worry, it happens all the time too."


Lifa fell silent.


After that, Arima separated from the kids and Lifa suddenly asked him to do the same thing with the cat that was still on her shoulder. He couldn't help it so he complied. She seemed to like cute animals.


"Arima, do you like children?" Lifa asked him while walking.


Arima laughed. "Not really. I’m not comfortable with them. You just have to look at Night, he is the embodiment of what I really think. And it's totally exposed."


Night frowned. "Don't say it like I don't know how to lie."


Lifa was surprised though. "Then why are you so nice to them?"


"When you grow old, the persons you come to be the most conscious of are children. Being kind to them is so important because they know what they became, and they know what they could have become if they had experienced a happy childhood… I met a lot of people like that. I met so many retired veterans who abandoned everything to help or stay with their grandchildren, and sometimes, their adopted ones."


"I see…" Lifa nodded seriously but suddenly realized something. "Old?" She rolled her eyes to look at Arima.


"I didn't tell you? I'm 134 years old. I’m older than you.”


Lifa stopped walking and was left behind. "…What?"


***


Arima took some time to convince Lifa and an hour later of walking, they arrived at a large lake in the forest, at the north of the elven town. From there, the distance to the Empire's frontier was not that big.


Lifa approached the lake. "Master Jorga!" She shouted.


Arima was perplexed and surprised. When he wanted to ask what she was doing, he backed away from the lake in pure instinct. The ground shook a bit, ripples appeared on the surface of the lake, and the they soon became waves until a huge pillar of water was created by a figure emerging from underwater.


When the water calmed down, a huge gray sea-serpent-like creature had his head and neck out of the water. That serpent had a five meters large body, his head was the size of a small truck. His body out of the water was at least ten meters long. His sharp azure eyes observed Lifa, Night, and Arima.


"Lifa, huh?" He said in a deep voice that resonated in the ears of those who listened. His voice carried a massive pressure.


Arima gaped at the serpent and turned toward Lifa. "When you talked about a 'person', you were referring to this?"


She smiled. "Yes."


"What 'yes'?! The way you were talking about him didn’t help me at all to prepare myself for that! Why couldn’t you just say that it was a savant beast, or simply a freaking giant sea snake!?" He snapped at her.


Jorga frowned, he glared at Arima for a moment. "You… are human, right?" He inquired as if he was trying to confirm something.


"Obviously," Arima rubbed his temples, ignoring the giggling Lifa, and exchanged gazes with the huge beast.


‘Odd… I can't measure his soul,’ Jorga inwardly thought. He looked toward Lifa for an explanation. Arima also wanted to know who this serpent was.


"Master Jorga, this is Arimane Blade. A lot happened but he is now a collaborator of our country and he requested for mithril and adamantite. So, my sister told me to bring him here. And, Arima, this is Master Jorga. He has been the guardian of this forest for almost a thousand years now."


"I see," they both nodded at the same time after the introductions and locked their sights on each other.


"Hey, little one, why do you want those metals?"


A vein bulged on Arima's forehead. "It's not your business, big one. Just give it to me," he emphasized the word 'big' for some reason.


Jorga's eye twitched, he smirked unnaturally. "Yes, you're right. But I just can't give it to you like that, you can only try to persuade me."


Arima grinned. "Indeed, I suppose it's all I can do.”


Night watched from the sidelines along with the restless Lifa.


"Wa-wait, don't fight," she said in an attempt to stop them.


Night observed with an indifferent face as always. "The atmosphere is tense," he commented. "So much, that it looks like they're producing sparks," he added and continued watching. Then, slowly and gradually, his expression sunk.


"Wait! That's real sparks! What the hell are you doing!?"


Arima and Jorga both released their aura and clashed the other side's. Sparks was only the beginning. The land between them was crushed by the pressure and the one around them was razed and dug. It didn't stop there. The wind blew in an extremely strong way and the water of the lake became chaotic.


A strange fact, there was only one place which wasn't affected by the things happening here.


"Eh?" It was Lifa, she seemed to be protected by both Arima and Jorga.


"Hey!!" Meanwhile, Night was trying his best to hold his ground. His claws were firmly planted on the ground. "Why are you protecting her and not me!?" He shouted. He looked around and rushed behind Lifa to protect himself. He laid on the ground shamelessly. Even the cat on Lifa's shoulder pointed his paw at Night as if it was mocking him and meowed.


"Shut up, shitty cat."


At that moment, Lifa looked at the sky and gasped. The clouds were gathering in the sky above them. On Jorga's side, the clouds were gray and very dense and on Arima's side, the clouds were black which meant that they were thunderclouds.


"Hey, hey. Those two are releasing their aura with their attributes in them," Night remarked. "They're trying too hard."


"…" Lifa was just gawking. She knew that Jorga was strong but although she knew it, she never saw it and then there was Arima, a human she had met by coincidence, who possessed a strength that she couldn't even imagine. In the end, her thought process bugged.


"This girl lost it," Night glanced at her and turned back toward the two and his expression changed once again. "How far are they going to go?"


Thunder was already rumbling and lightning was connecting the clouds together while on the other side, it started raining and a tornado was forming in the distance. If the two clashed now, the forest would be destroyed within at least a fifty-kilometers radius.


Of course, something like that couldn't pass unseen. Everyone in the Alliance saw the gathering of clouds of different nature. Especially the rulers of the Free City and the Elven town, which were the closest.


They wanted to rush to the source the moment they sensed something but when they realized that one of the auras was Jorga's, they cast the idea away because they knew that they couldn't win against someone at the same level as the forest guardian. It wasn't only limited to the Alliance, the strongest individuals in other countries also felt it.


After a few minutes of intense clash, the two auras receded and vanished. The clouds dispersed and the weather reverted to normal. A part of the land near the lake was totally messed up but Arima and Jorga were laughing in the middle of it.


"You're pretty good," Arima remarked.


"You too, human. Let me introduce myself, I'm Jorga Manda. Descendant of Jormungand."


"Jormungand? The World Serpent?" Arima was surprised this time.


"Yes. When I was born in this forest, thousands of years ago, I received the blessing of Jormungand.”


"I see…" Arima squinted his eyes. ‘Are some of the legends of this world the same as in my own?’ He thought. ‘Or perhaps even real?’ He frowned at that thought.


"What is this…? Am I missing something?" Lifa was confused.


"Maybe that's what you can call respect between warriors. If you can call a giant serpent a warrior of course," Night said, full of satire.


"I see. Yes. I got it," Lifa smiled as if she had unraveled a great mystery.


"Huh? Got it? Got what? You can't understand something you shouldn't be able to, you know? I only saw that they were on the verge of killing each other. Hey, you hear me?"


Lifa stopped listening and was lost in thought.


"You wanted mithril and adamantite, right?” Jorga said. “How much do you want? Usually I make the elves do something for me or make them pay for it, but I'll give it to you for free."


"Thank you, but I won't take it for free. What about this? You can ask me any favor."


"Oh, that's more than enough. Having someone like you behind me is already an unfair trade. You’re still a bit on the weaker side but I’m sure you’ll become a powerhouse in no time. I certainly won't hesitate to accept your offer," the huge snake smirked.


Arima smiled. "That's good then. I'd want two units of mithril and one of adamantite."


In this world, one unit of a liquid or a metal was more or less equivalent to a cubic meter.


"That much?" Jorga was surprised but still lifted three spherical rocks from underwater. "I suppose you know, but the silver ones are mithril and the dark blue one is adamantite."


Arima immediately put the three rocks inside his storage. "Thanks, I'll be sure to come back soon," he said and left after he gave Jorga a telepathic link for him to ask his favor whenever he wants.


"Lifa, can you find me a smithy?" Arima asked once they were back in front of the city.


"A smithy? I don't think you'll find a good one here. You'll have to go to Free City. But why do you want one?"


"For the first thing I thought of when I saw the characteristics of these two metals," Arima smirked. "It's time to go back to the good old weapons."
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                "Free City, huh?" Arima mumbled and looked at Elia. He and Lifa had already returned to the elves’ royal mansion.


"I assume Niria can find me a smithy, right?"


"Yes, of course. She already left though…"


"That's not a problem," Arima interrupted her. He sat on a couch and closed his eyes. "Don't disturb me for a moment. [Revelare Caelum et Terram - Index Mundo]."


He cast World index. His spirit and mana spread across the whole continent. Lifa and Elia who were in the same room as him staggered and almost lost their balance. The amount of spirit Arima had released in that short moment was monstrous.


One more time, everyone felt a magnitude of strength they had never seen before scan them. All of those who felt the previous clash between Jorga and Arima were wondering what the hell was going on today.


Especially the Elven King. This time he realized that it came from his own mansion and was stupefied. Jorga also felt it. He glanced on the direction of the city and returned to rest soon after.


Then, the wave of spirit stopped as quickly as it arose and Arima opened his eyes. He rubbed his temples a bit. "Found her."


When Elia heard him, she felt extremely incredulous. She then realized that no one on this continent could ever be able to hide from him even if they wanted to.


"I'll go right away. There's a magic I want to test," Arima beckoned Night and the latter stood up and came to his side.


"You're going to try that?" He asked and Arima nodded.


"What is it?"


"Displacement magic," Night replied to Lifa in Arima’s stead because he was already focused on his magic formation. An azure circle formed at his feet and surrounded both him and Night.


"[Atlantis]," he chanted and the circle produced a vortex of azure water that shrouded the two of them. "Later," he waved his hand then the circle and the vortex shrank until it disappeared along with him and Night.


At this exact moment, a tall and good-looking elf barged into the room. When he saw that there was only Elia and Lifa, he panicked a bit.


"Elia! Was the human you welcomed the man who had a conflict with Master Jorga?"


"Father. Yes, it was him."


Although he had already expected it, his eyes narrowed. When he realized such a powerhouse visited his daughters in his own mansion, he felt frustrated. "Where is he now?"


"He went to Free City," Lifa responded calmly. Her father turned toward her.


"Why did he clash with Master Jorga?"


Lifa shook her head. "I'm not sure myself. They faced each other for a few minutes and after that, they looked as if they were best friends."


The King lowered his head and acquiesced. "I see, if he ever comes back, tell me," he instructed and turned around to leave.


"Father, wait," Elia stopped him before he could.


"What is it?"


"There's something I need to discuss with you; something that human brought to the table."


The Elven King frowned. "Say it."


***


Inside a carriage, outside of the forest, Niria was heading toward Free City. She was talking with her guard about the spirit wave they had just sensed.


"Alex, who do you think it was? That old snake?"


"No," Alex shook his head.


"Then, who? I don't think anyone else could do-" She stopped because she sensed a strange magic fluctuation. She looked outside through the window of the carriage, which was pulled by strange creatures that looked like mapinguaries. She spotted a weird azure whirlpool in the path of her carriage and saw Arima and Night walk out from it.


Niria was still trying to comprehend what just happened when Alex spoke up, "He is the one who did it.”


Alex’s sudden words shocked her but she didn’t even dare denying them. After all, he was one of the strongest individuals in the Alliance. The irony was that he had decided to become a mere bodyguard for Niria.


"Hey there," Arima smiled, he was happy to have succeeded on his first try. That magic had no risk when well controlled but the problem was the destination that one needs to be familiar with. But his detection magic was enough to compensate for it.


On the other side, Niria realized that she had underestimated this human unfairly and was a bit angry with herself. She was indeed ready to help Elia with her peace strategy but she didn’t believe that Arima was actually resourceful enough to play a huge part.


"…Do you need something by any chance?" She asked.


"Yeah, just a small favor."


"It's all right. You can ask whatever as long it's not exaggerated. You can get in to talk while we head to the city."


Arima entered the carriage and sat down next to Alex, with Niria in front of him. There wasn't space for Night so the he jumped on the top of the cart and sat down.


"So, what is this favor you’re referring to?"


"Keeping things short; I need a private smithy for a week if possible."


"Smithy? Right, you said you wanted mithril and adamantite from the elves. Does that mean you got them?"


"Yes. So, can you do it?"


"Of course, it's a small thing. I can do it for you in half an hour after arriving," Niria said and paused. "But I want you to do something in return."


"Hm? What is it?"


"I want you to give me the Pope alive," she responded and Alex sighed.


Arima widened his eyes a bit, it was unexpected. "That shouldn't be a problem… if that's all you want; I can do it."


"Thank you. Then I'll prepare what you want when we arrive.”


"Ok, but I'm in a hurry. So, we'll do it this way," when Arima said that, a magic circle had already covered the carriage and an azure vortex surrounded it. "[Atlantis]."


"This..." Niria was curious and observed it through the window. From inside the vortex, you could only see an azure whirlpool where you looked at. "Impressive. Is this teleportation magic?"


"No, it's more like space distortion; a wormhole. Well, you probably don't know about it so you can think what you want," Arima smiled. "By the way, we arrived."


"What?" Elia was caught off guard. She didn't feel any change in her environment but when the azure wall disappeared, she was shocked to see the city in the distance. Even Alex reacted and his eyes narrowed.


"If it's okay I would like start working as soon as possible," Arima uttered to haste them.


"Yes, of course," Elia rushed the mapinguari-like creatures and entered the city. Free City was even bigger than the capital of Terses. The streets and the buildings also looked more modern and refined. Maybe because there were a lot of people with different skill sets. On the streets, there were elves, therianthropes, dwarves, pixies, and a few members of the demon race as well.


The carriage passed by in the streets with Night on its roof, which caused a comical situation where people would point at him whilst laughing and whispering. Many of them found Night cute though. When they reached the city’s castle, Niria invited Arima inside and gave him access to its smithy in no time.


He briefly inspected the smithy, with all of its the tools, the stove, the anvil and thanked Alex for bringing him here.


"No problem," Alex said shortly and left as fast.


Arima cracked all of joints and took off his coat. "Let's begin. Night, for mithril I won't need your help, but for adamantite, your flame will be helpful."


"Sure."


***


The next day, Arima sat cross-legged and a silver glowing sphere hovered in front of him. Inside of the latter were varied mithril components such as a slide, a trigger, a magazine, and the frame of a big caliber handgun which looked a bit like a 44. magnum.


Arima exhaled and the sphere descended on the floor, with all of what was inside. Mithril could only be influenced by magic and to effectively use it, one needs to have great control.


"I got the hang of it," Arima said and looked at the parts on the floor. He was, evidently, trying to recreate firearms. If in this world with magic even swords could be powerful, there was no way that the deadliest weapon ever made by humans couldn’t became a fearsome weapon.


In Arima's world, guns were greatly advanced. Although the overall frame wasn’t very optimized and the bullets were still physical for the most part, there wasn't any casing or propeller with a primer. It only needed a certain type of energy that one charged the gun with. Additionally, the accuracy and recoil control were incredibly perfected.


The only reason Arima decided to craft guns was for the possibility to fabricate a rail gun which could also be called a plasma gun. With his lightning, it could become an extremely handy weapon.


So, he chose to create the frame of the gun with mithril and make the barrel with adamantite to be able to use a strong detonation to fire the bullets which were also made of adamantite, a heavy and tough metal. He had planned to make a handgun and a heavy rifle. Obviously, he had started with the handgun.


He took out more mithril and this time began to make the main components of the rifle.


"By the way, I wanted to ask you, why do you want to help this country that much?" Night asked while he was working.


Arima didn’t look away from big glowing sphere in front of him as he answered, "Because I want to."


"Well, I kind of expected that," Night said helplessly.


The next day, Arima finalized the frame of the rifle and asked Night to help him in the melting of the adamantite, to start forging the barrels. This time he needed to work on it with a hammer to temper it and turn it into a cylinder.


Afterward, he created a drill in mithril and reamed the newly created cylinder and rifled it too. He used the remaining melted metal to create bullets of which he already had made the molds for.


He finished that in two days.


The fifth day, Arima assembled the guns and ended up with a big sniper rifle that had a large cylinder barrel fixed inside a rectangular casing and a handgun that looked more like a hand cannon.


The sixth day, he enchanted those weapons with detonation magic which would activate when the trigger was pressed. He also created a scope and enchanted it to improve it.


The seventh day, Arima was staring at the two finished guns in front of him.


"What are you looking at so intently?"


"I was wondering if could bind these to my soul," he touched the weapon and answered Night’s question.


"Bind? Like your sword?"


"Yeah. Well, for now, I'll just try."


Arima grabbed the handgun and closed his eyes. He already had a soul weapon and a soul beast so it would be strange if he didn't understand a thing or two about souls. Ten minutes later, a fourth of the gun had become translucid. Only after another thirty minutes did the gun vanish and became bound to his soul.


Arima sighed. "Forty minutes. That god did it in a second with Karma," he looked at the rifle this time and did the same thing; it took him two hours for this one. Once he was done with that, he looked at the gun magazine in his hand; loaded with adamantite bullets.


He blankly stared at it for a while then started binding it to his soul as well and finished after twenty minutes.


"It worked…" Arima muttered. If binding the magazine along with the bullets worked then that meant he could get retrieve the bullets he fires and repair them in his soul indefinitely, and of course, they will also become stronger. In the end, he bound every magazine he had made.


"[Ira]," Arima called, and his handgun appeared in his hand. The two guns were called 'Ira' and 'Superbia', meaning 'Anger' and 'Pride' respectively.


He loaded Ira and aimed at a one-meter thick adamantite plate before firing without using any additional magic. A deafening sound resounded in the room and the bullet pierced through the plate and dug into the wall of the smithy. The noise jolted Night awake at the same time.


"Huh!? What's going on?! Where am I?!"


Arima rolled his eyes at him and looked at the hole in the plate. "This is stronger than I thought it would be…"


It had to be said that adamantite was one of the toughest metals in this world and he had used the lowest force his handgun could deliver.


"It's over?" Night asked and yawned.


"Yeah, let's go. I'll test Superbia later," Arima said. He grabbed his coat and opened the door. He groaned when the light of the sun reached his eyes.


Night followed him drowsily. "Let's go where? I forgot what we were supposed to do…"

            

    
        20. ''Next.''

    
    
    
    
                After leaving the smithy, Arima visited Niria to tell her that he had finished and would leave.


"Please remember what I asked," she reminded him.


"Don’t worry, I'll bring the Pope to you. I want to talk to him anyway, so I won't kill him on the spot."


Afterward, he headed to the elven town and quickly informed Elia that he would commence his plan and then left for the capital of Terses. The elven King was one more time frustrated because he couldn’t meet him.


He unhesitatingly cast Atlantis and was already looking at the capital of the Kingdom merely twenty minutes after he left the smithy.


"That was fast," Night commented.


"Well, we have a job to do," Arima uttered and walked toward the capital. After entering the city, he went straight to the castle. The guards knew about him already and were told to unconditionally let him pass.


Of course, the King immediately arranged a meeting, not in the throne room, but a private one with only the royal family and him.


When he entered the room, he was greeted by the Queen and her daughter along with the King who was now back on his feet.


"You're Arimane, right? I'm Raol Terses, thank you for saving me."


"Don’t mind it too much, I did it for a reason," Arima waved his hand and replied to the King.


"I see, then what do you want?" Raol instantly cut to the point.


"Well, for now, I want you to cooperate with the Alliance and help their integration inside the human territory,” he said as he sat down.


The King furrowed his eyebrows. "How do you want me to do that?"


"Simple, just open the gates of your country and let them live here with the same rights as your normal subjects."


"That would be troublesome. You know as well as I do that some nobles won't accept and the slave dealers are quite influential as well."


"That’s not a problem. In two days from now, you won’t hear about them anymore," Arima declared as if he was just stating an obvious fact.


The King wore a difficult expression and the Queen paled. "That would pose a problem as well…"


"No, it won't. I will just make them ‘disappear’. I will not do anything with their possessions. You can prepare someone to take over their place. That should minimize the damages. Of course, no one will ever know what happened to those people. It’s not like I’m going to eliminate every noble in the country. But, be sure that I will completely destroy the slave trade system."


The King began to ponder. Arima saved his life so it's a given that he would accept one of his demands but getting rid of the nobles was too risky and some of them were not even in the capital at the moment. Also, the war was still going on.


Arima smirked. "You might want to know something else; the Emperor and the Pope will also disappear during this bloody week."


The King shuddered and gazed at Arima. "…Do as you see fit. In the first place, I’m against slavery and the chase of other races, that was just my father…" He paused. "I will give you the information that I possess about them as well."


"I will gladly accept. That will save me a lot of time."


Following their agreement, the King gave Arima a list of names and the place they were supposed to be. Arima thanked the King and promptly left. He also had coincidentally learned that the person who put that cursed powder in his meal was the prime minister who had already been executed.


Whilst walking away from the castle, Arima looked at the list and memorized every bit of data on it. There were fourteen nobles and slave dealers who were on this 'to be eliminated' list. Seven of them were still in the capital.


He waited for the night to fall. For the first noble, he chose the most influential one. Arima arrived in front of a mansion and halted.


"[Vitae Index] (Life Index)," he used a detection magic and spotted each resident. There were around twenty guards and ten servants. He saw that the master of this place was having some fun with a woman upstairs.


"[Ira]," Arima called and pointed his gun at the mansion.


"What are you doing?" Night asked with a puzzled look.


"Cleaning effectively," he then fired exactly 21 times in four seconds. He had to reload while doing it but it was so fast, thanks to the soul binding, that no one would realize even if they were to look closely. Of course, he had made a soundproof barrier around the gun before firing to avoid waking up anyone.


The bullets he fired pierced through the walls of the mansion and hit their targets, destroying heads and hearts. Right after, he conjured exactly twenty-one range circles that absorbed the bodies and blood and sent them into his storage.


The ones he had killed were only the guards and the noble, as for the servants he just sent a wisp of concentrated aura to knock them out.


Then, Arima burned the bodies lying in his storage and spread the ashes in front of the mansion.


"Next," he whispered and faded in the dark together with Night.


***


After an hour or so, he purged every noble in the capital and the last target was a slave dealer.


While wandering in the streets under the night sky, Arima juggled with Ira.


"You seem to be having fun," Night casually commented.


Arima smiled. "Of course, it's fun for me to use this kind of gun. It’s a new experience which is also filled with nostalgy. Furthermore…" He smirked and looked at Night.


"How many can really say that they don't enjoy killing? Especially someone like me. No matter who it is, even the most innocent looking guy you can find has some violent urges. After a few kills, most will either fall into it or get used to it. I’m not saying you should appreciate robbing lives, but it’s just how humans are. They can be warm and cold, compassionate and cruel, clean and bloody. Killing is a primal instinct. And when that instinct is supported by our ideals, it is, undoubtedly, fun."


Night didn't respond.


Arima glanced at him and put Ira back in his soul. "Well, there’s only one left in the capital. But for this one, I will take a different approach."


A few minutes later, he arrived in front of another residence. This time he brazenly used the front door. The guard in front of it tried to stop him but before he could say anything his heart had been pierced and burned to crisp by a bolt of lightning.


Arima took Ira and fired in a random-looking way from an outsider’s perspective. But each of his shots were hitting a target and killed every single time. He leisurely walked through the corridors while shooting until there wasn't any guard left.


He stopped in front of a big door and kicked it open. The room behind looked like an office. There was a middle-aged man shivering in fear in the corner of the room. Arima walked to him, grabbed his collar and lifted him before slamming him against the wall.


"Look at me in the eyes," Arima uttered. His voice sounded almost metallic and could barely be considered human as it was closer to a growl.


Then, a blue flame ignited in his pupils. "[Penitentia Conspiciunt] (Penance Stare)."


He chanted and the slave dealer wailed in agony before turning limp and dropping on the ground. After his death, his eyes had literally been turned into stone.


Arima actually had taken the memories of this man and killed him in the process. What he wanted to by doing so was information about the groups that helped him set up his slave market. He figured that he might as well take care of those too.


He took care of the bodies and rejoined with Night who was waiting for him in the basement of the building. When he reached the bottom of the stairs, Arima spotted numerous men and women who were barely wearing any clothes.


Night was melting the cuffs and taking care of them. Most of them were beaten and full of bruises. Some women were even pregnant and they definitely weren’t so before being captured.


When Arima arrived, he separated humans and other races in two groups, he teleported the group of demi-humans to the elven town. He had already discussed a set-point of transfer with Elia. As for the humans, he healed them a bit and let them go wherever they wanted.


And just like that, Arima destroyed seven of his targets in one night without any sound or trace.


"Night, you go take care of the different bandits working for the slave market while I kill the rest. We should be done by tomorrow night if we clean the other cities and towns as well."


Night nodded and returned to his dragon form. He flapped his wings and turned into a red light that flew off. Arima moved afterward and teleported to the nearest town.


***


The next night, Arima and Night reunited at the capital. The two of them alone had gotten rid of forty-two slave dealers and racist nobles, along almost a hundred different bandit groups, in just two nights. Both of them had also encountered at least two A rank level opponents.


Another thing all of this resulted in was Arima's mastery of space. If he needed three seconds to transfer before, now he only needed one second.


"Going to sleep," he said the moment they were relieved of the first part of the plan.


"What are you going on about? If you wanted, you could stay awake for a month," Night retorted after turning back into a wolf.


"No, I need sleep. That's on the same level as my sugar intake. And even if I can sustain my body with mana, I'm still human and I have a brain. So, sleep is still important and advised," Arima said and rented a room at an Inn.


He didn't go to the Wing's Nest because he already knew that Aria had accepted to fight on the front lines.


"Anyway, we fight a country tomorrow," he uttered and laid on the bed.


"Yeah, sure. You'll most likely finish it in one day," Night quipped and Arima snickered.


"Maybe," he didn't deny but his voice contained a certain incertitude. "But if that Pope can do what I think, then it might be a bit problematic."


Night’s ears perked up when he heard him say that. Although he knew that there was always someone above, he was sure that there was no one on this continent that could match Arima. Even more if he accompanied him.


Arima grinned. "I hope it will be a bit fun at least.”
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                The next day, Arima directly went to the frontier. When he arrived there, he spotted some soldiers marching back and forth but there wasn't any battle occurring.


He looked around with his draconic eyes. "I might as well pass by the main battlefield."


Arima transferred to a place totally devastated by the skirmishes and magic assaults. There wasn't any big fight at the moment, but the two sides were clearly opposed there. After all, it's not like people fight each second in a war. Also, the magic in this world allows the use of large-scale attacks which can annihilate a great number of people in one go, so each side has to be careful in their actions.


Arima used a detection magic and determined that this whole battlefield stretched for hundreds of miles. The number of soldiers was around fifty to a hundred thousand on each side. The number of deaths amounted to twenty thousand on the Kingdom’s side and ten thousand on the Empire's.


Arima then teleported again and appeared in the sky, two hundred miles away from where he was just before. He pushed through every defensive magic formation he stumbled on and flapped his wings to stay stationary.


"[Superbia]," he called his rifle and pointed it at the ground. At the end of Arima's sight was a small fortified camp, he was aiming at a huge tent in the middle.


"[Gun Metuunt Blasphemantes] (Rail Gun)," he chanted and the barrel of his gun began to emit a dense black light. Inside the chamber of the gun, the adamantite bullet was vibrating and spinning at an unimaginable speed.


Arima pressed the trigger and the bullet flew along with all the plasma accumulated. The projectile became a huge black pillar that descended and literally annihilated the tent and everyone inside. After the pillar vanished, a bottomless-looking hole was left there.


Before anyone could react, the Empire’s chain of command had been destroyed.


"{How much?}" Night asked Arima during the resonance.


"40%."


Night felt a chill when he heard that. This meant that Arima had just used 40% percent of the gun's full potential without any enhancement circles and only lightning magic.


"That was better than expected," Arima smiled. He looked at his gun before storing it back. He glanced at the chaotic camp below. "This should be enough for now."


Following that, Arima headed to the nearest city because it was where the Emperor was temporarily staying. Once he reached his destination, he sneaked inside the city and quickly located the biggest structure with the most stationed guards.


Arima didn't want to waste time. He directly rushed in the open and killed the guards in front with Ira. According to the rumors, the Emperor was extremely strong. If he could kill him with a surprise attack, it would be a huge economy of time and effort.


He jumped really high and placed himself above the residence. He wasn't about to use Superbia. If the Emperor is as strong as the rumors tell, he should be able to avoid it because the only demerit of this weapon, along with Ira, was that the attacks followed a straight line. Even if the pillar from before was only 40%, it could be more powerful, but it couldn't be much wider.


"[Pentagram Caelesti - Clara Iudicium] (Heavenly Pentagram - Bright Judgment)."


Arima chanted and an enormous purple circle formed above the whole residence. On the latter was the famous and well-known depiction of a pentagram.


"[Ultimum Praecantatio - Stabat Nubes Perosus Intercisis] (Ultimate magic - Severing Cloud Pillar)."


Arima finished his chant and the pentagram glowed. The earth shook and a purple light blinded everyone around. The light seemed to be produced by anything that was under the circle. Any kind of matter under it would start to emit light on its own.


It lasted for a second before everything exploded into a frightening huge pillar that went as high as the clouds were. When the light died down, what remained wasn't a hole or a crater. It could just be described in one word; nothing. The buildings, and everything other than the soil and vegetation had been turned into to dust.


What was left was just a perfectly flat terrain. But Arima wasn't happy, he looked into another direction and clicked his tongue.


A man in his 40s with a few gray hairs was standing outside of the zone of effect. His body was in tatters and blood was dripping from the corner of his mouth. It was the Emperor. Although he looked like he escaped the magic, he actually barely saved himself with a spatial technique.


He looked in shock at Arima. To answer if the Emperor was strong, it was yes. His strength was around the eighth level. But the man he was looking at, almost killed him in one attack. He gritted his teeth.


"Liano!"


He called, and a big lion appeared. "[Resonance]!" The beast and the human alike shouted at the same time. When the resonance was over, the Emperor had obtained golden pupils and hair, his teeth and nails had been sharpened, and his body size had increased by two times.


He kicked the ground and charged at Arima. On the other side, Night had already resonated with Arima before even entering this city.


When their fists met, Arima held an obvious advantage. The Emperor felt a great pain coursing through his arm. He kicked Arima and the latter parried with his other arm and countered. For a few seconds that felt like minutes, the two clashed with their fists and kicks.


The shock waves of the fight destroyed the structures in a hundred meters' radius.


The Emperor drew the sword he carried at his belt and slashed at his opponent. Arima flapped his wings and retreated.


He stared at the Emperor and smiled. "My name is Arimane Blade," he introduced himself and summoned Karma.


The Emperor seemed to hesitate but eventually replied. "…I'm Kalsus Kation."


Arima nodded and wielded Karma skillfully. He swung his katana at Kalsus and the King responded by deflecting the strike with his sword and sending a punch to Arima's chest.


"[Propero]," Arima rotated and evaded the strike. He swapped Karma's sheath with Ira and pointed the gun at the Emperor's head. Kalsus's eyes narrowed and urgently tilted his head just before Arima could shoot. Exploiting that opening, Arima conjured a dark sphere of flames and lightning and hit Kalsus with it.


The Emperor was struck by a large explosion and coughed some blood. His resonance almost stopped there. At that moment, he had already realized that he couldn't win against Arima and now, he was seriously injured while the other party was still unscathed.


He pulled out a strange stone. It was golden in color and the size of a fist. He clenched the stone and broke it barehanded. After that, a golden aura enveloped his arm until the shoulder. He roared like a lion and the whole area became covered in a golden light.


Even Arima was pressured.


In the sky, a golden sun, the size of an entire castle, materialized.


Arima's eyes narrowed. ‘What the hell was that stone?’ He couldn't even use any spatial magic because that golden sun was disturbing space itself. He called back his scabbard and sheathed Karma.


He took an Iai stance. Black flames and lightning gathered, not only around his sword but also around him in a ten meters' radius. He also created a silver magic circle at his feet to stabilize and condense the fire and the lightning.


"[Terra Aeterna] (Eternal Night Over the World)."


Right when the golden sun started falling, Arima unleashed his technique. The two attacks clashed with one another. The moon was battling the sun.


The dark moon and the golden sun exploded together when they couldn't sustain themselves anymore. A huge shock wave spread throughout the city. The unfortunate souls that were still nearby saw their flesh literally melt. Countless buildings collapsed and some remnant energy set fire to the ruins.


Kalsus and Arima had protected themselves with their respective protective magic.


Arima scowled at Kalsus. "[Dimensiva Gradus] (Dimensional Step)."


He took a step on thin air and it felt like time stopped. The air around his feet cracked like a mirror, he vanished and reappeared in front of the Emperor almost instantly.


He grabbed his throat. "That was a good fight," he commended and his eyes flared with a blue flame. Kalsus’ eyes burned with the same light until they were petrified. In contrast with the slave dealer, he didn't raise his voice even once as he died.


Arima cremated his body and analyzed the memories he had just collected. His eyes widened then looked at some place far away.


"{What do we do? We have another problem now,}" Night said after skimming over the Emperor’s memories as well.


Arima released the resonance. "We'll have to go take a detour," he said to Night who reappeared as a dragon beside him.


"Let's go," he added and fixed his coat before teleporting away. Not to the capital, the Holy City, but a mountain not far from it.


***


Meanwhile, inside a strange golden room. A young-looking man was staring at an image reflected by some intriguing clouds.


That image was precisely Arima fighting Kalsus. The image displayed the whole fight until it lost sight of Arima.


The man dispersed the clouds. "Who is that human? He doesn’t have a soul imprint. Why?" He muttered and closed his eyes in wonder.


***


Arima was now on a snowy mountain with Night.


When he looked around, he sighed. "Why is he staying here?”


"Maybe he likes that kind of environment," Night guessed as he followed Arima.


They walked for a few minutes until they found the entrance to a cave. They stepped inside and the more they ventured, the wider it became until they arrived at a large open space.


And in the center, a huge shadow was lying down. When Arima and Night intruded its lair, the figure moved and approached them right away. When the creature’s head was just above them, they instantly recognized it.


It was a sky dragon. A sky dragon was hibernating there. In terms of size, it was even bigger than Jorga. His body was blue like crystal and he had similarly colored eyes with many contrasts to it.


"Human, why are you here?" The dragon spoke up. At that very moment, Arima felt it. This dragon was at the ninth level. The pinnacle of this continent.


For reference, Arima's strength was comparable to the upper class of level eight. When he resonates with Night, he can go up to the ninth level. He also had three hidden cards but two of them were things he didn’t wish to use if possible.


For instance, the Emperor possessed strength at the pinnacle of level eight as well, but his resonance was much weaker and Arima had also taken the first strike.


All in all, Arima wasn’t so confident in winning against this dragon. At least, not without sacrificing something.


He sighed. ‘But I have no choice, what a stroke of bad luck.’ He looked at the dragon. "Why did you become the guardian of the Holy City?"


What Arima had learned from Kalsus was that the Pope convinced this dragon to be their guardian in an unknown way.


The dragon frowned. "What will you do with that information?"


Arima scratched his head awkwardly. "Well, I'm kind of in the process of destroying this country, don't you pay attention to what's going on outside?"


The huge sky dragon had a sudden change in his expression. "You cannot do that!" He shouted and the cave shook as he moved his body. He seemed to be panicked more than angry.


"Do you have some kind of motive for protecting them?" Night asked.


The dragon looked at him and was momentarily stunned. "You are a noble one…!"


Night nodded in return and Arima remembered a certain detail. As a noble breed, Night was a respected existence among the dragon race.


"Tell us. If the Pope promised you something, I'll get it for you and he if is forcing you to help him, I'll take care of it."


The dragon turned toward Arima. Of course, he had already estimated Arima's strength to be similar to his own. He didn’t wish to fight as well.


"…He has my child. He dared to take it while I was absent for a day," he said while gritting his teeth, the sound echoed in the cave.


"Your child?"


"He still didn't hatch, he threatened to kill it if I didn't accept to become their guardian."


"That's all?"


"What?" The dragon glared at him.


"No, I mean, if I act, he won't threaten me with the egg because they can’t know that I have any connection with you. Actually, I just have to secure your child and then take care of the Pope after. You might be unable to sneak into the city, but I can easily do that," Arima said matter-of-factly.


"Ah…" The dragon realized that what he said wasn't wrong. "Then, I will have to trouble you… But if you get caught, I won’t be in condition to refuse their orders."


"Don’t worry about that. I specialize in assassination originally," Arima smiled. “Also, if you want to thank me, I would like you to preserve the peace in this continent in the future.”


The dragon nodded. "If you save my child, I will happily do that."


Arima left afterward. When he was outside the case, he stopped for a moment and breathed in.


"It went a lot better than I thought…"


"Indeed," Night agreed.


The two looked at each other. "This guy’s easy."

            

    
        22. ''What a real trade is.''

    
    
    
    
                Arima really went to the Holy City this time. When he arrived, he sneaked inside as planned. He jumped over the wall with a carefree expression and unnaturally mixed with the crowd as if no one could see him.


He strolled for a bit until he was standing in front of the church. Of course, he didn't need to go to the castle anymore since the Emperor was no more. The only one left was the Pope.


Arima mused while inspecting the church. "I need to take the egg back and I can't kill the Pope. Meaning that I can't destroy the building like last time, what a shame."


"I don’t think that destroying the place should be one’s first thought," Night retorted blankly.


Arima shrugged. "I’ll steal the egg tonight so that I can use Sicarius Umbra to its full potential."


"Well, I guess we need to wait now.”


Thus, the two waited for the night. Arima used his darkness magic and became a shadow before infiltrating the church. Night had to wait outside though.


Inside, he swiftly explored every room he passed by but he still couldn’t find the egg. He crossed paths with many believers living there instead. But none of them noticed his presence. He also noticed something else about these people.


‘These believers... they’re weird. If Elia was here to see them, she would probably only see one, never-changing color.’


While thinking of that, he tried to open a pretty big door in front of him. But when he touched the knob, his hand was repulsed by a magic field.


Arima was surprised and took a second to look at the door more carefully. He spotted a few magic runes drawn on it. He had been lucky since this door also possessed a detecting function, but it didn't trigger any alarm since he was still in his shadow form.


He began to consider how going through without alerting anyone. He didn't know if teleporting inside would activate a trap or not. He could at least suppose that there was a high chance for the egg to be in there. He could destroy the barrier as fast as possible then take the egg in the same way. But if the egg was not there, and he came to be detected, it could be troublesome.


He didn't take too much time to choose. He decided to look at the rest of the church before trying to break this barrier. If he can't find the egg then that means it's in this room or not in the church at all. In that case, Arima wouldn’t have any other choice but to interrogate the Pope directly.


After ten minutes, he had explored the entirety of the building and found nothing as expected. He located the Pope’s quarters but didn't find any dragon egg in the vicinities.


"Well, I have no choice anymore," Arima returned to the previous door. "[Dimensional Gradus] (Dimensional Step)," he intoned his magic end teleported on the other side. Apparently, nothing went wrong and he sighed in relief.


"…Fuck," but when he looked at what was inside, he cussed. There was a blue egg, two meters tall and one meter large, inside that room. There was no doubt on what it was. Unfortunately, it was placed in the center of a magic circle drawn on the ground. If the egg was moved then it would alert the one who drew this.


"Wait. I don't need to be sneaky now that I think about it. The egg is in front of me now…" Arima suddenly realized. He didn't hesitate and directly destroyed the circle with his aura and stored the egg. Of course, he checked if it was the real one beforehand.


"[Atlantis]," he then teleported inside the Pope's room. But when he reappeared there, he didn't spot his target. Or to be exact, the room was simply empty and silent.


At this point, Arima didn't care about people finding him anymore. He cast a perceptive magic that encompassed the whole church, but he still didn't find the one he was looking for.


He frowned and was about to conclude that he wasn’t here when he abruptly felt a presence behind him. He immediately cast Wild Spark to get away before turning around to look at where he was standing before. A man wearing a gray gown with golden motifs was standing there with a white light shrouding his hand.


He smiled ominously. "Who are you? Why did you rob the dragon's spawn?"


Arima smiled as well. "Well, because it would be troublesome if I had to fight the father to destroy your country."


The Pope's expression turned ugly. "Do you believe that an insect like you can destroy the Holy City? Don’t be delusional."


"You're the insect here," Arima uttered coldly. He slowly drew Karma and released his aura.


The Pope harrumphed and his entire body became shrouded in a dazing light. He waved his hand and shot countless beams of light.


Arima conjured lightning to clash with them and rushed toward the Pope with Karma in hand. The Pope formed a sword made of light magic and parried with Karma. The aftermaths of the attack broke every furniture in the room and the walls began to crumble. The two opponents exchanged one blow after another until the roof fell on them.


Arima used his aura to clear away the rumbles and so did the Pope.


"Ira," Arima called his gun and aimed at the Pope. "[Fulgur] (Lightning)."


Just like with his rifle, the handgun began to emit a darkish glow. When he pressed the trigger, a black ray of plasma and electricity erupted from the muzzle.


The Pope used a displacement magic to dodge and the bullet went through the wall behind him. It melted and pierced all the walls of the church until it stopped a hundred meters away from the building.


The Pope didn't have time to process what just happened when Arima fired again and swung Karma within the same action. He blocked the bullet with a barrier and met Karma head on. But what he didn’t expect was Karma cutting his light sword in two. The silver blade struck his chest and sent him flying before he crashing in another section of the church. He groaned and stood up as fast as he could.


He glanced at his injury going down from his left shoulder to his abdomen and laughed meaningfully.


"I don't know why, but it seems that you do not wish to kill me. That foolishness will be the cause of your downfall," he declared and the white light surrounding him changed into a dazzling golden one.


‘It's him who gave that stone to the Emperor?’ Arima instantly connected the pieces together. He also noticed that the aura of the Pope was mixed with something else.


"So, that's the power of a Pope, huh?"


"So, are we doing it or not?" Night appeared at his side and inquired.


Arima chuckled. "[Resonance]," the two chanted together and fused. When they finished their resonance, the Pope now looked younger and his hair had turned golden.


"I'll show you the power of my Lord!" The Pope bellowed and the whole church started shaking and the surroundings lit up. His raised his hand and two golden suns were conjured in the sky.


Arima looked at those two humongous spheres of light and scowled. ‘It is said that a Pope can use the power of the God in which he believes. That's some power he has there.’


"[Tenebris Dominium] (Darkness domain)," he chanted and his surroundings darkened, no light could illuminate the area around him. Even the one emanating from the two suns, the moon, or the starry sky. Only the red and silver color of his eyes could be seen in this zone of absolute darkness.


"[Infinitae Tenebrae] (Infinite Darkness)."


The same phenomenon occurred above him. Two separated zones of darkness emerged. But if one happened to circle those ‘zones’, they would realize that they were perfectly round. They were identical to the Pope’s suns; Arima had conjured two spheres of absolute darkness.


Arima and the Pope both waved their hands and the globes of opposite attribute clashed with one another. Each sphere pushed the other as if they were alive and were competing to see who would push back the other first.


Some people would think that the two sides were equally strong, but the Pope's expression stiffened as he watched the situation unfold. He saw that the brightness of his suns was gradually dimming.


And he was indeed right, it only took a minute for the two suns to be consumed by darkness. When that happened, everything burst apart and drowned half of the city into absolute darkness. Even the Pope felt scared by his sudden blindness. He tried to produce some light but each time he tried; it was immediately overtaken by darkness.


Then, he felt a shiver going down his spine. He slowly raised his head and his quivering eyes drifted left and right. Just a few meters away from him, a pair of red eyes was staring at him. In that instant, he had the impression to be the weakest being in the Universe and collapsed on his knees.


Arima walked to him and grabbed his head with one hand.


"Did you know? Light and Darkness are two very special magics. Light can reveal and abolish but darkness can bury and consume. When night falls, darkness wins," Arima said with an emotionless voice.


"I won't kill you but," Arima grinned peculiarly and his eyes glowed with an unusual light. "[Vita Venari]," he chanted and the Pope lost all of his strength before fainting.


Just after that, the darkness dispersed. Arima was standing in the ruins of the half-destroyed church. He was in a daze for a moment, then he looked at his own hand with a weird expression.


"Why did I do that?" He said out loud, in a strange tone. He was genuinely confused about his own actions.


Night released the resonance by himself and reappeared at Arima's side and threw a confused look at him. "What was that about?"


Arima clenched his hand. "I don't know, I did it without thinking. Vita Venari… Life Hunt, huh?"


"What did that magic do?"


"No idea, but, when I used it, I noticed that my physical ability increased to the ninth level and my mana pool expanded a bit," Arima replied after confirming his current state.


Night was shocked. He rushed to the Pope and checked his condition. "This guy… he doesn't have mana anymore and his body became as weak as a normal human."


The dragon’s eyes widened. "You actually stole his life force. It's not impossible to destroy the life force of someone but how did you assimilate it as your own?"


Arima shrugged in return. "I don't know, don't look at me like that. We'll think about it later," he casually said and woke the Pope up. "By the way, Night. Let me show you what a real trade is."


Arima used his most 'gentle’ smile and raised his voice. "Where is your treasury? I already know the Emperor's but I'm sure you have your own, right? If you tell me, I won’t kill you in a horrible way."


The now powerless Pope screamed in fear. "It's underground! In the very center of the church, there's a hatch under the carpet!"


"Thanks. Go sleep now," Arima said and knocked him out again.


Night's mouth twitched. "Don't tell me that's why you did all of this…"


"Nah, of course not, it's just a secondary reward," Arima innocently shook his head and dashed toward the treasury. Night sighed and followed him.


In the end, Arima stowed away all the contents of the treasury. He found a massive amount of money, enchanted crystals, ores, and metals that included mithril and adamantite. But he also obtained something that made him extremely happy as a craftsman.


"That's…" He looked at the big rock in front of him. "This guy had almost a unit of orichalcum."


Orichalcum was a metal that could evolve and upgrade another to an extreme level. For example, if a certain metal could withstand a ton normally, with orichalcum, it might be able to withstand twenty tons instead. But its greatest value was its magic-negation properties.


"I'll coat my equipment with it later. Especially my bullets."


After that, Arima burned down the church with a smirk on his face and headed to the castle to, of course, plunder the treasury. He found a lot of different things but nothing like the orichalcum.


"How much gold did you get in the end?" Night asked in curiosity.


Arima laughed like a greedy old man. "In terms of pure money, almost a thousand shining golds."


"You won't give any to the Alliance or the Kingdom?"


"Huh? What are you talking about?" Arima responded in a genuinely confused voice.


"I assumed that you would do that. You don't look like the money-loving type in my opinion."


"Listen, money doesn't make you happy, but you can’t be happy without it. It can be extremely useful in situations that you won’t expect."


"Your true thoughts are?"


Arima stared at him and paused. "…It feels good to have more money than others, especially when you took it from bad people," he admitted way too honestly.


Night sighed. "I don't even know if you're joking or not."


"Well, forget about that, money could help one day. It’s true. In any case, by the end of this week, the Kingdom should be able to absorb the Empire, our job is over. Our next destination is the Republic and its mother continent."


"Already? You're too energetic for a generally indolent guy who likes to sleep and eat sweets like a kid," Night grumbled.


"What? Don't tell me you're not curious about a bigger continent with more beasts and monsters?"


Night scowled as he reflected about it. "…It’s probably because of you."


Arima snickered and left the capital with Night while carrying the Pope inside his spatial storage like a luggage.

            

    
        23. ''Kind Demon.''

    
    
    
    
                "Here. Your egg," Arima said and put down the egg in front of the sky dragon. The large beast picked the egg up with telekinesis and covered it with his body as if he was trying to protect it.


"Thank you," he bowed his head


"It's okay. If you want to repay me, please look at this," Arima projected a map in mid-air with magic. "You see that location here? There's a war going on. I want you to go and help a bit."


"Which side?"


"The Kingdom, of course. The Empire is not even a country anymore.”


"Hum, well, if you ask. I will gladly do it. But why don't you do it yourself?"


"I'm lazy," Arima replied unhesitatingly.


"…" The dragon was speechless in front of his shamelessness.


After returning the egg to the dragon, Arima directly left to the Alliance. He visited Niria and offered her the unconscious Pope.


"Thank you very much," she exclaimed in a very excited voice.


"What will you do with him?" Arima questioned with a strange expression.


She tilted her head. "I'll torture him, of course," she stated as if it was obvious.


"Y-yeah, right…" Even Arima became awkward because of her sincerity. He glanced at Alex next to her who for once let go of his expressionless face and sighed helplessly. Arima forced a cough and looked away. "I'll borrow the smithy for a bit."


"No problem. Use it freely."


Arima started working on the orichalcum the moment he reached the smithy. He first refined it with Night's help. Coating something with orichalcum was actually pretty easy but it took time. He started off with Karma.


He just had to dip the blade into the melted orichalcum and hammer it until the metal ‘magically’ fused with the sapphire, which wasn’t really a metal, but it worked the same. Technically, that sapphire was an alloy after all of the alterations it underwent during Karma’s forging process back in the old world.


For the frame of the guns, it was even easier. Because to fuse orichalcum and mithril, only magic control was needed. The biggest problem resided in the barrels made of adamantite. After dipping it, he had to re-ream and re-rifle it after hammering it again. For the bullets, it was as simple as it would get. He just melted the already existing bullets and mixed the melted adamantite and orichalcum into a mold.


He finished in a day. When he left the smithy, he stumbled upon Niria who was waiting for him at the exit.


"What's wrong?"


"I'm here to tell you that the Alliance has already begun to integrate with the humans," she said with a smile.


"Already? That was faster than I thought."


"It's because a sky dragon suddenly appeared in the battle and wreaked havoc. We still don't know why though."


"Oh, seems like he got carried away," Arima mumbled and Niria’s fox ears twitched.


"Carried away?"


"Nothing. That's all you wanted to tell me?"


"No, actually someone wants to meet you," she shook her head and pointed at a little girl standing beside her. She had pointed ears, red eyes, and small fangs.


‘She's from the demon race,’ Arima said inwardly. "Now that I think about it, she's here from the beginning. Who is it?"


"My mom," Niria answered with a bright smile.


"Sorry?"


"My mom," she repeated herself without changing her expression.


Arima scrutinized the little girl then Niria again. His head moved back and forth. Night did the same and they both repeated the same motion a few times.


"…I'm impressed," he finally opened his mouth and Night nodded.


"About what?"


"I always thought that loli mothers were just a legend," Arima blurted out.


"What's a loli?" The little gi… Niria's mom asked.


Arima observed her and squinted his eyes. "You don't need to know. What is your business with me?"


The loli demon scowled but soon remembered why she had come to meet him. "I'm here because my husband, Free City’s King, along with the Elven King and the Human King all want to thank you for your good work."


"I understand. And?"


"And we want to give you something in return. To be frank, you’re the person who was behind the scenes of basically everything. If we don't reward you, one way or another, we will feel like the whole continent is yours."


"I see, what do you want to give me?" Arima followed.


"We know that you don't need any money or materials after we saw the capital’s treasuries bei-"


"I don't know what you're talking about," Arima interrupted her and feigned ignorance.


"Y-yes…" The loli wore an awkward smile. "In the end, we want you to make a demand and we will do our best to meet your expectations."


"Something I want? I don't think there's something..." Arima put his hand on his chin and contemplated for a moment. He suddenly thought of something after a few minutes of awkward silence.


"I heard that if at least two different rulers recommend someone to the guild, they can promote their rank. I want you to promote me to S rank."


"We can do that… it would mean that we'll have to owe a small favor from the Republic, but that's fair enough for a reward after your plundering," she muttered and Arima’s lips twitched at the end of her sentence. "What about your title then?" She asked afterward.


"My title?" Arima was unaware of what it referred to.


"When a mercenary is promoted to S rank, he is given a personal title. I would like to know the title you want."


"Oh, I see. You can choose it yourself. I don't have any idea," Arima nonchalantly waved his hand and the loli slowly nodded her head.


"I understand, we'll find a title that suits you. It should be done by tomorrow. You can go check at the guild by then," she said and left almost immediately.


Arima bid goodbye to Niria and then visited Elia and Lifa one last time. The King had a meeting with the Human king so he wasn't there. He was most likely going to explode the second he learns that he had visited.


Right after, he went to see Jorga.


"How are you supposed to fulfill the favor you promised me if you leave the continent?" That was the first thing the serpent asked.


"It's okay if you call me. I'll come back immediately."


"You do realize that the continent you're going to is at least five thousand kilometers away, right?”


"It's okay, I can teleport back unless you call me when I'm in a fight or in a situation where I don't have enough mana." Arima naturally replied.


"Well, it’s true but… you didn’t have spatial marks last time I saw you. You’re growing fast… So? Why are you here?"


"I'm going to the Republic for a day. Can you train Night a bit in the meanwhile?"


"Ah?" Night exclaimed. "Wait! I never heard about that!"


Arima ignored him. "I want to you to help him break through to the eighth level."


"Don't ignore me!"


"Sure, I can do that," Jorga accepted and Night grunted.


"All right. [Altera Rationem Terram] (Next Dimension Territory)," Arima chanted and a colossal amount of mana poured out of his body. He then disappeared from the forest along with Jorga and Night.


***


Arima was smiling and Jorga and Night were scowling at him.


"What happened?" Jorga asked with a puzzled voice. He was sure that he felt something like teleportation but he realized that he was still inside his forest.


"Keeping things short, I brought you in a parallel dimension by creating a rift in space. It's one of my trump cards. In here, I can use my strongest magic without worrying about killing millions, and I also can detain people here. But I can only sustain it for around a day until all of my mana is spent,” Arima explained.


Night and Jorga listened with blank eyes. They were on the same side at the moment. Staring at Arima as if he was a monster. Although Jorga lived for thousands of years, he never invested his time into dimensions. But he knew that it wasn't something a person should be able to do so easily.


Arima clapped his hands. "Have fun," he laughed and exited the dimension. Jorga and Night were left alone. They looked at each other and Night helplessly transformed into a dragon.


"Let's go, we have twenty-four hours," Jorga said and smirked.


***


Arima reappeared in the forest and directly made his way toward the Republic. Before arriving, he made sure to hide the mana that was surging out of his body.


In the city’s streets, no matter where he looked at, he could see merchants selling products.


"That’s a marketing country for sure," he remarked and his eyes fell on a certain booth. He approached it as if he was in a trance.


"Hey, can I buy all of that?" Arima beckoned the owner and pointed at a case full of white chocolate.


"Yes, five golds for everything."


Arima easily gave the coins away and left with all of the chocolate. He began to eat it while sightseeing. He had a day to wait to get his S rank designation so he decided to go to the library one more time. This time, to look for information about the continent where he was about to go.


He kept reading until noon and he went to sleep at an Inn straight after. He was too tired because he hadn't slept before taking care of the Pope and his mana was continuously leaving his body to maintain the connection with the other dimension.


***


Meanwhile, in a big room, three people were sitting around a table. One of them was a fox man, another was an elf, and the last one was human.


"What kind of title should we give to a guy like that?"


They were in the middle of a heated discussion.


***


The next day, Arima woke up realizing his connection with the other dimension was severed. He promptly teleported to the Great Forest.


When he arrived there, he saw Night lying on the ground. He had successfully broken through the eighth level. His body had become bigger. His scales and claws looked stronger and his wings’ nets seemed toucher as well. The red lines on his body also became brighter.


"You worked hard."


"Yeah…" Night replied while gazing at the sky with a deadpan face.


Arima turned toward Jorga. “Thanks for your help.”


The serpent laughed. "I don’t mind it. It was a refreshing experience to train someone, so you don't have to thank me."


"I see. Let's go, Night," Arima called and Night groaned before returning to his wolf appearance which was also bigger than before.


"Until next time, Jorga," Arima waved his hand and returned to the Republic. He went to the guild along with Night and walked to one of the receptions.


"Hello, I'm here to update my rank and register my soul beast," Arima told the receptionist. He was taking the occasion to register Night and give him an official identity while receiving his rank.


"Welcome, your card please," the receptionist requested. When she took the card and saw the information on it, she froze and then searched hurriedly for a paper on her desk. She looked at it with a serious face. "Wait a moment, please."


A few minutes later, she came back with a silver card in her hands and handed it to Arima.


"Congratulations on your promotion, sir. You're now an S rank," she smiled and bowed politely.


"Thank you," Arima grabbed his card and put it away. "What about my soul beast’s registration?”


The receptionist took out a form. "Can you bring your soul beast here?"


"Sure."


Night usually stayed outside because he was too big to use the door. In the end, Arima teleported him inside. The receptionist wrote the information about Night on the form and issued another card.


"By the way, I'm supposed to have a title, right? What is it?"


The receptionist smiled uneasily. "It's written in your card, didn't you see?"


"Oh, my bad. I didn't pay attention," Arima took out his card and read it carefully. "…Huh?"


***


At the same time, in a white room accommodated with only a fireplace, a table, and two sofas were seated the old god, Azes, and the unknown goddess, Zesta.


"Have you looked at what that human has been doing recently?" She asked while drinking some unspecified beverage.


"No, I had work to do," Azes replied nonchalantly.


Zesta slammed her cup on the table. "He destroyed a country already! He has no record in the human world and no soul imprint. If it continues like that, he will be noticed by the other Gods. No, I'm sure one of them already did."


Azes laughed. "What a promising human."


Zesta sighed. "Do you know the title they gave him?"


"Hm? What is it?" The old man was curious.


"They called him…"


***


"Kind Demon?" Arima read his title with a raised eyebrow. "What the hell is this? No wonder that receptionist was so awkward about it."


He had already left the guild and was now moving through the streets with Night.


"Isn't that good? It describes you well. Whether it is the 'kind' part or the 'demon' part," the black wolf commented.


Arima glared at him and stored his card. "It’s here," he looked at the front and changed the subject. They had arrived at the harbor of the city. He looked around and saw many docked ships.


"It's time to go," he cracked his neck. "It's been a long time since I had this much expectation about something."


"Which is?"


Arima's smirked. "I want to meet stronger people. Have fun, you see."


Night exhaled loudly then grinned as well. "Then let's go. What are we waiting for?"


Arima chuckled and the two resonated together. They flew off toward the sea and the sonic boom startled everyone in the city. They only managed to spot a shadow gradually moving away from the coast.

            

    
        24. ''We're off to a great start.''

    
    
    
    
                It had been an hour since Arima left and he was still crossing the sea. Even with his extreme speed, he still needed at least three hours to reach his destination. He couldn't teleport because he had no idea where he would appear.


While he was flying, he suddenly spun in the air and broke his momentum forcefully. His sudden brake created a depression on the surface of the water.


There was a giant tentacle blocking his path. And after that, seven other tentacles surfaced and circled him.


"Damn octopus," Arima said and looked downward. A shadow was gradually getting bigger under the surface of the water and a giant circular mouth surfaced and threatened to swallow him.


"Superbia," he summoned his rifle and pointed it at the behemoth’s mouth. "[Gun Metuunt Blasphemantes]."


He chanted and pressed the trigger. A big pillar of dark energy surrounded by lightning pierced through the giant octopus’s body and destroyed its brain. The large creature died instantly and its body started floating above the water. Its body measured around thirty meters and each of his tentacles were twenty meters long.


Arima looked at the carcass and pondered a bit before landing on its head.


"{What are you going to do?}" Night asked.


"Normally, his life force should still stay around him for a moment. I thought that I should try that."


Arima placed his hand on the octopus. "[Vita Venari]," he chanted and his eyes glowed. He felt his body getting slightly stronger.


"It’s insignificant compared to the quantity I received from the Pope. Maybe it was because he was a bearer of a god's power that I received that much," Arima guessed and glanced at the octopus’s corpse. He waved his hand and stored it in his storage after freezing it.


While he was using ice magic, he suddenly felt something strange. When he checked what it was, his mind went blank.


"{Arima?}"


"It’s not only my body and mana that improves, my elemental affinity also changes. I just checked. My light affinity increased by at least two-fold and just now my water affinity was raised by a few levels as well."


"{Then, doesn't that mean you could gain absolute control over all elements?} Night was also shocked.


Arima grinned. "This power… I don't know where it comes from but it looks like it will be entertaining. But I think it's only really profitable when I absorb the life force of people as strong or stronger than me," he alleged and resumed his travel.


During his next two hours of flight, he met a few other sea-monsters. He killed them and took their life force afterward. When he finally spotted firm ground on the horizon, he had already harvested seven large beasts and his water affinity increased by a fold.


When he arrived on the continent, he landed on a beach and blew the sand away. Wherever he looked, he could only see a rocky area. He wondered if he should scan the continent but gave up on the idea. From what he read, there were people on this continent that were, without a doubt, stronger than him. Apparently, the ranks of the guild could go up to SS, SSS, and even Z.


Arima decided to go deeper into the continent. From what he read; this continent was as big as Russia in the old world.


He continued to go further inside for ten minutes until he reached a jungle area. He frowned and went inside. He stumbled upon a few insect monsters in there. He could kill them with a single bullet from Ira. Thanks to the orichalcum, the power of his weapons increased by a large amount.


He advanced like that until he found a monster which could resist his bullets. It was giant arachnid. It looked at Arima as if he was its prey. The spider opened its mouth and let out a screeching sound.


"Shut the fuck up," Arima muttered and shot a black beam at the head of the spider that exploded in a rain of light blue blood. He then lowered his gun which still had a few strands of electricity sparking around it.


"I never liked spiders anyway," he grunted and resumed his walk until he got out of the jungle.


The moment he left the shadows of the thick trees, he arrived at the boundary of a barren land. As far as the eyes could see, there was only a desert.


"What the hell is wrong with the natural formation here? Is this the biome generation of a crappy game?" Arima snapped but still stepped on the sand with an unflustered expression. The reason he was walking instead of flying was to probe the terrains.


When he completely left the jungle’s vicinities, the ground trembled and huge amount of sand erupted. Arima couldn't see a thing until the sand fell. His pupils trembled and narrowed when he recognized the thing that dragged that sand. In front of him, there was a giant centipede staring at him and ready to attack. Its fangs and antennas moved and made a nasty noise.


Arima’s expression twitched several times before he hastily teleported away. He reappeared in the sky, almost a kilometer away from the ground.


"{…Is it just me or were you scared just now?}" Night was holding back his laughter while asking.


"…" Arima was silent as he rubbed his face. "You see that thing down there?"


"{What about it?}"


"Imagine the same thing but a lot smaller. Suppose there’s around a hundred of them. Imagine them crawling at lightning speed while making that noise as they climb your body and-"


"{It's okay! I get your point!}" Night interrupted him before he could say anything else.


Arima sighed and looked at the ground. A normal person wouldn't be able to see that far, but for him, it was a piece of cake.


"I should have done that since the beginning. We're off to a great start," he complained a bit and looked around. He spotted a small town a few dozens of miles away from his position. Right next to the desert.


Arima plunged and flew in that direction at great speed. As he was approaching, his expression drastically changed. He wagged his wings and lightly landed in front of the town’s gate.


He looked at the guards and frowned. "What is this?"


The guards at the gate weren't humans. They were goblins, kobolds, gnomes, golems, lesser undead… In short, they were the monsters classified as the weakest.


When Arima appeared before them, he was still in his dragon form. He stunned the guards before they quickly started shouting.


"Enemy!"


When Arima heard that, his already strange expression changed even more. He had heard them talk. He didn't really care about that fact particularly. After all, if they could build a town, they sure had a way of communication.


What shocked him was that he heard them like actual humans speaking in fluent English. He began to really think that Azes might have given him something more outrageous than he thought.


"{What is all that about?}" Night questioned, confused.


"{Looks like we ended up in the monster territory. Perhaps we deviated a bit too much from our original course while hunting,}" Arima scratched his head.


This continent was special in its land repartition. Basically, it had three different territories. One of them belonged, of course, to humans and all of the other races. The second one was home solely to beasts. The last territory was the one Arima was in right now; the monster territory.


Arima ended his resonance and observed the town and the stiff expressions of the monsters guarding it. When he turned back into a normal human, a black and red noble dragon also stood next to him. The monsters almost fainted at the sight.


"Hey, if you have a chief, bring him to me. I want to talk," Arima spoke up. He assumed that if he could understand them, then they could also comprehend his words.


As expected, the monsters became restless when they heard a human speaking their language but they still called for their chief. They would have done it anyway.


In just a minute, a strange monster arrived. It was an old looking and small monster with blue skin. Arima acknowledged that monster as a sage goblin, an irregular goblin mutation; commonly intelligent and magically gifted.


"Why did you ask for me, human?"


Arima smiled. "Nothing much, it seems that books aren't enough to describe correctly the situation on this continent. So, I want to ask you some questions."


The old goblin closed his eyes and inhaled. "Come in," he said and turned his back to Arima as he went back inside the town.


Arima followed him and everyone kept their distance. Night shapeshifted to a wolf again. Lately, he had started to get used to this body to the point he felt like it was more comfortable than his original form.


Arima quickly appraised the housing while following the goblin. They were all made of clay, stone, or wood. It was just some rustic constructions to be honest.


The old goblin led him to a house only made of wood. Considering the craftsman ship, it was quite luxurious compared to the other houses. Inside, Arima sat on a wooden chair and the old chief walked around in the room.


"So, what do you want to know?" The goblin asked after throwing a log into the fireplace. He sat down and waited for Arima to speak.


"Well, first, where am I right now?" He asked and the goblin's eyes widened.


"From there?" He exclaimed but followed by telling Arima where they were.


This town was named Rolec. It was situated at the rear of the country. The weakest monsters lived there. Apparently, if you go deeper into the continent, you'll find stronger monsters who are battling humans and beasts every day. There was also what you could call the ‘front lines’ separating each territory. But it wasn’t really a war. It was just something that became normal for everyone; fighting at the frontiers.


"So, you guys are the monsters who don't fight and stay back in the territory?”


The goblin smiled wryly. "Yes, you could say that."


"I want to ask you something. You are a monster. I won't doubt what I'm seeing with my own eyes. But I never heard of monsters capable to be so civilized."


"You're not wrong, but at the same time you are," the old goblin shook his head. "Us monsters have a lot of carnal desires from birth. At first, we lived by those rules. But something like that can also be said about humans. If you humans were to grow in the wild, you too would become like us to a certain extent. We became monsters in first place because we were treated as so by others."


Arima reflected about it for a second. "Fair enough," he leaned his back on the chair and smiled. He pulled out some sweets from his storage and began to eat.


"What should I do?" He mumbled to himself. He glanced at the blue goblin. "Tell me about the motives of each side."


"Motives?" The goblin tilted his head.


"The reason they're fighting against each other."


The goblin mused for a moment before answering awkwardly, "The beasts want revenge against humans because they were being used as living weapons… The monsters also want revenge against humans… And from that, beasts and monsters also fight against each other because they're not always on the same page… I think that's the main reason."


"If you want say something, say it," Arima bit on his chocolate and urged the old man to verbalize his thoughts.


The goblin was silenced. He opened his mouth after a few seconds. "…It's the humans’ fault."


Arima burst out laughing and Night sighed. "It's funny. Really," he restrained his laughter and smiled. "It's hilarious how humans are always the problem of everything," he sighed lazily. "Why do I feel like the world is telling me to take care of them?"


"What do you mean?"


"Forget about that. Give me every single bit of info you have about the humans’, the beasts’, and the monsters’ leaders."


The goblin took a crude paper to write on and started telling everything he had learned from his precursors.

            

    
        25. ''I'm just a bit eccentric, not crazy.''

    
    
    
    
                "What are you planning?" Night asked Arima while staring at the piece of paper summarizing the old goblin’s stories. They had been given lodging after the chief finished to talk.


"Why are you saying it as if I'm going to do something bad?"


"So?"


Arima shrugged. "I don't know. I don't care about their petty war and I have no intention to stop it either. I've come here to have fun, not to stop every conflict I come across. I'm kind, but I'm not that benevolent."


"Then what are you going to do?"


"Simple, now that I discovered that I can steal life force, I'm going to hunt the people who deserve it. But because it would create an imbalance between each side, I'll do it for the three of them," Arima casually explained.


"You aren't going to anything to the humans? That's not like you."


"Of course, I will bully them a bit. Enough for them to lose, but not slaughtered," Arima smiled and Night looked at him.


"Your new title really suits you after all."


"What is that supposed to mean?"


"When you're not kind, you're just a demon. That's what I mean."


Arima's expression darkened. "Can you stop that? In my world, being called a demon can be cool but to most, it's just embarrassing."


"That's true isn't it?" Night tilted his head. "When you're too lazy to help, you just think of a way to kill them in a way that won't disturb their fight. Isn’t that terrifically demonic?"


"Yeah, yeah. If you want," Arima waved his hand, and chanted subject. "Where do you want to go tomorrow?"


"Why are you asking me?"


"Well, because I don't know where to go first. Even though we are in the monster territory, there are a lot of different places we can visit. So, I'll let you decide."


Night mused with his eyes directed toward the roof. "Then what about the Lilin territory? They are rumored to have quite a lot of life force and I'm slightly curious about them."


Arima smiled and nodded. "I’m curious as well. We'll go there first then.”


***


The next day, Arima asked the goblin for a map of the continent. But unfortunately, they only had one for the monster territory.


"That's good enough," he said and memorized the map’s content. He resonated with Night and directly flew off in direction of the Lilin territory.


That place was where the infamous incubus and succubus lived. Their position in the ‘monster hierarchy’ was pretty high because their racial abilities basically amounted to controlling others.


Arima's target there was the succubus Queen. Of course, if Arima chose her, it meant that she deserved it. That Queen's hobby was seducing and enslaving anyone from other races and 'play' with them in any way possible until they died.


Lilin people were humanoid monsters with intelligence. Since birth, they are gifted with great beauty and inducing pheromones. Their appearance is human-like with a pair of bat wings and a tail. They are considered as monsters in this world instead of demons.


Their domain was a thousand miles away. So, Arima estimated that he would take around forty minutes to go there. While he was flying across the territory, his eyes suddenly flashed with a strange light. He hastily turned his head toward a certain place and stopped flying. Soon, a huge wave of spirit swept over him. He did his best to conceal his aura and presence and stopped his breath. All with a stony face as if it was a habit.


"{What was that?}" After the wave vanished, Night questioned it.


"A scan. Someone just scanned the entire country as I did back then with World Index," Arima responded after resuming his flight.


"{How strong was that?}"


"Above that sky dragon we met. I'd say that the user was at the tenth level."


Night kept his silence for a moment."{Can you beat him?}"


Arima grinned. "I can’t be sure. But if he ever finds me in his path, then I will gladly show him one of my strongest magics," he declared and flapped his wings, resulting in a blast of flames and lightning as he accelerated.


***


Half an hour later, Arima spotted a gloomy forest on the horizon with a tall tower coming out of its center as if it was the biggest tree of all. He felt a detection array set-up across the whole area, so he landed outside of the forest and ended the resonance.


He and Night hid their presence and aura and went inside. The moment they stepped inside the forest the surroundings changed in a strange way.


"Illusion, huh? That's fitting of them."


"How do we break it?" Night asked in his wolf form.


"We can't. If we break this, we'll be marked. We also can't see through the illusion and bypass it because there are mindless monsters wandering around and fights will reveal us," Arima sighed. "We only have one choice."


He started walking on the natural path that was offered to him and Night.


***


An hour later. 


"…It's a pain to infiltrate this place," Arima complained. They had been walking for an hour and had only found more and more paths. They had turned to the right or the left at least a thousand times.


When Arima was really considering nuking this damn barrier, he heard footsteps and voices coming from ahead. He swiftly hid behind a tree and Night ran after him.


The footsteps came from a couple of persons. One was a man and the other a woman, both greatly beautiful, with wings and tails.


Arima rejoiced interiorly. ‘Lady luck didn't abandon me.’


He wordlessly walked out from his cover and stopped in front of them. The incubus and succubus were surprised at first when they saw blocking their path. But when they realized ‘what’ it was, their face brightened.


"A human! How can one be here?" The woman exclaimed and waved her tail excitedly.


The other laughed. "Humans are pretty rare and this one is quite handsome; we could give him to the Queen… What a shame, it's a man. He's yours."


"Hehe," the woman laughed coyly.


They talked, completely ignoring the human smiling in front of them. They treated him already as their possession. If they thought about it a bit, they would doubt why a human had purposely revealed himself in front of them. But they couldn’t care less about that at the moment.


"Hey, sweet human," the woman approached Arima and spoke with a honeyed and enticing voice. She clung to him and tried to charm him with both her magic and pheromones. She didn't realize the man she was trying to seduce didn't change his expression a single time.


Truthfully, Arima's eyes and mind were fazed for less than a millisecond. He didn't even bother to use magic to defend his mind, his powerful spirit alone was enough to destroy the work of that succubus.


His eyes flashed with a cold light. He moved quickly and pierced the woman's chest with a spear hand and directly destroyed her heart.


"Sorry, I'm not fond of people trying to fiddle with my mind."


The succubus stared in shock and the arm that was piercing her. She could still survive if she healed herself immediately, so she grabbed Arima's arm in an attempt to get it out of her chest.


"[Vita Venari]," but before she could do that, Arima stole her life force and she died almost instantly because of it.


The incubus behind her was alarmed and immediately tried to run. But Arima grabbed him by the throat with his bloody hand. "[Penitentia conspiciunt] (Penance Stare).”


Arima first checked the life force that he took. "It seems that it's true. Their life force is really something. Although they were weak so I didn't get anything significant, but it's unquestionable that they have superior life force in terms of quality."


After that, he looked into the memories of the incubus.


"Are you messing with me?" He frowned with a darkened expression. To go through the barrier without being detected, one only needed to turn left every time.


"It's not a fucking labyrinth!" Arima snapped. “Well… to be exact, we have to turn left 99 times and then turn right… That’s still bullshit.”


He cremated the bodies and began to turn left at every fork. It took him ten minutes to arrive at a vast town surrounded by large and sturdy trees. The whole time he kept cursing under his breath.


"Can you stop already?"


Arima fell silent and looked at the town. "How do I go in?"


"Eh? What do you mean?"


"I'm a human, in case you forgot about it."


"Oh, yeah. I indeed forgot about that. So, what?"


"…If I go in, I'll just be targeted and chased before I can do anything. They seem to be good with illusion so concealing my appearance is kind of hard," Arima glanced at Night. "And you don't help."


The wolf looked away.


"Can't you just go inside my soul?"


"No," Night replied without hesitation.


Arima sighed and mused for a bit then his eyes became blank. "I decided. I’ll just destroy the town first."


"Oi."


***


In the end, Arima and Night resonated and did their best to retract the scales without deactivating the resonance. The sleeves of Arima’s coat were also restored in a second. He already had bound his clothes to his soul, so their enchantments had improved by a huge margin. After that, he used a projection magic, which is only a visual camouflage, and the best illusion he could use to change his wings.


"{What about the tail?}"


"Can't we just a grow a tail ourselves, a dragon one, and do the same as we did for the wings?"


"{Now that I think about it, we never tried to resonate the tail. We can try. It’s worth a shot.}"


Two hours later, Arima now had a meter-long dragon tail.


"This is cool. I could use that in a fight. It can be helpful in a lot of situations."


"{Yeah,}" Night agreed.


"But this one is too big to be concealed."


"{…}"


"…"


They took another thirty minutes to shrink the size of the tail and change it before entering the town. He didn't go through the main gate because they may ask who he was so he sneaked inside and blended with other people in the streets.


"This doesn't feel like a monster town at all," Arima remarked after looking around. The only thing that stood out were the members of other races following succubus and incubus as if they were some slaves. But, oddly, most of them had satisfied expressions.


Arima wandered around. People would look at him sometimes because he was a bit unusual but none of them realized he was human. He then arrived at the center area of the town and observed the tower which he had already seen before landing in front of the forest.


He estimated that this tower was around two hundred meters tall and twenty meters wide.


Based on what he had learned from the incubus he killed, this tower was, as expected, the residence of the Succubus Queen and the Incubus King and all of their children.


Arima put his hand on his chin and pondered whilst looking at the tower. "Although it was half a joke to blow up the town, this tower shouldn't be a problem."


"Half a joke? What do you mean by half? And why do you always decide to destroy the building if you can?" Night retorted and Arima shrugged.


"What? I'm serious. It can appear to be a bad move but it gives you the initiative and the first strike, which is the most important things for an assassination. But still, I don't want the Queen and the King to die by that or it wouldn't be fun for me."


"If you're doing all of that just for fun then you're crazier than I thought."


Arima smiled. "I'm just a bit eccentric, not crazy."


"I don't think that's better. Even more if you admit it."


"At least, I think it's better than denying it. Anyway, tonight, I'll try something that I still haven't had the right opportunity to test," he turned around and walked away from the tower with a smirk of his face.

            

    
        26. ''Messor.''

    
    
    
    
                While he was trying to find a place to stay in, Arima happened to come across a gathering of people in the plaza. Since he was curious, he went there to see.


"Please, put your bid."


He heard a voice. It came from a pale man with fangs over his lips.


"Vampire, huh? If I'm not wrong, they are a kind of cousins to the incubus," Arima mumbled.


The vampire was standing on a platform with a beautiful girl at his side. She was around fourteen years old with silver hair and eyes. She was dressed in an extremely flashy way and she definitely didn’t seem to be the vampire’s companion with that glum look and the cuffs around her wrists.


"10 white silvers!" A wealthy incubus shouted from the crowd.


"11 white silvers!"


"15!"


It seemed that even monsters used human currency. As a matter of fact, a lot of slave dealing in the monster territory was done in connection with the human territory. People continued to raise the number like that until it stagnated around sixty white silvers.


"Is that an auction for that girl?" Arima wondered. That girl’s aura and presence wasn’t simple at all, but her appearance was totally human. "Well, not my problem…"


"{Wait,}" when Arima was about to leave, Night stopped him.


"What's wrong?"


"{That girl, can you buy her?}"


"…Night, I don't know if dragons have sort of puberty phase but-"


"{That's not it!}" Night interrupted him before he could say more. "{That girl, I feel a familiar connection with her.}”


"Familiar connection?"


"{Yes, similar to when we met the sky dragon back then.}"


Arima frowned. "Are you saying that she is a dragon?"


"No, I'd say she is half dragon. If you want an image, it would be something like when we resonate. Half human, half dragon."


"Hm," Arima mused. "Alright. But you will take care of her.”


"{…okay.}"


"You hesitated, didn’t you?"


"{…no.}"


Arima sighed and looked at the pedestal and the girl ‘displayed’ on it. She also looked at him with an indifferent expression for almost a minute.


"Tch," Arima and the girl both clicked their tongue at the same time.


"{Huh? Did I miss something?}" Night was confused.


"No, I think we just both realized that we were similar."


"{Oh my god… No. I don’t want a second you. I take back everything I said.}"


“Oh, shut up,” Arima retorted and raised his hand. "1 shining gold,” his voice wasn't loud but everyone clearly heard him and looked at him.


The vampire selling the girl grinned in delight. "If there isn't anyone to make a bigger bid, this product will go to this person," he announced and everyone stayed silent. "Good, then this gentleman here has won today's auction," the vampire declared and led the girl to Arima.


Arima took out a coin which seemed very precious from his storage and gave it to the vampire. The vampire observed it and instantly noticed it came a from a different continent. But it still had the same value here so he didn’t even comment about it, even though he knew for a fact this currency couldn’t possibly be owned by an incubus. He smiled and left, leaving the girl behind.


Arima and the girl looked blankly at each other for a moment. "Follow me, first I need to change that outfit of yours," he uttered and turned around. The girl looked at his back and followed him silently.


After that, he bought her a dress. When he told her to decide on the color, she glanced at him and chose black. After an hour or so, he finally booked a room in an Inn for him and the girl.


"For starters, what's your name?" Arima sat down and began to eat as usual.


"Lanya Leana," she replied with a calm and composed voice.


"Oh, cool name. How old are you?"


"Forty-six."


Arima almost choked on his chocolate when he heard the response.


‘Again?!’ Arima screamed in his head. He observed Lanya with a more serious look. Now that he looked closely, this girl seemed young at first sight, but she wasn't that small and her figure gave off a mature impression.


"Let's cut to the main point," he said and ended his resonance with Night. The black wolf appeared in the room. Lanya seemed slightly surprised. "He told me that you are half dragon, is that true?" Arima pointed at Night and asked.


Lanya stared at Night and nodded. "To be exact, it's an inheritance."


"Oh, like Jorga, huh? Just asking, from who is that inheritance?"


"Chronepsis."


"Ah? The Dragon God of Eternal Law?" Arima blurted out. ‘Isn't that from an old game?’


"Yes," Lanya answered with a nonchalant nod.


"Then, how strong are you?"


Lanya shook her head this time. "I couldn’t completely master my inheritance so I'm only at the seventh level."


"I see. Night will train you later," Arima stated and laid down on his bed.


"Eh? Why me?" The wolf abruptly lifted his head at the mention of his name.


"You said you would take care of her, then you'll train her," Arima replied as if it was obvious.


"Aaah, right, I said that," Night suddenly felt like he had done something annoying for himself.


Arima stared at him with deadpan face. “Why did you even ask me to buy her seriously?”


Night could only stay silent when he heard that.


"I will be in your care, master," Lanya bowed to Night and actually showed some respect.


Arima's expression twitched. "Why are you so respectful to him?"


"Because it is thanks to him that you decided to bring me with you, right? I saw it. You were ready to go and you suddenly stopped. When you said it was master that told you, it's easy to understand what happened," she suddenly fired out her argument and Arima’s expression fell.


"You're not only annoying but you're also smart, that's a bad combination," he said and closed his eyes to sleep. Lanya watched him for a while before going to bed as well.


***


During the night, Arima and Night left the Inn without Lanya. Arima set a quick barrier around the room before leaving.


“Look, you’re so nice that you put a barrier to protect her,” Night jested and Arima glanced at him.


“I’ll remind you I that I bought her at an auction. If there’s a fellow out there who seriously wanted her, he’ll probably kidnap her even if he has to kill me,” Arima rebutted and Night blinked.


“…true.”


The two resonated and rushed to the center of the town. When they reached the tower, Arima didn't hold back and used a detection magic on the whole tower, he marked every person inside and released his aura and mana.


"[Altera Rationem Terram] (Next Dimension Territory),” before anyone in the building could react, he directly transferred everyone that he marked into another dimension.


When the Lilin people peeked through the windows of their tower, they didn't notice anything strange. But if they had observed carefully, they would realize that there was no one in town anymore. Not only in town, but also on the whole planet, which wasn’t a living being in this other dimension, obviously.


Arima didn't lose time. He teleported just in front of the tower's wall. Then his left hand began to produce a strange and ominous black mist. Afterward, a perturbing phenomenon occurred with his hand. The flesh melted and the bones took over. He then placed his skeletal hand on the wall of the tower.


"[Cadere in nihilum aeternum] (Fall to nothingness eternally)," he started chanting.

"[Mors non capit in aeternum] (Death will catch you eternally)."


The walls of the tower began to turn black.


"[Ossa aeternum grandem faciam pyram] (Bones will pile eternally)."


The whole tower was now engulfed in a black mist and the screams echoing from the inside added to the eerie scene.


"[Dispergat] (Scatter)," Arima intoned his last keyword and the tower turned into a cloud of dust that scattered away.


When the tower vanished, numerous skeletons fell on the ground and piled up to form a small mountain of bones. Only two people were left alive, glaring in fury and shock from the sky.


Arima turned his head toward the two survivors and smiled. ‘Death magic is really hard to control after all. I need too much time to activate it,’ he thought of his magic and shook his left hand to get rid of the mist. His hand then strangely regenerated.


Death magic could be compared to necromancy. It was the power to control the dead and shoulder death. It’s also the source of curses.


"You! Who are you?! Why did you kill my children!?" The Queen shouted with a loud voice.


Right now, Arima had his appearance fully revealed, black scales, dark wings, and the tail of a dragon. Of course, the Queen would be confused by that.


"Messor (The Reaper)," Arima smirked and responded in Latin.


The Queen gritted her teeth. "What is that supposed to mean!?" She released her aura. Her strength was equivalent to the ninth rank, but just the lower class. Meanwhile, the King also released his aura in a silent fury, which was around the pinnacle of the eighth level.


The Queen's pupils glowed with a pink light and stared at Arima in the eyes.


He became dazed for half a second before recovering his mind. "As expected from the Queen, you got me for half a second," he mocked her.


The succubus already had lost every ounce of reason. Now she only wanted to torture this despicable man and kill him. She flapped her wings and dashed toward Arima at the speed of the sound and sent a kick that blew off the skeletons on the ground and shook the houses around.


Arima dodged by shifting his body backward. At that exact moment, the King took the chance to strike and conjured a magic circle behind him.


Arima drew Karma out of nowhere and literally slashed the magic circle before calling Ira and shooting at the Queen.


During the second where the Queen and the King weren't attacking, Arima pointed his sword at the sky. Karma glowed with a silver light and the sky became covered in dark clouds, ready to discharge lightning.


The succubus glanced at the sky as thunder roared. "[End of Dreams, Final Wish, Eternal Hope, Endless Despair]," she chanted and the area in a mile’ radius was distorted. Her figure, along with the King, became blurred and Arima suddenly received a kick to his side. His eyes widened in surprise when he spotted the Queen grinning at him from the corner of his eyes.


Before he was sent flying though, Arima grabbed her leg with his tail and used the momentum to throw her away while in mid-air. He crashed on several houses and made them collapse. The same thing happened with the Queen.


Arima flapped his wings to regain his balance. ‘She set a massive illusion array.’


"[Lux ab oculis meis] (Eyes of Light)," Arima buffed his eyes with Light magic and instantly spotted huge rocks falling from the sky at an extreme speed. ‘Earth magic, huh?’


Arima swung Karma and conjured Aeterna, destroying all the rocks to smithereens. Just after that, he called Superbia and fired at a silhouette in the distance. The black pillar of plasma and electricity soared but before it reached its goal, the target had already disappeared.


‘Missed,’ Arima recognized that his Light magic only allowed him to see the truth in a limited area.


Just after he shot with Superbia, the Queen charged at him and tried to kick him in the neck. He swiftly swapped to Karma a blocked the strike with the blade. He then engaged in a close combat with the succubus.


They gave back each blow, one after another. Just after twenty seconds, the place they were standing was already a small crater. At that point, they were both injured. Even Arima couldn't avoid injuries but he was still better off because his clothes were healing him continuously.


All of a sudden, the Queen pushed her illusion magic to the maximum and disappeared from Arima's sight. She pulled out a dagger and tried to stab him in the heart. At the same time, the King restrained Arima with earth magic.


Arima managed to move his body when he felt the danger but was still stabbed in the abdomen because of the King’s restrain. But before the couple could do anything else to him, he teleported away.


He couldn't go anywhere farther than a few hundred of meters because both the incubus and succubus were restraining space with their aura. Additionally, teleporting in a fight usually wasted a lot of mana but Arima had a lot to spare.


When he teleported, he glanced at his healing abdomen and smirked. His eyes flashed with a blackish light and the clouds outside of the illusion began to rumble. Lightning fell everywhere in town and forced the Queen and King to fall back. Each one of those bolts of lightning were strong enough to destroy a small hill.


"This farce is over," Arima said and his aura exploded and disturbed the illusion around him.


"[Conteret eum, Rakshasa] (Destroy it, Rakshasa)," he chanted and a figure began to slowly emerge behind him. The figure was a strange monster with six arms and fangs protruding from his mouth. He was covered in blood as he growled. He held a large scimitar in one of his hands and slashed the air with it.


The illusion instantly broke apart and Arima recovered a normal vision of the world. He looked around and saw the Queen standing a mile away from him, chanting her magic. The King was doing the same, in the opposite direction. One was in front, the other behind.


"[Earth entrails]!" The two finished at the same time and the ground in a mile’ radius cracked and transformed into countless spikes and shrapnel that attacked Arima from all directions.


His eyes lighted up and his surroundings exploded.


"[Agnitio Vultus Unum Centum] (One Hundred Parade)."

            

    
        27. ''Then let's go.''

    
    
    
    
                After Arima intoned his magic, his body emitted a bunch of different colors. Around him, tens of lines of chants wrote themselves in a dark red color. Each word shined strongly and a destructive aura crushed every attack aimed at him.


His appearance had also changed. He became taller and burlier and the scales on his body became radiant. Each one of his injuries already had healed and his clothes were restored as if nothing ever happened to him. And even worse for his opponents; he seemed stronger than before.


Arima smirked. He took a step forward and disappeared. His figure reappeared next to the King who he kicked and sent flying away. The incubus crashed in the middle of the town’s ruins and formed a crater with his own body. He was full of injuries and could barely keep consciousness as he tried to lift his head.


All of this happened while the Queen only had the time to turn her head to look. She was shocked and before she could say or do anything, Arima already was already in front of the King lying on the ground. He beheaded him with Karma and absorbed the life force flowing out.


The succubus could only watch helplessly as her husband was killed. She suddenly realized that she was now the only one remaining in her family. The reality struck her and she started crying.


 "Why?!" She shouted at the man who killed her family.


Arima looked coldly at her. "You don't need to know why. You can cry for the death of your loved one but you don't have the right to cry for injustice," his voice sounded ethereal as if he was talking from every direction.


Those words hit her violently. She bit her lip and charged at Arima with all of her strength. She tried to create an illusion but he destroyed it with a wave of his hand. She tried to attack him with earth magic, but her attacks crumbled away before even reaching their target. Then, she tried to stab him but the blade of her dagger broke when it touched his skin. From the beginning to the end, Arima didn't move and silently watched.


"How? How did you become so powerful?" She asked weakly and dropped her dagger.


Arima huffed. "You don't have any use for that information."


The succubus fell on her knees and closed her mouth. She decided to wait.


Arima was slightly impressed. He called back Karma and Ira and walked toward her. He grabbed her by the collar and lifted her to stare at her eyes.


"[Take a look at your own sins. Penitentia conspiciunt]," he chanted and his eyes ignited a blue flame. The Queen’s eyes began to petrify and she died after she shed her last tear.


Arima collected her life force and ended the resonance. Night reappeared as a dragon and looked quite exhausted. Arima rubbed his nose with his hand and when he looked at his fingers afterward, there was blood on them.


"As expected, that technique is a bit troublesome."


The One Hundred Parade was a magic that needed both Night and Arima to work together. When the two are fighting, even their minds become one, which gives them the ability to create a parallel thinking process.


This magic makes use of that ability. First, Arima needs to channel his mana and concentrate his soul at the same time. Next, Night has to conjure a hundred different enhancing magic and activate them all the same time.


In combat, Night keeps the magics active while Arima fights. The only problem with that magic is the toll put on Arima's body and Night's spirit. At most, they could use that technique for maximum an hour without breaking down.


After finishing off the Queen, they rested for around half an hour. Arima burned every corpse in the dimension to avoid it being sent back in the other side and discovered. This way, the Lilin people will merely think that they disappeared and will never reach the point where they are sure that their rulers were killed by a particular individual.


After stopping the connection with the dimension, Arima and Night returned to the silent and calm town that hadn’t been damaged a bit.


Arima quickly teleported back to the room he rented. He laid down on his bed and fell asleep. He didn't care that Lanya was quietly watching him. Night flopped on the floor, as a wolf, and instantly fell asleep as well.


***


The next day, Arima woke up early. He glanced at Night and Lanya who were sleeping and left the room. He climbed on the roof of the Inn with a simple jump and sat down.


He closed his eyes and checked the life force in his body. He circulated it to stabilize his body. He had already realized that his body now was around the mid-rank of the ninth level. His affinity with earth magic improved to the same level as his light magic. His mana pool expanded by only a hundredth though.


While he was busy familiarizing with his new strength, the entire town was restless. The King, the Queen, and some of their children had vanished and were nowhere to be found.


Arima had actually left some people alive in the tower. Not by compassion, but after he carefully chose. First of all, he didn't kill the slaves that were in the tower and also didn't do anything to the children who were not guilty or too young.


As for how he knew who was innocent or not, it was thanks to the combination of darkness, light, and mind magic. When one has bad emotions or the opposite, he would have a part of darkness, or light, bigger than the other.


Basically, with mind magic, you could pry into the spirit to see if there's more darkness than light. If there’s a larger portion of darkness, then the person is quite dangerous and malicious. But that magic doesn't work on everyone and isn't 100% effective. But Arima had no qualms using it.


In the end, the royal family was now broken apart but because there were some children left, one of them would inherit the throne soon.


Arima thought that he should leave soon. He could easily teleport outside now that the Queen was dead. It was only when he had to enter that he had to be cautious anyway. While he was meditating, Night woke up too and jumped on the roof to join him. He sat beside him and yawned.


"So, where do we go now?"


"As I said, you choose."


Night sighed and mused. "What about vampires? If you still want people with a strong life force, it's not a bad choice."


"No, I won't do anything to the vampires. From what I see in the Queen's memories, they're not ‘angels’, but they aren't corrupted or really dangerous. They usually stay in their territory and they also barely fight humans or beasts. They only do so to drink blood," Arima opened his eyes and explained; he had finished refining the life force.


"Oh? I thought that you would attack them nonetheless."


"Could you stop treating me like a nasty selfish guy? Do you have any other suggestion?"


"Hm, the undead region then," Night proposed. "One more time, in terms of life force, they aren’t bad. They’re undead because they are driven by pure life essence after all. Also, one more point is that undead are as mindless as they are ruthless. They also can gain comrades from other races' bodies, so it's not a bad thing to reduce their strength a bit now."


"Good idea," Arima processed every information he had about the undead in this continent and smiled. "Maybe I will be able to learn a thing or two about death magic."


"Maybe," Night nodded. “I just ask of you to not lose control and annihilate every life on the continent.”


"It’ll be the last place I visit in the monster territory," Arima ignored Night’s remark and changed the subject.


"By the way, Arima, we go there on foot?"


Arima glanced at him. "I thought that you would never ask. It's good that you already took the title of master," he smiled. "I’m okay with that. There’s nothing to rush. Train that girl as much as you want. Ask me if you want any help."


"Thanks."


Arima stood up and returned inside the Inn. He saw that Layla was still asleep so he left to eat something in town while Night went out to hunt for his own food.


***


In a gloomy castle, a man with white skin, black hair, and red eyes was mannerly eating his lunch whilst drinking blood. He was, of course, a vampire.


During his lunch, a steward entered the room and bowed.


"Your Highness, I have something to report."


"Say it," the 'Highness' answered calmly.


"Yes. From a report I received, the Succubus Queen and Incubus King disappeared this night without leaving a trace along with some of their children. Soon, I think a new King or Queen will rise to the throne," he reported shortly with a steady voice.


The vampire, who was about to sip on his glass, froze. He looked seriously at his servant. "Do you know how they disappeared?"


"No, Your Highness. There was nothing hinting on what could’ve happened. We can't be sure that they weren't assassinated, but it's unlikely because killing them would be impossible without leaving a single trace if we consider their abilities. If someone really killed them, then I don't know…"


The vampire drank his 'beverage' silently. "What kind of person could do that, huh?" He completed his servant’s sentence and smiled. "Interesting."


***


Back at the Lilin town, Arima and Night reunited at the Inn after an hour. Lanya was waiting for them there.


"The training will start today," Night said to her in a sort of professional way. "We will head to the undead zone on foot. You'll fight with every foe we come across. I will only help when you're about to die."


"I understand," she nodded then pointed at Arima. "What about him?"


"I will support Night’s tutoring if necessary and if you ever fall in a situation where you're both in danger then I'll act. As for the rest of the time, I'll just stay behind, eat some snacks, and do some enchantment while observing," Arima smiled brightly.


"…fine," Lanya acquiesced.


"Then let's go," Arima clapped his hands. A circle covered the floor of the room and the three of them were immediately transferred away.


They reappeared outside of the town, on the outskirts of the forest surrounding it. When they teleported, it took a few seconds for Lanya to react. The scenery around her changed from an Inn room to a rocky plain. She was dumbfounded. She never even heard about someone capable of casting this kind of magic so easily and quickly.


Now, she couldn't even dare to doubt that man’s strength. She was aware that something happened in the town last night and that he was involved, but she didn't get the chance to learn what occurred. She was gradually starting to feel frightened by him and she didn't know why exactly.


Night looked at her and tried to calm her down. "Don't worry, he's not a bad person. He is the type who knows how to wield power."


Maybe it worked, but she at least stopped overthinking it.


"Hm," Arima hummed and spun in place with a pensive expression before pointing in a certain direction. "Go in that direction for… around two thousand miles. If we count, sleep, fight, and your average speed, then maybe it will take around a week," he uttered and smiled again.


"Eh?" Lanya exclaimed just after that.

            

    
        28. ''Madman?''

    
    
    
    
                One day later, around two hundred miles away from the Lilin town. 


Lanya was desperately fighting a huge goat-like monster with a rapier. Even though monsters could be civilized, a lot of them still lived mindlessly in the wilderness so Lanya had to fight endlessly since the beginning and was quite tired. This monster looked like a goat on its two hind legs. He had some horns and was around three meters tall.


"Your breathing is too hectic. Slow down your footwork. Your steps are too far apart. You wanted to use a rapier so stop trying to slash with it, fall back and pierce. Your magic is light, use it to confuse your enemy in close combat. If you are far away, use magic before trying to rush at the opponent…" Night instructed without any wasted breath.


While Lanya was struggling, Night just kept reprimanding her. There was always something wrong. She also had chosen to use a rapier as a weapon so Arima took out a random one from his storage, surprisingly it was of great quality. His storage already contained too many things. A rapier was just at the top of the pile.


While Night was taking his role of master, Arima was behind, sitting down on the back of a big lion he had invoked. He was silently working on his bullets. This time, he was directly engraving on the bullets to enchant them.


Meanwhile, Lanya finally pierced the head of the seventh level monster and fell on the ground panting. She was full of injuries but she was healing quickly. Actually, at this level, her inheritance only gave her a healing ability, a slightly better physique, and the power of light.


"We'll take a break," Night said after looking at Lanya. She breathed in relief and took out some food from her own storage and began to eat.


Night walked toward Arima and called him, "Arima, can you help me a bit?"


Arima took his eyes off the bullets he was engraving. "For what?"


"I want to try to awaken her inheritance but I think I need your help for that."


Arima smiled. "What do you want me to do?"


"When I was training with Jorga, he told me that to awaken an inheritance, one needs either time or talent. But he said there was a quicker approach. If the person is in a situation where the inheritance sleeping inside their body is shaken by a strong external force, then it will react."


"Oh, Jorga told you that? Fine I can do it."


Night nodded. "Then, you can do it in an hour or so," he said and began to eat with Lanya. Arima observed the scene and smiled before going back to his work.


One hour later, Arima approached Lanya. "You'll spar with me now. It's a suggestion from your master."


Lanya slowly nodded without saying anything. The two readied themselves a hundred meters apart. Night created a small and weak fireball and threw it upward.


"When it touches the ground…" he stated and Lanya nodded while Arima squinted his eyes.


When the fireball exploded on the ground, Lanya took the initiative and kicked the ground. But she froze in her tracks when she was about fifty meters away from her opponent. Arima had just released his aura in its full potential. The sky was already darkening and Lanya couldn't move under the pressure.


Night frowned at the sight but he didn't say anything to stop them. If Arima said that he'd do it then it was already the same as done.


Arima didn't move but released his second spiritual force, his mana pool. He discharged it, just in a two hundred meters' radius, but it could still be seen by people outside. The release of the mana pool usually creates a sort of smoke around the user. Arima's pool was colossal. It was even enough for gods to sweat.


Most monsters who saw the extremely dense mana pool of Arima didn't flee but immediately kneeled and stopped moving altogether while the stronger ones just avoided that zone or just ran in the opposite direction.


It was the same for Lanya, she fell on her knees helplessly. Her body and mind were already being crushed by the aura, now it was her spirit. Seeing that mana pool, she felt like an insect.


When she heard why Night didn't want to go inside Arima's soul, she couldn't understand. But now, she perfectly realized why. Arima clearly didn’t have any problem releasing his spiritual forces but she already felt like she was going to fall unconscious at any moment.


"It's not the end. Hold tight on your spirit. Don't let it go. This is my only warning."


Lanya barely heard him and braced herself. Then, for the first time since he came to this world, Arima released his killing intent.


***


In a creepy castle, the wealthy vampire from before suddenly stood up and had disbelief written all over his face.


"Your Highness…?" A maid in the same room muttered weakly whilst trembling.


"It's impossible! That’s not killing intent anymore! What the hell is this!?" The vampire shouted as his eyes glowed fiercely.


***


In the beast territory, a land dragon opened his eyes and solemnly stared in the distance.


Not far from him, a strange beast had the same kind of reaction.


***


In the human country, a man calmly visiting the guild quarters stopped moving. Around him, a handful of A rank and above mercs were also shocked.


"This is too dense to be called killing intent," a calm old man commented and everyone looked at him. He was one of the strongest beings on this continent. The only SSS rank, the Archmage.


***


Inside an elven temple, a young woman was silently meditating until her face abnormally paled.


"Priestess!" An elder elf barged into the room with a panicked countenance.


The 'priestess' waved her hand to calm him down. "…It would be a slur to call it killing intent," she uttered and stood up.


She walked to the elder. "This is bloodlust. Massive and pure. I don't know anything about the person capable of releasing something like this," she paused. "But I'm sure he's terrifying enough to have a mindset capable of hating and slaughtering the entire world," she bypassed the elder and left the room.


"That's just… irrational," she added before leaving the temple.


***


Arima's bloodlust spread around the whole continent. Every person on the continent shivered in fear. Even if they weren't strong enough to actually sense it, they would still be struck by a sudden and unknown fear.


The elders to the babies, every single one of them felt it. The children would cry for no reason and the animals would hide in fear.


For the first time, and maybe also the last time, every single person in the continent was awake at the same time. They shared a common emotion, without exception; fear. It was like there was a blade pressed against their neck, forcing their instinct of survival to wake up.


But the most affected were Night and Lanya. Night was right next to the source but he was still fine, he was born from Arima's soul after all.


But Lanya felt extreme fear, extreme weakness, extreme fatigue, and extreme pain. She instantly fainted. She collapsed and Night was about to go help her when Arima stopped him. His eyes were filled with curiosity and even a little bit of awe. Soon after, Layla’s body moved by itself, although her mind was not there, and stood up.


Her eyes turned into silver lights and the same glow began to light up every part of her body. Her body began to transform, she became taller and her hair grew. Sparkling silver scales formed on her body until the neck, some even appeared around her eyes. She grew a silver tail and a pair of wings of the same color.


It resembled Arima’s resonance but basically in a different color. When she finished her transformation, she stared at him with her draconic pupils. But her look was way too sharp, and Arima immediately noticed it wasn’t really her at the commands.


"…Human, you're dangerous. You aren’t strong or invincible, you just are something that can only be considered as an anomaly," the voice that left Lanya's mouth sounded like an old man’s.


'Lanya' pointed at Arima. “In other words, you're a madman.”


Arima was stunned at first, but he followed with a chuckle and then started laughing.


"Me? A madman?" He grinned. "No, you got it wrong. Didn't you say so yourself just now? I'm an anomaly. I'm not a madman. I'm just different. Since I was born, since I was able to think by myself until today, I've never changed my beliefs even once."


He shrugged. "I was born like this. I was more than a madman already in the first fifty years of my life, I worked hard to be like what you're seeing right now, you know?"


'Lanya' furrowed her brows. "Then aren't you just faking your own personality?"


Arima smirked. "No, not even a single one of my emotions is fake. I just make them appear at will when I require them. If I think that I need compassion, I will be kind. If I think that I need cruelty, I will be ruthless. If I think that I need love, I will be caring. I’m the literal description of logical thinking."


'Lanya' and Arima stared at each other for a long time.


"I know it will happen, so I'll tell you right now. You're doomed to be chased by Gods, Earthen Gods and Heavenly Gods alike," 'Lanya' declared and the silver light vanished. The transformation ended and what was left was a beautiful silver-haired woman lying on the ground.


"That's an interesting advice," Arima said after the silver light completely dispersed.


He had already stopped his spiritual forces from going wild and everyone on the continent breathed out in relief.


"I’m not sure, so I'll ask. How am I supposed to react?" Night deadpanned.


"Don't react. That's always the less energy-consuming way to react," Arima lazily replied and Night sighed.


Arima walked toward Lanya, healed her and woke her up. When she saw him in front of her, she shivered and urgently retreated but she lost her balance because of her new body and fell again.


"It will take some time for you to get used to that change," Arima said to her. "And also, you should take this," he threw her a new set of clothes. Of course, because the clothes she wore before were now too small, and kind of failed to do their job.


When Lanya realized in what state she was in, she was stunned for a while. Embarrassment started to accumulate as she blushed. When she still had her mouth open to breathe in, Arima conjured a black box around her that blocked the sound and image coming from inside.


"She'll be even angrier if you make her shout for nothing," Night commented.


"I'll be annoyed if someone shouts at me for something that isn't my fault," Arima retorted, he jumped on his lion's back and resumed his work.


A minute after, Lanya got out of the box wearing a sort of gray magic armor and a black skirt. She glared at Arima. "You could have killed me with that," she didn't raise her voice that much but she was visibly furious. Her voice also sounded a lot less childish than before; soothing and soft.


"That's why I warned you before doing it," Arima replied whilst working. "In any case, if you had really died, I would have revived you in time. You don't need to worry."


"Sorry?" Night exclaimed and Lanya was speechless.


"As long as your soul isn't destroyed, or maybe already harvested by the Owl's, I can revive anyone as long as I do it in less than ten minutes after death. I tested it once. It takes ten minutes on average for a soul to degrade and disappear," he explained indifferently.


"…what the heck is an Owl?" Night asked after a moment of silence and Lanya continued to stare blankly.


"'Original World Law'. That’s what he said at least. Anyway, we'll depart in one hour. Make sure she can use her new power by then."


Night groaned. "Sure…"

            

    
        29. ''Are you messing with me right now?''

    
    
    
    
                Lanya was fighting every monster they met. She was now at the eighth level strictly in terms of life force and she almost was as strong as Night once she used her draconic form.


Although her instincts were nothing compared to his, she was slowly improving thanks to his training. After the awakening of her inheritance, Lanya’s light magic became silver in color and her magic output increased a lot.


With their new speed, they arrived at the undead territory a lot faster.


"It still took three days though. If it was me, we would have arrived on the first day. I even took the opportunity to scan the continent while releasing my killing intent so I could have done it instantly as well,” Arima casually said. He wasn’t trying to bring her down, but to motivate her.


Night laughed dryly and Lanya's expression reddened in shame, or anger, or maybe both.


"Still, that's an undead zone for sure," Arima remarked after he looked around. The whole place lacked any kind of verdure. The grass was blue and yellow, the trees didn't have any leaves and their trunks were practically rotten. Even the atmosphere seemed to be of a different tint. The landscape looked like a savanna overall.


"Where are the undead?" Night tilted his head and asked.


"Under."


"Ah?" Night looked at the ground and tried to use a detection magic. He clearly freaked out when he used it.


"What's wrong master?" Lanya was curious and was about to inspect the underground when Night hurriedly stopped her.


"You don't have to look…” He looked at Arima. “How many?"


Arima pondered and raised one finger, then another one, and then two others, before showing his hand to Night.


"Four? Four thousand? Million?”


Arima shook his head. "Fifty million per finger."


"What's wrong with your scale?!" Night shouted. "No, wait! Fifty million?! Two hundred million?!" Night suddenly realized and Lanya also was shocked when she heard the number.


"Yeah, at least for the perceptible ones. There were two hundred million of them," Arima said and lightly stamped. "All down there."


"Seriously? What are we supposed to do now?"


"Well, this zone is quite vast. It even goes until the frontlines. I also don't want to eliminate all of them. Getting rid of two hundred million zombies sounds really tiresome. I'll just aim for the strongest. The undead possess a leader and it's thanks to him that they can more or less remain as a territory. Of course, that leader can control zombies but not all of them. I assume he can only make them stay in a limiter perimeter but has no way to order them to attack something or someone," Arima explained what he had learned and deduced from the succubus’ memories.


"Are you going to aim for that leader?" Lanya asked and Arima glanced at her.


"No. I said I won't make any imbalance. I'll just head toward wherever that leader is supposed to be, and then I'm sure we'll find some high-rank undead there."


"Where is that supposed to be?"


"When I scanned this territory, I spotted only one edifice in it."


"An edifice?"


"Yeah, it looked like a mausoleum. It's most likely a sort of castle here. It's around another thousand miles from here," he said and turned toward Lanya. "Of course, we'll go there on foot. You can fly now, but you still need more training on the ground."


Lanya was speechless, she felt abnormal around those two.


"The undead only reveal themselves at night apparently," Arima added before mounting his summoned lion. "So, this is for you."


Arima snapped his fingers and mana surged out of his body. His aura was condensed into a pillar that pierced the sky. The clouds gathered and completely covered it. The worse was that the black thunder clouds he had summoned were extremely dense and suppressed every ray of light emitted by the sun.


"What-!" Lanya wanted to stop Arima but the ground under her feet cracked open before she could. A hand surfaced and grabbed her ankle. She lost her cool and instinctively used her magic. The hand and its owner were turned to ashes by the silver light.


Arima and Night leisurely burned every zombie below them before they could even get out and observed their surroundings. Countless undead crawled out. Humans, animals, beasts, monsters, all of them had bones and flesh missing. Some of them were just bones, others were just a lump of flesh.


"Wow, what a 'cool' sight. Well, good luck," Arima took out some mithril and began to work on it.


Lanya didn't even bother to say something. She directly transformed and attacked the undead with light magic, which worked pretty well on them. Then, as before, Night coached her while Arima kept working behind on his summoned beast.


They kept going on like that for around ten hours. This time it really was night time and Arima dispersed the clouds. When he did so, he looked at the stars on a whim and his eyes widened. He stood up on his lion and carefully observed the stars.


"What is he doing?" Lanya asked Night with a tired face. She had been battling for too long and could finally rest during dinner.


"I don't know. He does some strange things sometimes. Don't mind. I'm sure he'll explain it later on his own," Night responded and munched on a piece of meat.


Arima stared at the starry sky. His eyes were already shining with a bright light. He stood there for around five minutes, without moving a single muscle, and finally got off of the lion with a stiff expression.


"Hey, Arima, what's wrong?" Night asked, earlier he thought there was nothing to worry about, but now he couldn’t help but ask when he saw Arima’s expression.


"Why…?" He only muttered and didn't answer Night’s query. He summoned Superbia in a kind of urgent manner. He laid down on the ground and pointed his rifle at the sky whilst looking through the scope.


"Night, resonate with me. Get ready to use the One Hundred Parade. Lanya, you escape as far as you can," Arima ordered hurriedly. Night was surprised but soon resonated with him.


Lanya was in a similar state. It was also the first time Arima had called her by her name. She thought it was serious and listened to him. She deployed her wings and flew off.


"{What’s going on?}"


"You should be able to know it now that we're resonating."


Night concentrated a bit and looked into Arima's mind. "{…oi, oi! Are you serious?!}" His reaction was most likely the most agitated he ever had since he was born.


Arima laughed. "I don't know who the hell did that, but he brazenly aimed at me."


"{What? That thing is something aimed at you?}"


"Yeah, the course this thing took can't be a coincidence," he said and looked at the sky without Superbia’s scope. With his draconic vision, he could easily see a red dot in the sky, becoming bigger and bigger. "You should also realize that this thing already took fire although it’s not even in the mesosphere. Do you think it's natural?"


"{Who, or what would do that to you, and why?}"


"Beats me. We should hurry. If we can destroy that thing before it enters the atmosphere then maybe we can also destroy the magic protecting it and the remaining parts will turn to ash before reaching the ground."


Arima released his aura and Night prepared his spirit.


"[Agnitio Vultus Unum Centum]," he chanted and his body was altered again.


Superbia began to make some noise. Lightning erupted from the cannon and destroyed everything around. Thunder roared and many threatening explosions occurred around him. That was just the charging process.


"Karma," Arima unexpectedly called Karma. "[Verto] (Change)."


The katana emitted a blue light and shrunk until it became a silver bullet. Arima put the bullet in the chamber and pulled the bolt.


Karma, which was inside the chamber, started spinning and producing plasma and some really powerful lightning. Some runes on Superbia glowed with a red light. Around Arima, as far as the eye could see, the air was filled with lighting and the ground was destroyed and burnt.The place he was lying down started fissuring.


"[Adducere exitium] (Bring destruction)," he intoned and countless magic circles formed in a straight line toward the sky, from the barrel's tip.


"[Gun Metuunt Blasphemantes] (Rail Gun)," Arima grunted and pressed the trigger. He had personally increased the power of the detonation inside the barrel by at least a hundred-fold.


The discharge of energy destroyed Superbia, and Karma in the form of a bullet left the barrel surrounded by a fifty meters wide black pillar of lightning. The bullet went through each magic circle placed beforehand and each time, it got faster and stronger.


The recoil from Superbia’s shot crushed Arima against the ground, which created a huge crater. Some undead, that were still underground, were reduced to paste by the pressure. Arima watched the pillar he conjured and smirked.


At this point, everyone on the continent, maybe even half of this planet saw the black pillar ascending to meet a huge red dot among the stars. Their eyes couldn’t leave that sight.


Lanya was looking at it agape from afar.


In a few minutes, Karma reached outer space and directly clashed with the meteor descending at great speed. That thing was thirty miles wide. If it were to hit the planet, then maybe more than half of it would be destroyed, considering the fact that this planet may protect itself.


Karma easily pierced the meteor’s surface but compared to the size of the asteroid, the pillar was too small. At best, it would destroy the magic cast on it and split it in two. But the two parts that would result afterward would still be too big. Arima didn’t have the ability to stop two of them. There was a chance that maybe someone else would do it, but he couldn’t bet on that.


"Karma," Arima who was still laying down, called his weapon.


The bullet inside the pillar suddenly stopped moving in the middle of the asteroid. It began to vibrate and manipulate the lightning and plasma around it. After a few seconds, Karma exploded and spread the energy it carried across the asteroid’s surface. The meteorite cracked on all sides and broke into countless small rocks.


Arima sighed in relief. He called back Karma and Superbia into his soul. When he saw that Karma was just a wisp of silver light, he smiled bitterly. He knew that his weapon would need at least a week to restore itself and Superbia would need three days.


"{Arima, we have a problem.}"


Arima looked at the sky and rolled his eyes in annoyance. "Are you messing with me right now?"


There was a broken part of the asteroid that was big enough to destroy a city entering the atmosphere. It wasn’t the only bit that could do damage to the planet but the rest was small enough to be dealt with by other people on the planet.


"{Where is that thing going to crash?}"


"I'm not sure," Arima analyzed the meteorite’s trajectory and groaned exasperatedly. "It will fall on a human city…"


He took a deep breath. He punched the ground and stood up. "I'm too nice, honestly. I'll seriously take revenge against the damn bastard who did this," he uttered and teleported away.


He reappeared above the human city in question and flapped his wings.


"{What will you do?}"


"I'll meet it head on and send it to another dimension. I couldn't do it to the original one because it was too big and protected by magic, but this one should barely fit," he replied and accelerated.


It took him five minutes to feel the air being heated and the wind deformed by the meteorite. He looked at the asteroid and growled. "That's quite a frightening sight…"


He immediately drew a magic formation to help him and channeled a huge chunk of his mana. He actually even released his mana pool so that it would cover the entire asteroid. Things were happening very quickly. Arima was just about a hundred meters from the meteorite.


"[Altera rationem terram]," he chanted, his mana pool expanded and the asteroid clearly slowed down and space was deformed around it.


A worrying sound of glass breaking and ear-piercing noises resounded and even reached the surface of the planet. Arima coughed blood as he was pushed back by his own magic.


“Shit! It’s small enough but it has too much kinetic energy!” Arima exclaimed and tried to go against the force. His hands were shaking and his bones were being strained. Some of his veins had already been damaged.


Arima clicked his tongue. ‘Do I have to use it?’ He wondered if he had to use a really dangerous trump card to pull it off. At that exact moment, a giant magic circle appeared behind him and temporarily redirected the meteorite’s energy.


He took the opportunity and the asteroid finally disappeared into the other dimension.


"{Thank god, we did it… Wait, what will you do when you release the dimension? It will come back to this side as lava,}" Night was worried but Arima just shook his head while panting.


"Don't worry… I benefited from the space crack to teleport the asteroid above the water on the other side… when it comes back… it will just become a stone underwater."


Arima directed his eyes toward a certain place on the planet’s surface as he was talking. Although there was quite a distance, his eyes met with an old man’s who was staring at him too.


“{…Is that the guy who helped you around the end?}”


“Yeah…”


Arima squinted his eyes teleported away just after the old man nodded to him. He reappeared in the monster territory, just next to Lanya who was hiding in a cave. She yelped when Arima appeared out of nowhere like that and since he still hadn't ended the One Hundred Parade, he seriously looked intimidating.


He ended the resonance and dropped on the ground willingly. “Ah, fuck… Some of my organs are crushed. I need to heal up for a bit. Night you should sleep too."


As Arima said that, Night had already fallen asleep in his dragon form. Fortunately, the cave was big enough to welcome in. Arima followed his example just after, leaving Lanya alone in an extremely awkward situation.

            

    
        30. ''You'll destroy it?''

    
    
    
    
                Twenty-four hours later, Arima and Night woke up at the same time as if they had set an alarm.


Arima groaned while moving his stiff body and looked around. He was lying against the wall of the cave with a blanket on him. He was also in a better state than he thought he would be. Night also noticed the same things, and he as well, although he was in a dragon form, was placed in a more comfortable position and his scales had been washed.


Arima glanced at Lanya sleeping in a corner and chuckled as he stood up. Night turned into a wolf again since being smaller was always more comfortable.


They sat facing each other and Night was the first one to speak. "So? What happened?"


Arima scratched his head. "Well, I have an idea at least," he said and oddly directed his eyes toward the ground.


"First of all, that thing was aiming at me because I released my killing intent yesterday, obviously. That’s the only thing that can explain why someone would suddenly target me. It means that someone or something sensed it and decided to eliminate me."


Night quietly listened.


"Now here's the important part," Arima became serious. "Chronepsis told me that I would be chased by Gods; Heavenly Gods and Earthen Gods. The Heavenly Gods are most likely the same as the one who sent me in this world after my death."


Of course, Night was already aware that Arima was from another world.


"As for the Earthen Gods, it's most likely something like this big guy," Arima pointed at the ground with his thumb. "Pure mana."


Night followed his finger and instantly understood. "Are you telling me this planet just attacked you by attracting an asteroid?"


"No, it's not this one. This planet wouldn't attract something that could destroy and kill everything on its surface. I saw it last time. The spirit inhabiting this planet is really protective. I’m guessing that it was the doing of some other Earthen God."


"Hey, are you saying that another planet just tried to kill you?" Night frowned. "You're sure of that?"


"It’s not necessarily a planet. It might be something else. But the remnants of mana I detected on the broken part I sent away at the end were, without a doubt, 100% pure."


Night took a few seconds to process the information and opened his mouth. "How are we supposed to act now? If you're still alive, won't he try to kill you one more time? Sorry, but I don’t think I can keep destroying meteorites every day without losing it."


"I don't think that's a problem. As long as I hold my killing intent from now on, it should be alright. I assume that he knew I was here just because he felt it. Now, he must be thinking that he killed me. I don't think he will be able to sense me again without my killing intent. We're most likely too ‘small’ for him," Arima said and grinned.


Night scowled at him. "You're planning something, aren't you?"


Arima laughed lightly. "I need to become stronger. For now, Life Hunt is the best solution I have. I certainly can't use it on the guy we're standing on, but I’m sure I would have no reason to hold back against the guy who tried to kill me along with billions of people.”


"Basically… you want to steal the life force of an Earthen God?"


Arima shrugged. "Why not? He started hostilities first."


Night sighed heavily and Arima turned his head toward a corner of the cave. "Why don't you just stop faking it already and say 'Good morning'."


Lanya trembled. She slowly opened her eyes and sat down properly. "…Good evening," she replied, a little flustered


"Hm?" Arima was confused. "Oh, sorry. Yes, you’re right. It's night time. Anyway, don't you want to join the conversation?"


Lanya shook her head. "I’m fine. But I do have something to say," she said and looked at Arima in the eyes. "You were targeted because of me. I'm sorry."


Arima waved his hand dismissively. "Don't worry, you don't have to feel sorry for that. I would have done it someday anyway. Also, do not apologize since I awakened your inheritance that way just because I was too lazy to do it otherwise."


Lanya bitterly laughed. "Thank you."


"Good," Arima stood up and stretched a bit. "Let's go. We still have to finish our job in the undead territory."


"Wait, you're still not fully healed!" Lanya was a bit agitated as she tried to stop him


Arima smiled at her. "What are you talking about? You’re the one who has to fight. Not me."


"Ah…"


***


"Azes, this time we really have a problem," in the God's realm, Zesta barged inside Azes' study and made herself at home as she said that.


"What is it?" Azes was working on a runic desk made out of minerals. He was writing on some strange pieces of paper that vanished into white particles when he signed them.


"That human really did it this time," Zesta uttered and sat down on a leather couch.


"Oh?" Azes’s curiosity was picked and stopped working. “What happened?”


"Slaughter intent."


Azes was stunned for a moment until he slammed the desk and stood up. "Impossible! I didn't feel it when I retrieved his soul!"


"Apparently you missed it. An Earthen One tried to kill him."


Azes’s expression twitched and he calmly sat down again. “Slaughter intent is not a simple thing but from what I saw, I don’t think he is a sort of psychotic killer. It should be fine.”


"I can understand that, but there’s something else," Zesta's tone turned grim. "That human, there’s no doubt that he is a Life Hunter."


Azes was shocked when he heard that but this time, he wasn’t panicked but delighted. He started laughing wholeheartedly.


"They're not extinct after all. There was actually one hiding in a circuit-less world!"


"What’s your plan? Now that an Earthen One has moved, others will notice something," Zesta warned him. Without knowing it, she had already joined Azes’ side.


Azes mused. "In what planet did I send him? Which Earthen One attacked him?"


"He's on planet 795C. The one who attacked him was Errastas.”


"There’s no problem then. Errastas is known to be whimsical. Even if other Heavenly Gods find out about him, they won't do anything soon. You're also one of the only Gods who have enough time to waste observing a simple human."


Zesta snorted and looked away. "I was just curious."


"You can go down a bit if you want to meet him. That should be interesting. Also, help him hide his identity as a Life Hunter," Azes suggested and Zesta’s eyes widened.


She seriously thought about it then nodded. "Well, it would be entertaining indeed to visit the mortal world once in a while."


***


Arima stayed on his lion and worked on some mithril while Lanya kept facing the undead on their path. Fortunately for her, the strongest she had met were only at the seventh level.


Night was also teaching her, as per usual, but he corrected her a lot less than before. Her learning speed was something that even Arima had to praise her for.


Three hours after they left the cave, they halted and observed the path ahead. There was a gloomy stone edifice, located a mile away from them, which resembled a mausoleum. Arima snapped his fingers and the lion disappeared. He stood on the ground and smiled.


"We should be more careful from now on. First, I didn't want to eliminate the leading undead but I realized that I need to get stronger to have more fu- to keep me alive."


Night cast him a really questionable look and Lanya wasn't sure how to react.


Arima walked toward her and handed her a silver, French-looking rapier. "Take this."


Lanya was astonished and took a lot of time to grab the rapier.


"Seems you like slashing. Hell knows why you chose a rapier, but with this weapon, you can slash and pierce at the same time if you want," Arima said and pointed his palm at the rapier. The sword was transmuted into a blue light. Because he had already done it for his weapons, it took less time than before but he still took a few minutes to finish.


When Lanya realized that the rapier was bound to her soul, she was extremely happy.


"Thank you!"


Arima snickered and turned toward the mausoleum. He cracked his neck and kicked the ground to go there. Night and Lanya looked at each other before following him. In just a few seconds, they reached the mausoleum and admired it.


"You'll destroy it?" Night casually asked as he looked at the sturdy looking walls of the edifice.


Lanya blinked. "Huh? Master?"


"Why not."


"Seriously?" Lanya joined those two not long ago so she still wasn't used to their way of doing things. Of course, she would be surprised.


"Let’s do it then. Lanya you may not have anything to do. Stand back for now and learn," Arima stated and resonated with Night. He flew off and placed himself above the mausoleum which was a hundred meters tall.


"Let's go with light for once," Arima declared and waved his hand. A quadrangle magic formation instantly surrounded the edifice. He then clasped his hands together and a loud boom echoed, making the ground shake.


"[Alligatum, Obfirmo] (Confinement, Lock)," he chanted and a huge white cube confined the entire mausoleum.


"[Fulgebunt sicut sol] (Shine like the sun)."


An extremely bright light shrouded everything that was inside that barrier and hot steam started coming out of the ground.


"[Ultimum Magicae, Lux Amputates] (Ultimate Magic, Light Eradication)."


The light inside the cube became so strong that it illuminated everything in a ten miles’ radius while every weak undead around it was vaporized.


Even Lanya who had a light attribute inheritance felt that she would be injured if she were to lower her defenses, even when she was outside of the cube.


Soon the light faded away and the cube broke into pieces. Arima took a deep breath and a whirlpool of colorless energy formed around him before it was absorbed by him.


"Not bad at all. That's a good amount of life force," Arima grinned. "I've gone up by half a level."


He inspected his strength and stared at where the mausoleum was supposed to be. There was only a small stone ruin left. From inside of it, eleven figures got out.


"{A part of it wasn't destroyed. There must be something special with that stone,}" Night commented.


Ten of the figures that appeared had all a very similar appearance. They were around five meters tall and each looked like a different animal. They were all standing on their two hind legs and their two other limbs were bizarrely large. Their flesh was rotting and the ribs and internal organs were almost completely visible.


"Wendigo," Arima muttered after he saw them. It was the first thing he compared them to. Then, he gazed at the last figure. It was a gray skeleton wearing a black cloak. There were crimson flames blazing in its eyes sockets.


“A lich, huh?” Arima smirked and lightning thundered around him. "Classic. Bring it on."
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                The lich clearly heard Arima's provocation, the flames in his eyes burned stronger, he slowly moved his skeletal hand and pointed it at him. Black smoke shot out from his palm.


When he saw the attack, Arima frowned and chose to teleport away for a very short distance. The black smoke exploded into a dark cloud that slowly covered the ground. Everything it touched would putrefy and crumble.


"Death magic, as expected," Arima muttered. "But, if it's death magic…" He smirked and flapped his wings. His figure blurred and he was already on his way to strike the lich.


The skeleton opened his mouth and an eerie screech resounded. The ten wendigos shielded him, and confronted Arima head on.


"[Communis humane nature uirtutem] (Superhuman strength)," Arima chanted and his muscles became a bit bigger. He then collided with a wendigo; fist to fist. The result was the wendigo’s arm being crushed and its bones sticking out. One of its comrades attacked Arima from behind and swung its claw. Arima turned around and grabbed the undead’s wrist, he drew Ira and shot the head.


Soon enough, the rest of them assaulted him. One tried to bite Arima and was crushed by a knee, another threw a punch and suffered a kick to its neck, while a third one was simply shot before it could do anything.


"{Eighth level,}" Night commented. All of those wendigos were at that level.


Arima clicked his tongue. "You're lucky I don't have Karma. But you could also say that it’s rather fair. After all, I'm the worst opponent you could ever meet," he smirked and smashed the upper body of a wendigo with his knee and elbow.


The lich was observing the fight going on between Arima and the wendigos and his ‘eyes’ wavered. Something that should be happening wasn't. When Arima barehandedly crushed the last wendigo’s head, he turned toward the lich.


"Surprised? Normally, when you fight a high-class undead, you always have to shield yourself from the death aura that they emit. But I didn't," he snickered and a bolt of lightning fell on a wendigo.


"But death is my close friend from a long time ago. You'll have a hard time troubling me with that.”


"…What are you trying to say, human?" Surprisingly, the lich talked after ordering the wendigos to retreat. His voice sounded old and eerie. The sound coming out of his mouth resembled a saturated record.


Arima grinned at the lich’s response. "Let me show you."


The whole area was instantly flooded with mana when Arima raised his voice. Both he and the undead were instantly transported into another dimension.


Lanya’s expression sunk as she was left alone.


"…Hey, wasn’t I supposed to learn? What am I supposed to do while waiting?"


She pouted and glanced at the structure the lich had come out from earlier.


***


The lich looked around. "Is this an alter dimension?"


Arima smiled. "As expected from a lich, you must have lived for a very long time," he was honestly impressed. It was the first time someone actually saw through his magic so quickly. Even Jorga didn’t react as knowingly as this lich.


"Now, be my judge. You'll be the first one to see this," Arima said and a chilling grin formed on his face. A dark mist surrounded him and engulfed his figure. At that moment, the lich was already astounded and the flames burning inside his skull became even more agitated.


After a while, the cloud of dark mist suddenly dispersed and Arima was nowhere to be seen after that. But the lich turned around and glimpsed a black coat fluttering with the wind. He raised his line of sight and saw a skeletal hand, covered in gray scales, holding a gun. He looked even higher and ended up staring at a skull that had blue flames occupying the eye sockets.


Another skeleton was standing right in front of him. It was wearing black clothes and a pair of bone wings was deployed on his back along with a large bony tail.


Its skull had was twisted into a grin. It was extremely disturbing. But the lich had his own bones doing the same thing as he started cackling.


"I must say; I never met a human holding the power of an undead without being one. That is a marvelous contradiction," the lich's voice sounded extremely excited for some reason.


"I don't know about that," the other skeleton responded. His voice sounded like Arima's but was a lot colder and darker.


"To be honest, I just got some insights from your subordinates over there. When I felt their aura touching me, I got an idea. Becoming an undead. If I could do that then maybe I could gain a quasi-invulnerable body and nullify the toll put on my body by some of my techniques."


"I understand now. Death magic won't work on you at all," the lich replied. "But, that's not my only strength!" He declared and the aura of a tenth level powerhouse crushed everything in the surroundings. The wendigos were compelled to kneel and their aura, along with their life force, were collected by the lich.


"{I'm not imagining things, right? He just absorbed their life force, right?}" Night asked and Arima nodded.


"{Yeah, but it's different here. He's not like me. Since the beginning, the life force in those wendigos was his. He just retrieved what belonged to him. In any case, are you ready?}"


Night sighed. "{You maybe got rid of the toll on your body but the one on my mind is still not resolved.}"


"{I've got an idea for that. We were going in the wrong direction from the very start. We just need to share half of the toll on each other's spirit and it should resolve the problem of spiritual exhaustion.}"


"{…Why didn't we think of that earlier?}"


"{I don't know,}" Arima laughed. "{But it's time to rock.}"


The lich had already become twice as bigger, and his bones also began to shine like a precious metal. Arima followed his example and his bones splintered as they were forced to change. His skeletal figure grew bigger, his bones turned silver, and his aura soared to the tenth level.


"[Death God's Body]."


"[Agnitio Vultus Unum Centum]."


The two of them chanted at the same time and their respective transformation ended. They laughed together and charged at each other. The lich summoned a black scythe and, without Karma, Arima conjured a huge sword with lightning magic.


Each time their weapons clashed, either a lightning bolt would flatten the landscape or a ray of darkness would disintegrate the ground and form a perfectly round crater.


The lich wielded his scythe like a whirlpool and from the tip of his blade, a dozen of black spheres formed a circle and were launched at the same time.


Arima lifted his weapon with his two hands and swung it down, whilst black lightning thundered around it.


“[Aeterna] (Eternal Night).”


A crescent-shaped wave of lightning clashed with the dark spheres and the shockwave came before the explosion. The ground was cracked open and something that could only be described as a tsunami of soil and stone was created. The discharge of lightning and darkness manifested as an electrified dark dome.


Both Arima and the lich were ejected out of the dome by their own attacks. They regained their balance and glared at each other.


The lich landed on the ground and caused a canyon to be constructed. He condensed his mana and a sea of darkness appeared behind him. He kicked the ground and rushed forward, followed by a tide of absolute obscurity.


Arima deployed his wings and an ashen net appeared between the bones. He wagged them and spun in midair. The air around him became filled with lightning. The blue flames blazing in his skull became larger. He conjured another sword and battled the lich again.


Their weapons clashed and shattered countless times. Every time one broke and exploded, another would appear. The huge waves of magic following them were also raging.


Then, thunder rumbled and the lich looked up at the sky. He spotted thick and shadowy clouds condensing a huge lightning sphere in the sky. He screeched and the ground opened up to reveal a bottomless hole filled to the brim with darkness magic, some of it began to consolidate into a sphere of pure energy.


Arima called Ira and changed the bullets whilst fighting. When he fired, the bullet reached the lich in less than a millisecond and exploded. The undead was surprised by the weapon’s might but he still managed to defend himself with a shield.


Arima grasped the opportunity and gathered a great amount of mana and magic in his sword. He sheathed his blade and teleported just in front of the lich with a magic circle that he had been preparing for a while now.


"[Terra Aeterna] (Eternal Night Over the World).”


The lich quickly reacted. "[Blood Harvest]," he chanted and his scythe’s blade gained a hint of red and a bloody aura surrounded it. He blocked Arima's Iaido with it.


The consequences were much worse than before. The conflict caused an earthquake. The ground literally vanished for at least ten miles around them. At the same time, the spheres that were being condensed in the sky and underground suddenly transformed into beams that were launched against each other.


That second clash created a strange and ominous black sun in mid-air covered in shadows and lightning. It was obvious that this ‘sun’ was extremely unstable. The two fighters looked at it and acted immediately.


"[Hades]," the lich chanted the name of the God of Hell and became a red light that flew toward Arima.


"[Et Iratus Scintilla] (Enraged Spark)," Arima became a bolt of lightning and charged at the undead.


They both used their strongest displacement magic. They knew that if they could prevent the other from guarding against that sun, they would obtain an obvious advantage.


Their max speed had now reached eight hundred meters per second. Two colors, blue and red, just kept zooming away, colliding, and causing shockwaves that led to momentary voids.


This situation lasted for ten seconds, during those ten seconds, they threw around a thousand blows to each other. And then, the black sun exploded and engulfed everything.


The nova that ensued gradually expanded. Bigger and bigger. It split apart the clouds and rewrote each crater on the ground.  After a minute of intense destruction, only a hundred miles' radius crater was left. Not even a speck of dust remained. Even the soil had become something unrecognizable after the damage and pressure it suffered.


In the middle of it, Arima and the lich were facing each other. Both of them had their clothes in tatters. Although they had no problem when it concerned physical endurance, no pain, and no blood, they still were at their wit's end.


Both of them had at least some ribs and an arm obliterated, which were already being restored. Since they were using death power, they didn't need life magic. As the latter can heal living beings, the former could heal undead beings.


Arima moved his jaw. "If things continue this way, we'll take at least a day before finishing this."


"What do you propose?"


"What about we prepare our strongest moves and use that to determine the winner? The one who can't withstand it loses. Well, there's also the case where we both die," Arima uttered with a smile.


The truth was that Arima wanted to finish this fight as quickly as possible. Not because it was a bother to carry on but because his mana would dry up to keep the dimension active.


"I'll give you face. You set this dimension to keep away troublemakers. I'm sure you already spent more mana on saving this dimensional connection than I have in total," the lich said and planted his scythe in the ground.


"Let's do it, no matter the result, it was amusing for me to meet a human as fascinating as you. My name is Koden."


"My name is Arimane. Me too, it was fun," Arima answered and leaped before finding an invisible foothold in mid-air.


The lich did the exact same and chuckled. "Then let's do it, Arimane."


"Sure thing, Koden."


They snorted and both gathered their magic for the last attack.
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                Koden and Arima were silent during the first minutes.


"[From the underworld, the doom will rise]," the one who broke that silence was Koden. He started chanting and a tornado of darkness emerged from the ground and enveloped him


Arima smiled. "First, let me apologize. I won't use my strongest magic but the most effective I have against you."


The lich looked up while he was concentrating on his magic and Arima’s voice echoed afterward.


"[Tempus vitae] (Life is time)."

"[Sapientia est iudicium] (Wisdom is a trial)."

"[Ne forte oculis elevatis occurras superbiae] (When you look up, you meet your pride)."


At this point, Arima's surroundings were glowing with an azure light. Koden felt greatly threatened and resumed his chant.


"[The world from above will absolutely return to nil]."

"[What deserves to perish will fade away]."


"[Infernum caelum oculos reflectere] (The eyes of heaven reflect hell)."

"[In mundo fluxus meus intercluditur] (The flow of the world is stopped)."


A sort of competition of incantations began.


"[Return life to its rightful owner]."

"[Give him what represents his existence]."

"[Drown under Death's wing]."


Koden finished his chant. Behind him, a giant figure emerged from the shadows. It was a black skeleton wearing a really large cloak and holding a really iconic scythe. Everything around him would rot and die.


"[Capto et torquem anima tua et tenebrae in eo] (Grab the chain of your soul and bring it into darkness)."

"[Voca ejus adsentiri necesse est, ne moriatur, et uri] (Call it a choice, do not die, and burn).”

"[Estuans sors] (Burning Fate)."


Arima finished next and the sky was covered in blue flames. Those flames moved in the sky like a tourbillon and finally gathered above Arima as a frightening and giant fireball.


"I see. Sacred magic," Koden remarked. "Normally, there’s no way you should be able to conjure something like that as an undead. But who am I talking to?" Koden shook his head and his ‘eyes’ burned a lot more fiercely. To the point that the red fire was swathing his entire skull. The summoned reaper from before advanced slowly and placed itself in front of him.


Arima’s flames burned stronger as well and his bones glimmered. He waved his hand and the fireball floating in the sky slowly began to go forward.


The situation paused for a few minutes before the two opponents released their aura with all of their might. The one-mile-wide blue fireball fell from the sky very quickly. A lot faster than what you would expect. The cloaked reaper flew toward it with a wave of darkness following it. That reaper didn't lose in the slightest when it came to size. It lifted his scythe and slashed the blue fire.


In less than a second, the circumstances in the dimension changed drastically. Maybe this time, it wasn't just the surrounding area, but the whole continent that experienced an earthquake. And at its borders, the sea water was being pushed back. The shock wave traveled to every corner of the land and destroyed countless obstacles on the way.


"[Turris Babel] (Tower of Babel)," the specter of a majestic tower appeared above Arima.


"[Final Gate]," an imposing gate made out of bones formed in front of Koden.


They were both doing their best to withstand the damages.


The clash between the reaper and the blue fireball still didn't show any hint about the possible winner. The darkness and the scythe of the reaper were trying to cut through the flames and absorb them. The blade of the scythe had even managed to hack through half of it.


But the azure fire just kept burning to destroy the enemy. Stronger every second. The reaper’s figure was getting weaker and the flames were spreading dangerously.


The whole zone below that was already as good as being in the void of space. There was no air, only darkness, and fire. There was no earth, just magma, and decayed nature. There was no gravity, the pressure was repelling it like a gas.


Some parts of the two magics would stray and fall somewhere else, destroying even more. As if it was a nuclear assault, countless mushroom clouds would form on the horizon, be it black or blue.


Koden and Arima were not safe from this destruction at all. If they were to lose control of their respective magic, death was the only outcome.


"{Night, how long can you keep up if I give you three-quarters of this magic's spiritual toll?}"


Night was silent for a moment then answered Arima’s question. "{Thirty seconds.}"


Arima grinned. "{That's good enough.}"


Just like that, he gained a clearer mind by giving Night more toll. He immediately extended his skeletal hand and began to write something in midair with his finger.


"[Scriptura] (Scripture)," he chanted and intoned every word he was writing as his finger continued moving.


"[Choris et mortuus est] (The dead is dancing)."

"[Cantat et inferni] (All of hell is singing)."

"[Nunc autem venit amiserat] (Now comes the lost being)."

"[Et quis prohibere qui enim mortuus est] (The one who will stop the dead)."

"[Silentio et inferni] (And silence hell)."

"[Judicii] (Judgment)."


Arima finished chanting and writing in ten seconds. The words he wrote and the runes he drew transformed into a blue light that was shot at the sky.


The darkened skies changed once again. The dark clouds moved away and created an inverted pit. From the inside, a black and red sphere of lightning slowly descended.


Koden watched the sight in utter shock. He was completely overwhelmed by the magic he was using and couldn’t hope to do more than that. But Arima cast a second one which couldn’t be considered weak at all.


The lightning sphere fell from the sky and crashed on the blue sun. Thunder roared and the two fused together. The fireball expanded when it assimilated the lightning and started producing electricity on its own. The color of the flames gradually changed as well until Arima was left with a giant purple fireball fended by lightning.


At that moment, Arima almost lost control of his magic. It was no wonder when half of his spirit was taking care of the One Hundred Parade and a third of the remaining spirit was exploited by the azure flames. And now, he had to use the rest. Arima felt like his head was going to explode.


After twenty seconds, Night was already showing signs of weakness and could barely last ten more seconds. The newly made purple sun was clearly winning over the reaper. But it was too slow. It needed a lot more time than ten seconds to triumph.


In the end, Arima made a choice. He spent even more mana on his dimension link and improved the concealment so that no one would be able to sense anything from the real world at all. Then, he released his slaughter intent.


The wave of bloodlust hit Koden and even he couldn’t help but shiver and shift his attention. That small mistake was enough. The scythe of the reaper broke as it was incinerated. Just after, the purple fire swarmed Koden detonated.


Before he was completely turned to ashes, Koden's laugh resounded and his fading voice resounded.


"That was a good fight, Arimane!"


The explosion spread over the whole undead region until it died down completely. Arima was left standing on a barren land with nothing to be seen as far as the eye could perceive. He sighed and released his strengthening technique and the resonance.


He and Night collapsed instantly to rest. He also dispelled the death magic and his flesh and organs grew back. There weren’t any injuries, but tremendous fatigue overwhelmed him.


He took a deep breath and lifted his arm. He extended his arm toward the sky and a colorless wave of energy entered his body.


His aura immediately rocketed and his body underwent some changes. He was now around two meters tall and his eyes had gained a faint white symbol on the pupils. Night also received a boost thanks to his connection with Arima's soul and also broke through. His body now reached a height of twenty meters.


"Seems like we respectively broke through to the tenth level and ninth level," Arima commented whilst hopping to get used to his new height and weight. "Why did I need to get taller? I hope I won’t become a giant later on," he complained and stretched. “Well, it shouldn’t be a problem for you.”


"What? Why would it be a bad thing for you and not for me?" Night retorted. “I don’t want to be too big as well, you know?”


"Huh?" Arima gave him a very confused look. "What are you talking about? You're a dragon."


Night was speechless for a moment and repeated in his mind what Arima had just said to him. His expression darkened.


"…Why can't I think of any argument to contradict you?"


"Anyway, it’s time to leave this dimension. It's still draining my mana and I don’t want to collapse because of a mana deficiency," Arima said and his eyes glowed before the scenery warped. The ground, the sky, the horizon; everything cracked and broke like glass.


The first thing they saw when they returned was Lanya moping whilst sitting on the stone remnant of the mausoleum. When she spotted Arima and Night, she immediately rushed toward them.


"Why did you leave me here?!" She shouted to them. "Why you… wait, you got bigger?"


"If I had brought you with us, you would have died. Also, we just broke through that's why we are like this," Arima simply responded and walked toward the stone ruin.


Night returned to his wolf form which had changed once again. Now, he was two meters tall and there was a red pattern on his fur.


"Don't think too much about it," he told Lanya and followed Arima.


"How do you want me to do that?! Even you, master, you’re at the ninth level now. What happened in there?" She replied loudly, running after Night.


Arima was looking attentively at the material that the ruin was made of. He called Ira and shot at the stone. The bullet could only leave a faint mark. He tried one more time with lightning magic but the bullet could only pierce a distance as deep as itself.


"There was a type of stone that had those properties if I remember correctly," Arima alleged and looked into his memories. "Was it trinite?"


Night sat down next to him. "What's trinite?"


Lanya then arrived near them and sighed. "Trinite is the most solid mineral which one can find naturally. On this continent at least," she answered in Arima’s stead.


"Yes, it's quite an impressive material. But it can't really be used as weapon material. It's too rough and rigid. But it still can be useful," Arima said and put the whole ruin into his spatial storage. "When Karma is restored, I'll be able to cut this and maybe engrave it."


"So, where do we go now?" Night asked with a blank expression. He knew what answer he would receive but still did it.


"As I said…" Arima was going to leave the choice to Night as always but abruptly stopped. He turned toward Lanya. "Do you want to go somewhere? I'm sure you're not from the monster territory, right?"


Night’s ears perked and Lanya's eyes widened a bit. "…Indeed, I'm not from here. Actually, I was born in the Republic. But when I was ten years old, I became an orphan and… wandered inside the monsters’ land. Then, as you already know, I was captured by that vampire to be sold there."


Arima frowned. He noticed that there was something wrong with her story but didn't question her about it. "So?"


"I don't have a family in the human country but I have someone to whom I'm indebted. I'd like to go there," she said earnestly.


"Good, where is it?"


"The spirits’ city."


Arima nodded. "I see. We'll go there then. But before that, I want to visit a place not far from here."


"What place?" Night inquired. A place where Arima wanted to go personally was definitely a worrisome thing in his opinion.


Arima pointed at the rising sun and smiled. "The frontiers."
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                "The frontiers?" Lanya tilted her head. “Why?”


Arima smiled. "They’re said to be a kind of war zone. I'm quite curious to see it in person."


The frontiers separating the territories of this continent were in reality a massive battlefield. It became like that because of the continuous skirmishes between the different races, both small and big.


"But why do you want to go there exactly?"


"For now, I just want to see what kind of place it is. Let's go, it'll be quick anyway," Arima’s eyes glowed and a magic circle formed below him. The trio disappeared in an instant.


***


Meanwhile, in the beast territory, a massive land dragon was looking down from the edge of a cliff. Down the gorge, he could see a faint red light illuminating the abyss.


"What should I do? I can't stop this with my strength…" The dragon mumbled and then thought of something. "The person who released that intent, and also the pillar that destroyed the meteor. I cannot be sure of what kind of person it is, but if I can get his help then it's not impossible to resolve this problem. I don’t think the monsters or the humans will help us after all…"


"I'll ask the old geezer if he can find him," the dragon turned around and jumped off to return inside the forest.


***


Arima directly teleported his group above his destination, around a thousand meters high. When they arrived, Lanya yelped in surprise because she didn't expect to suddenly appear in the sky.


Arima casually grabbed her hand and made her float with magic. "Hurry up and deploy your wings. I won't carry you the whole time."


"Y-yes," Lanya returned to her senses and deployed her silver wings. She regained her mobility and thanked Arima who was observing the ground below. The place was filled with death aura and lingering mana. It clearly was a battlefield when you saw the destruction, the remains, and dried blood covering the ground.


"That's interesting…" Arima commented but his expression didn't look thrilled at all.


"What is?"


"Look over there," Arima pointed down with his chin. Lanya and Night followed his sight and looked down. They spotted an assembly of strange creatures running around. They were red in color, didn't have any eyes, and most of them just had one giant mouth while a few of them even had multiple mouths. The reason why they were running all over the place was that they were busy eating the flesh of corpses.


"That's… unsettling," Lanya frowned. "What are these things? I never saw or heard about a creature like that."


"If I'm not wrong, it should be something like an 'error' creature," Arima responded and shot one of them with Ira to see how they would react. But as he expected, none reacted and just kept eating although one of them had literally blown up.


"Error?" Night was perturbed by the word Arima had employed. He always thought that Arima wouldn’t care about the nature of what or who he would have in front of him, but now he actually called something an 'error'.


"Yeah, that's my opinion. These things are probably born because of this place. They’re also things that can hardly be called life forms. For example, those red ones are maybe born from the dead’s blood, killing intent, mana, and the death aura that is freely contaminating the area. Basically, they're just a result of hate and death. It's even worse than undead," Arima explained and looked around. "I'm sure there are more of these things roaming this forsaken frontline, and possibly of different kinds."


Night casually hummed. "So, what do you wanna do?"


"Clean up."


"Clean up?” Night’s expression twitched. “That's a questionable answer. What do you mean by that?"


"Simple," Arima extended his hand toward the ground.


"[Una gutta satis est] (One drop is enough)," he intoned and a transparent drop of liquid condensed on his palm.


"[Ecce Panis exitium] (Bead of Destruction)."


The drop fell from his hands and splashed on the ground. From where the drop fell, some changes could be observed. The earth was forcefully modified and a glass-like flower bloomed.


Lanya admired the glimmering petals of that flower. "What is that?"


"You'll know soon enough," Arima uttered and teleported the group away to reappear a thousand miles away, still in the 'war zone'. He used the exact same magic, and a second glass flower bloomed.


After that, he repeated the same process around twenty times. No matter if it was between the human territory and the monster territory or between the beast and human territories, he went to every frontier.


"…Hey, what the hell are you doing?" Night asked with a complaining tone. Arima kept transferring him and Lanya each minute and he was starting to hear a whistling in his hears as well as getting an annoying headache.


"It's fine. It's the last one," Arima said as he dropped the last bead. "Now, we need to take some distance and enjoy the spectacle."


"Spectacle?" Night and Lanya repeated that word. They couldn’t feel any good vibes when it came from Arima who was wearing a really ominous smug smile. He teleported the three of them again and they were now inside the human country, still a few hundreds of meters above the ground. On the peak of a mountain to be exact.


"Stop with the teleportation already!" Night snapped.


"I said it's the last one," Arima retorted. "Well, to go down from this mountain, maybe we'll need to use it again."


"Flying down is good. Walking is fine too," Lanya immediately countered and Night nodded.


Arima shrugged. "If you want. For now, it’s fireworks time," he said and snapped his fingers. A wave of magic spread out around him in a circular fashion. As if it was a sort of high-frequency signal, it would connect to everything containing his mana.


At that instant, each flower he had planted began to shine. Each one of them produced a semi-transparent white pillar that beautifully pierced the sky. The flowers released a peculiar aura throughout the entire battlefield. That aura wasn't powerful but it possessed a very pronounced destructive intent and also carried a clear spiritual message.


"A spiritual message? What is it?" Night inquired after he heard it from Arima.


Arima snickered. "Run."


Apparently, the warning worked as it was intended and most of the people who were near of in the frontiers started running away toward their respective territories. The reason for that choice wasn’t only the message but also the twenty or so white energy pillars that triggered their survival instincts.


Ten minutes later, Arima nodded. "Good. If there are still people in the way, it's their own problem," he indifferently said and his eyes glowed along with the faint pattern inscribed in the depth of his pupils.


The twenty-two flowers reacted to their creator and a white ray of light connected each one of them together.


"[Flos Torque] (Flower Chain)."


The first flower that Arima had placed exploded and the semi-transparent pillar became dark blue and its diameter increased to twenty miles. Afterward, it was a chain reaction. Each flower exploded, one after another.


Ultimately, the twenty-two pillars moved at the same time and followed the white ray of light connecting them to each other. During the entire time, the ground kept trembling quite violently. When the pillars reached the end of their path and their position had been reordered, they flew off to the sky and burst into beautiful patterns.


Arima exhaled because of the slight exhaustion and smiled whilst looking at the sky.


"See? Fireworks."


Night and Lanya were staring agape in either shock, confusion, or possibly nervousness. Even Arima couldn’t tell for sure what their expression signified.


"What the heck are you doing?!" Night shouted at him because of the mass destruction he had just caused.


"..." Lanya was silent.


"Calm down. I just created an effective frontier. That's all."


"An effective frontier, huh? You could have made a barrier or something! Why the fuck did you need to do this!?"


The trio gazed at what was supposed to be the frontiers. Actually, there were no frontiers anymore. What was dividing the continent was now a three branched ravine that was several hundreds of meters deep. And because it even affected the shoreline, a chaotic flow of water was slowly filling it.


"…Seriously?" Lanya finally spoke and it was for that. Arima had basically transformed one continent into three. It was even possible that the three continents would now start to drift away from one another.


Night groaned. "Why did you do that?"


"As I said, to clean up. And to temporarily stop their idiotic strife."


"'Idiotic strife' he said," Night muttered and glared at Arima with dubious eyes. "That's all? You said you didn't want to meddle in their war, why did you stop it?"


"Hm, that's saddening that you won't believe me," Arima shook his head in an exaggerated manner. "But I just exploited the occasion to take this," he said and a black sphere appeared above his hand. It seemed like there was something inside, ready to burst at any moment.


Night frowned. "What's that?"


"Dark force. The one that comes from the death aura that was here. Well, there's also the life force of those strange creatures and the fools who didn’t listen to my warning," Arima casually said.


"What is dark force?" Lanya asked as she had never heard about that term.


"Basically, it’s the opposite of life force. As you know, the latter is something that every living being has since birth and it’s something that can be trained through the magic circuits. Dark force is not really well known in this world from what I could see. I found out about it when I started to use Life Hunt on dead targets.”


“To explain it to you in a simple way; the more life force you have, the ‘more alive’ you are. While the more dark force you possess, the ‘more dead’ you are. Koden was an undead but he wasn’t deceased per se. He had quite a vitality actually since he could live eternally. It all depends on the perspective. Dark force is stronger the more time you spend dead. Yeah, I know it’s an odd way to say it. This battlefield’s aura acted as a sort of freezer for the dark force to grow stronger without being damaged.”


Arima smiled and juggled with the black sphere. “In the end, for people like me who can absorb it, this place was a gold mine. Well, I can't use it right now. I still need to stabilize the life force I got from Koden. So, I'll keep it for later," he declared and the sphere vanished. "Anyway, let's go. The Republic is next on the line. I'll tele-"


"We'll fly back," Night interrupted him with a blank expression.


"But it's fast-"


"We'll fly back," Arima was interrupted once again, by Lanya this time.


He was speechless and gave up. He turned into a black light that rushed down the mountain at sound speed. Night and Lanya looked at each other and chuckled before following him.


They flew together toward the closest city. When they landed, the trio realized it was one of the main cities, the beast-men’s capital.


"Well, let's visit this place before going to the spirits’ city," Arima said and walked toward the gate whilst yawning. He hadn’t slept for a while at that point and his fight with Koden had drained him. He was planning to take some rest.


A wolf-man soldier welcomed him and politely asked for his identity. "Hello. Your papers, please. If you don't have any, I will demand you to come with me to get registered."


"There’s no need,” Arima handed the two guild cards. “Here it is for me and the wolf over there.”


The soldier inspected the cards and trembled when he was Arima's rank.


"Are you truly an S rank?"


"Yes," Arima smiled. "At least that’s what is written on that card, isn’t it?"


"Kind Demon…" The soldier mumbled and Arima's face twitched. The wolf-man nodded and gave him the cards back. "What about this lady?" He followed and looked at Lanya before blushing a little. Lanya was certainly beautiful so it was normal. Someone like Arima who would just blink once when looking at her was really rare.


"Here," Lanya took out a card from her storage and gave it to the soldier. The man looked at it and nodded and returned the card. "Thank you for your understanding. You are welcome to our city. Please enjoy your stay."


What Lanya had just given him was a card which she had gotten when she was younger. Her rank was stuck at B since it was quite a long time ago.


The trio passed the gate and entered the city. Once inside, surrounded by passersby on all sides, Arima clapped.


"Alright, I'll look for a lovely candy store and maybe rent a place to sleep. You can go wherever you want. Take this," he uttered and handed a purse of money to Lanya before leaving her alone with Night.


She blinked and stared at Arima’s back until she lost sight of him. She turned toward Night and tilted her head. "What do we do, Master?"


Night sighed. "Let's just visit randomly. Arima and I are able to sense each other’s presence no matter the distance. We can rejoin at any time if we want to."


"I understand," Lanya smiled and followed Night who was walking ahead. He was looking around and observing the citizens.


"Although it's the beast-men’s city, there's still a lot of people from other races, huh?" He commented, assuming that Lanya was behind him.


"Hey, Lanya…?" Night called her and turned around but she was nowhere to be seen. His eyes scanned the entire street and he spotted her entering a fashion shop. His expression darkened for a reason he couldn’t even comprehend.


"…Why do I feel extremely uncomfortable right now?"
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                Ultimately, Night kept being urged and dragged by Lanya around the city for shopping and sightseeing. Each time she entered a store, Night had to stay outside and looked like watchdog protecting the shop, which scared most of the customers. Thanks to that, Lanya couldn’t stay for a long time in the same store because of the staff’s complaints. That fortunate situation made Night sigh in relief.


While the two of them were walking on the streets, Lanya was pouting even though she bought a lot of things already. She was still angry because her master had been slandered as a nuisance.


"Calm down, their reaction is normal."


Lanya scoffed, "They still were impolite to you."


"I'm flattered but I don’t care. Forget about that," Night said and looked ahead. He spotted a group of people approaching him and Lanya. The man leading the group flashed a smile in Lanya’s direction.


"Hey, the beautiful lady over there," he waved his hand at Lanya and talked in a really detestable manner.


Lanya frowned. "What do you want?" She coldly responded. She wasn't naive enough to be fooled by that kind of scum.


The man was quite handsome and at first sight, he appeared friendly and civilized. He grinned and took out a guild card which he presented to Lanya. "I'm Puret Dalion, an S rank adventurer."


When Lanya heard that, her mouth twitched. If that guy really was an S rank then he should be around her own level. Along with the people he brought with him, she wouldn't be able to win. Even before that, the main issue was that if they were to fight here, there would be many innocent casualties.


"Why don't you join my team? We can do some missions for the guild together," Puret suggested politely, but he was speaking in a tone insinuating that there were no chances that Lanya would turn him down.


She gritted her teeth and restrained herself from drawing her weapon. She perfectly knew that with Night’s help, she could easily beat those mercs. Heck, if Arima were to come, they would probably lose in a minute. But she didn’t want to bother them.


"I refuse," she tried to walk away but the merc grabbed her wrist to stop her.


"This is my first and last warning. Let her go and scram," when Puret was about to say something else, Night raised his voice.


"Ah?" Puret observed the wolf who had spoken. "You can talk? Are you a soul beast?" He was slightly surprised. He turned toward Lanya again. "Is this wolf yours?"


"No… it’s the soul beast of a friend of mine," she replied after a slight hesitation.


Puret laughed. "A friend of yours, huh?" He inspected Night a little more. "A soul beast at the sixth-level. That friend of yours must be weak. What a waste."


Lanya almost snapped. He had not only insulted her master but Arima as well. When she was about to lose control, she felt a surge of suffocating killing intent next to her.


"What did you just say, you damn insect?" The source of the killing intent was shockingly Night.


Although his own killing intent was far from being as strong as Arima's, it was still at the level where you could be mentally injured and faint on the spot if it was directed at you. Some of the followers of Puret were scared and backed away, Puret himself finally changed his expression.


"You can say what you want about me," Night's appearance began to twist. The red pattern on his body glowed. His neck stretched and he stood up with his hind legs. His body grew bigger and his pupils spun before narrowing to a slit. "But, don't you dare slander my partner!"


The shout transformed into a roar when a twenty-meter-tall dragon was left standing in front of them. The ground cracked and the buildings around shook. The glass instantly broke and everyone around promptly ran away.


"A ninth level noble dragon!" Puret was dumbfounded and terrified. Then he realized something. ‘He’s a soul beast! How strong is the guy who summoned it?!’


He suddenly lost every preposterous thought. He immediately used his magic to escape the city. If the soul companion alone could trample him, he didn't want to meet the man who summoned such a beast. Not to mention the fact that a human somehow managed to summon a higher species which only proved how dreadful the man in question could be.


Night glared at Puret running away like a coward with a look that could kill. He huffed and closed his eyes. He quickly and silently reverted to his wolf form. When he finished his change, he sighed and talked with his usual voice. "Sorry, I got carried away."


"No, it's fine," Lanya waved her hands hurriedly. "But I didn't expect master to get so angry. You seem to respect Arima a lot."


"It's not just because I'm his soul beast. With my own volition and ego, I respect that man. You may not notice because of our normal attitude, but I consider him to be the most respectable being I will ever meet," his eyes sharpened. “I have no doubt about it.”


Lanya was extremely quiet and listened attentively as Night began to speak.


"Since I'm connected to him, I know that Arima shoulders more secrets and hidden emotions than I could ever imagine. That's why I respect him. He doesn't flee. Never. He preserves them with him all the time and reign them. He never tries to destroy or forget. Calling someone like him ‘weak’ is an unforgivable affront."


"When we were on the other continent, we crossed path with an elf who could see emotions as a colored aura. Around Arima, she saw a mix of all kinds of different emotions. At that moment, everyone believed that he had produced those emotions on the spot. An unbelievable feat of self-control. But they were wrong. He just has too many of them. He has so many emotions to bear that he forgot how to let them naturally sprout.”


Lanya had a complex expression as she listened to Night. She never attempted to look that deeply into Arima's personality and she never expected it to be that complicated.


Night smiled at her. "You remember the time when Arima bought you from that vampire? As you guessed, I asked him to do that. But have you ever thought of the reason why he nearly ignored you?"


Now that she thought about it, after spending some time with Arima, she knew that he was a kind person. Lanya couldn’t really find an answer to that question.


"It’s because you're not the only one," Night answered it for her.


"Sorry?"


"Arima is aware that in this world, things such as slavery are common. His thought process must have been something like this when he saw you; 'I won't save the lucky one that I coincidentally happened to see.’ Basically, he couldn’t afford to save you by kindness, and shoulder the guilt of rescuing one while leaving millions of others to suffering."


Lanya clenched her hands.


"Arima knows that he can't save everyone nor does he have the obligation to do it. In the end, the only way was for me to give him a reason so that he would help you. "


Lanya didn’t know what to say and had a hard time finding words to describe what she was feeling. She had no idea that being saved could provoke such conflict in the mind of the savior himself. She now knew that she understood nothing about Arima.


Night glanced at her and chuckled. "But you know, once he saved you, I'm sure you thought that he was nice person, right?"


Lanya trembled and became a bit flustered.


Night laughed. "Now that he saved you, he will take care of you. That's his calling. If he had been here earlier when you were being harassed, he would have probably severed the arm of that mercenary the second he touched you. And if he had gone too far, he would have died very gruesomely." Night smirked and started walking away as there were already law enforcers coming to inspect.


Lanya hurriedly followed behind him with a pensive expression. Her opinion about Arima had just been changed by a great deal.


***


Meanwhile, Arima had been wandering the city as well. Similarly, like his two friends, he caused a ruckus in every shop he visited. But with him, it was for a different matter altogether.


He entered every candy shop he saw and bought all of the candies and chocolates they had. He literally kept buying shops like that for two hours or so. Then, as he was strolling on the streets while stuffing himself, he abruptly stopped on his tracks and raised his head to look in a certain direction.


"Night?" He muttered and raised an eyebrow. He, of course, felt Night's killing intent and his anger as well. He was kind of curious of what could trigger his usually calm companion but the killing intent didn't last long and the anger vanished soon enough.


"What was that?" Arima was confused and wanted to teleport there to ask but he heard a commotion not far from him that made him change focus.


He saw a huge mob forming on the plaza. He shrugged and headed there. He had noted that Night totally calmed down so he thought that it was a small thing. When he reached the group of people, he took a look at what they were gathering around.


There was a small cat-girl on her knees. She was crying whilst hugging a gray cat. Around her, there were some beast-men checking on the cat. One after another, they all shook their heads.


Arima blinked and jumped over the crowd. He landed in front of the girl noiselessly. The people around were surprised at his demeanor.


"Is he a mercenary?" Many people guessed the same thing.


Arima crouched and put his fingers on the little cat’s neck than on his belly. ‘He's dead,’ he affirmed. Without a doubt, this animal was deceased. The little girl was looking at him with teary eyes.


Arima glanced at her and mused. ‘Well, it could be useful as an experiment,’ he thought and his eyes glowed. A small but complex magic circle was drawn on the cat’s body.


‘He died from food poisoning, huh?’ A strange energy spread around the area. It wasn't aura, mana, or killing intent, but a really unconventional energy.


Arima stood up and his eyes turned back to normal. The small cat opened his eyes afterward and meowed happily. He started licking the girl’s cheek. All the doctors present at the moment were utterly shocked.


They all knew that this cat wasn't breathing when they examined him. They couldn't believe he was actually moving now. They looked at Arima and shook their heads in self-loathing. Ultimately, they just believed that they had made a critical mistake and thanked him.


"Take good care of him. Be careful of what you give him to," Arima told the girl and left. The crowd opened a passage for him.


"T-thank you… very much!" In the middle of the sobs and tears, the little girl bowed to him and thanked him. The cat in her arms meowed and tilted his head.


After that incident, Arima resumed his stroll until he froze once again. This time, his expression clearly showed confusion and surprise.


"You're a lot nicer than what your reputation let us on. That was unexpected," a voice resounded in his ear. He turned around and stared in a certain direction. Amid the crowd, he focused his gaze on a woman who appeared to be completely ignored by the people who walked past her.


She had long black hair and scarlet eyes. She also was rather tall and her figure mesmerizing. She was even prettier than Lanya. It was undoubtedly weird that people would ignore her like that.


Suddenly the place became filled with mana. Every person walking on the streets disappeared along with literally everyone else on the planet. Only Arima and the woman were left standing there.


"Why are you here?" Arima asked coldly. That woman gave him the same impression as Azes.


She wryly smiled. "A parallel dimension, huh? That's why sometimes you disappeared out of nowhere," she nodded as if she had understood something. "Still, to keep a dimension connected for so long and so easily… I don't think that even the ten superior gods can do it. As expected of a Life Hunter."


Arima frowned more than one time while listening to her. "I'll ask you again. Why are you here?"


The woman shrugged. "As expected, you won't get disturbed easily. Fine. I'm Zesta. A goddess. A friend of Azes, you know, the grumpy old man. As for why I'm here, it’s simply to meet you and have fun. Azes also solicited me to assist you."


Arima processed everything she said and squinted his eyes. "Then I don't need to tell you which answers I want, right?"


Zesta laughed. "Of course."
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                When Arima used his magic, it was Night's turn to wonder what happened. But since he wasn’t called, he stayed pretty calm and patiently waited.


"Hm, what should I tell you first?" Zesta casually hummed right in front of Arima, "First of all, I can tell you that Azes brought you in this world for a reason that he didn’t mention to you. Although I don't know myself very well what he is planning, I know that he is looking for something that could help him in his endeavor. What I can say with certitude though is that you are a jackpot for him."


Arima listened carefully, his expression never changing. He was coldly staring at the goddess and even she bitterly smiled at how he treated her.


"Your soul is huge. When I say huge, maybe even yourself don’t realize how much it is. The size of the mana pool depends a lot on the size of your soul. I'm sure you’re aware at least that the size of your mana pool is unnatural. It's even bigger than a Heavenly God's. But the most important thing is what you are," Zesta pointed at Arima with her finger.


Arima remained unshaken but his curiosity was picked. "What I am?"


"Yes. You belong to a race we thought went extinct thousands of years ago. I'm sure you already understood it by yourself, but the main characteristic of those humans was their ability to steal life force and convert it for their own use. They could extract the life force of any kind of living being; from small insects to even gods. That's why they were feared by Heaven and were purged by the older generations. They were named based on the technique they employed; Life Hunters."


"I was born in a circuit-less world. How can I be one of them?" Arima shortly asked. He wasn't shocked or scared by Zesta’s revelation.


Seeing Arima so unfazed, she could only sigh. ‘Even if he is a Life Hunter, he's still just human. How can he keep his cool when he is told that he's basically an enemy of Heaven?’


Zesta shook her head and shrugged before answering Arima’s query.


"This is just an assumption, but most likely, some of your ancestors escaped to your world to hide. In short, you were born in a different world during a time period where Life Hunters were still alive."


"I see. I understand now. That’s pretty much what I thought," Arima nodded and gazed at Zesta unperturbed. "So? Why are you here? You still haven't properly answered my first question. You said it was for fun and because Azes asked you. But I still don't know what you're supposed to do here exactly."


Zesta groaned. "Even if you fake it, can’t you just act a bit more, like, you know, anxious? Now that I think about it too, ever since you came to this world, I never saw you scared or panicked. Is that an emotion you also killed?"


Arima scowled at her. "No, that's how I was born."


Zesta's expression twitched. ‘That's worse, isn't it?’ She rubbed her temples and mused. "As I said before, there are two reasons explaining my presence here. One; I'm bored. Two; Azes told me to help you hide your identity as a Life Hunter."


"Is that all?" Arima had a disappointed expression all of sudden. "You can go back. I don't need your help. Now that you told me you can't peer inside other dimensions, I just have to stop using Life Hunt outside of it if it’s really a problem. Also, I already noticed that I have a unique aura. I can suppress it if I want. Same for my killing intent. If we're over, goodbye," Arima waved his hand and turned around.


"Huh?" Zesta was dumbfounded. "Hey, wait! Aren't you curious about yourself?! And why are you so untactful with me?! I'm a real goddess, you know?!"


Arima glanced at her, his expression had returned to normal. "Someone who wants to prove their identity shouldn't say something like that," he uttered and the dimension was dispelled.


He reappeared on the streets along with the sulking goddess. Oddly, the passersby didn't notice anything. Arima walked away and Zesta quietly followed him.


"…why are you following me?"


"Don’t you listen to what people say? I said I was bored. The most interesting thing in this world is definitely you," she claimed it as if it was obvious. Additionally, more than following, she was already walking next to Arima.


"I don’t think I ever agreed to be your personal entertainment."


"I never asked for your permission."


Arima glanced at her and she returned the look with a smug expression. Then, during the next hour, he continued building his collection of candies and desserts.


Recently, he had been working on time magic and even if he couldn’t manipulate it very well, he still could freeze time inside his storage.


"By the way, Arima, what are your affinities? If I'm not wrong, Life Hunters can also steal that from the life force of their victims, right?" Zesta suddenly asked as she was watching him scrutinizing the free samples.


Arima frowned and his eyes drifted toward her. ‘This woman is too familiar,’ he thought and answered afterward. "I don't know. It's been a while since I last checked."


"Then why don't you try it right now?"


He sighed and performed the test. The eight spheres appeared above his hand. As always, the lightning and darkness were going wild. Furthermore, the fire had evolved to be the same even without having to resonate with Night. Every other affinity skyrocketed as well thanks to the Lilin people, the undead, Koden, and all of those who died from Arima's 'Flower Chain'.


"Wow…" Zesta was visibly impressed. "You actually possess an Elemental Emperor Constitution."


Arima had never heard of that term. "What is that?"


"In Heaven, the level of affinity you have with lightning, darkness, and fire is called Absolute Dominance. People with one element under Absolute Control are said to have an Elemental Ruler Constitution. Those with two are called Elemental Kings and those with three are called Elemental Emperors," Zesta explained. "Moreover, you also possess another rare constitution. You have what we call the Dark Emperor Constitution."


"Does that have something to do with my darkness affinity?"


"Correct. Those who possess Absolute Dominance over Light or Darkness are called Light and Dark Emperors respectively. The most notable feature of that peculiarity is the change in color and a passive boost for the other elements."


"I see. Then can I get Absolute Dominance over all elements if I continue to use Life Hunt?"


Zesta blinked and laughed. "No way. It's impossible. Even for Life Hunters, these sorts of constitutions are decided at birth. You can't get it with Life Hunt. At best, your affinities will stagnate at the peak, but will never step into the Dominance level."


"But my fire affinity wasn't at this level when I came into this world."


Zesta was still half laughing when she heard him. "Hm…wait, what? What did you just say?"


Arima made the spheres disappear and repeated himself. "I said that my fire affinity improved to this stage after using Life Hunt."


Zesta now finally started looking at Arima as if he was a monster. Even a goddess couldn't escape that apparently.


"…Are you a kind of unique type of Life Hunter?"


"How am I supposed to know?" Arima retorted and continued his stroll.


Zesta observed him agape. "…Lucky you, Azes. You found the perfect monster you needed," she mumbled and quickly followed behind Arima.


***


An hour later, Arima booked an Inn and told Night to come back. When he arrived along with Lanya at the building’s bar, they instantly noticed there was someone accompanying Arima at his table. Night was perplexed and Lanya was stunned because of Zesta’s beauty.


"Who is she?"


Arima sipped his cup. "Just think of her as a pet or something."


"Eh?" Lanya was flustered and failed to comprehend his words.


Zesta was unfazed by Arima's attitude and stood up. "My name is Zesta…” She grinned cunningly as if she had found something amusing. “I’m Zesta Blade."


Arima crushed the cup which was in his hand and the water evaporated instead of spilling. A dreadful atmosphere rapidly filled the Inn’s bar and the other clients shivered.


"Do not say that ever again," he warned with an extremely cold voice that even made Night shudder.


Zesta was taken off guard as well. She just wanted to tease him a little but apparently, Arima's family name was quite significant for him.


“My bad… I’m sorry,” Zesta apologized. She knew how to step back when she was at fault.


Arima clicked his tongue and waved his hand. The cup restored itself and the vapor condensed into water before filling the cup again.


Zesta forced a cough. "Sorry about that. Once again, I'm Zesta Lilis. Lilis is actually my first name. You can address me as such if you want," she smiled to Night and Lanya. "The same applies to you," she told Arima but only received silence.


"…Arima named me Night Bahamut," Night surprisingly replied.


"Um… my name is Lanya Leana," Lanya also introduced herself hesitatingly.


Lilis giggled. "Nice to meet you. I'm going to join your charming group so let's get along."


Night scowled. "{Hey, what is that?}" He telepathically asked Arima. He didn't say 'who' but 'what'. That represented his first impression of Lilis.


"{A Heaven Goddess.}"


Night's eyes narrowed. "{Seriously? I was wondering why you were so tense. Now it makes sense…}"


"{I don't think she has any ill intent toward us. But it's a habit of mine to observe and judge the people who try to get close to me. Don’t mind her. Leave it to me.}”


Night nodded. "{I get it.}"


Lilis had noticed those two were discussing. But even if she was a goddess, she couldn't interrupt a telepathic link between a soul beast and its creator. Especially when she was faced with a soul as imposing as Arima’s.


So, she decided to get along with Lanya instead while the dragon in wolf form and the 'monster' in human skin were talking. They unexpectedly got along pretty well and laughed together from time to time.


"{Hey, isn't that a bad thing?}"


Arima eyed Lanya and Lilis when Night said that but didn’t answer him. "Lilis," instead, he called the goddess.


"Mh?" She smiled knowingly when he used her name. "What is it?"


"Right now, how strong are you?"


Lilis hummed and put her hand on her chin. "Around the tenth level. It's already a great achievement for it to be so low, you know?"


"Low?" Lanya was completely confused on the side.


"I see… I suppose it's reasonable."


Lilis turned toward Lanya again when she realized Arima didn't have anything else to say. "Lanya, where are you three planning to go next?"


"The city of the spirits," Lanya replied. "I've got an acquaintance there."


"What about you Arima? What are you planning to do on this continent?" Lilis took the chance to ask him.


"I plan to sleep," Arima declared and headed to his room to rest.


"What? Wait…"


"Good night," Night followed Arima while saying that.


"Hm, then I shall go too. Good night, Lilis," Lanya imitated those two and Lilis was left alone in the bar.


"…Where do I sleep?" She muttered. She didn’t have any money on her that worked in the human world. Her expression twitched and she peeped at Lanya’s back with a cunning smile.
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                The next day, Arima woke up to the sight of Lilis sleeping on the second bed while using Lanya as a hugging pillow. Lanya had an uncomfortable expression as if she was having a bad dream.


"They were already like that when I woke up,” Night commented from one of the room’s corners.


Arima glanced at the two girls. "Lilis, wake Lanya up. We’ll leave right away. Don't make me lose time," he uttered and walked out of the room.


Lilis trembled and sat up on the bed. She wryly laughed.


"I was found out?"


Night blankly stared at her and left the room afterward. Since he couldn't get through the door frame, he had to use a short distance teleportation.


Ten minutes later, Lanya and Lilis left the room and headed to the restaurant bar of the Inn. In there, Arima was silently drinking some hot chocolate and Night was gleefully eating a full plate of cooked meat.


Arima spotted the two girls and gulped down the rest of his hot chocolate. Night cleaned his plate in one bite and licked his lips.


Arima stood up. "Let's go then," he stated and conjured a transfer circle.


***


The group reappeared in a vast meadow. The flora looked resplendent and the sun was bright. But there was a strange and giant dome made out of mist in the middle of the landscape.


"You could have let us eat our breakfast before bringing us here…" Lilis complained and Lanya nodded in agreement.


"Lanya, how do we go in?" Arima ignored her and pointed at the dome before raising his question. That huge dome was a barrier set around the whole spirit city.


"Hm," Lanya mused and walked back and forth around the dome in front of the dome. "Here," she said and extended her arm. She buried her hand in the fog and it glowed silver. A small portion of the dome dispersed a tunnel to the inside was revealed.


"There it is," Lanya said and smiled.


Arima nodded. "Thanks," he patted Lanya and went inside first.


Lilis observed that from behind. She blinked and leaned toward Night. "Hey, are they lovers or something?" She murmured and Night side-stepped to avoid her.


"No," he replied. "The best comparison would be the relationship between a father and a daughter," he said and followed Lanya who entered after Arima.


Lilis tilted her head. "Father-daughter, huh?" She shrugged. "It doesn't look like an inaccurate description but nothing is set in stone," she chuckled and went after them.


They took around a minute to reach the end of the tunnel.


"…This is quite impressive," Arima remarked whilst admiring the view.


The place they arrived at was a huge field of flowers. All kinds of plants and flowers were blooming around. Offering a multitude of color combinations and relaxing sensations.


The group of four used a stone paver that was going around the whole field. Arima and Night kept looking around in curiosity.


Lanya smiled. "It hasn't changed much since the last time I visited. The spirit people always adored to be surrounded by verdure and flowers."


"Hm, I never clearly saw this place from above. It's fascinating," Lilis commented while touching a blue flower beside the stone paver.


"Ah, but more than half of those plants are actually carnivorous flower. So, you should be more careful," Lanya exclaimed when she noticed what Lilis was doing. The proud goddess yelped and jumped back in surprise.


She blushed and coughed awkwardly. "I was just a bit surprised.”


Arima was also startled in fact. He hadn't felt anything from this field of flowers and couldn’t sense the presence of man-eating plants at all. The fact that even Lilis couldn’t detect them shows how well hidden they are.


"Maybe because it's only a product of mother nature,” Night guessed and Arima agreed.


"That's why you need to know how to pass the barrier correctly. Otherwise, you’ll find yourself in this field of flowers without any stone paver like the one we’re walking on right now. That would leave us right in the middle of an army of plants," Lanya smiled and explained.


After half an hour of admiring the scenery, they finally reached a town. It had no external walls. The houses were either made out of stone, wood, earth, or even things like water, ice, and leaves. There were also houses which had been built inside the cavities of massive trees.


"Wow," Night sighed in amazement and Arima whistled.


"It's lovely," even Lilis gave her honest impression. "Not as much as Heaven though."


Lanya was baffled. "Heaven?"


Lilis laughed. "That's the name of the place I come from."


"Is that so? It must be a good place."


"A good place, huh?" Arima overheard their conversation and muttered.


Lilius turned toward him. "What? Are you saying it's not?"


Arima didn't reply right away and walked past everyone. "You will never be able to make Heaven. You will always look up to it from Hell… Have you ever heard this?"


Lilis froze and her eyes narrowed. She stared at Arima in an extremely serious way. In the end, she smiled mysteriously and caught up to him. “That’s an interesting quote? Is it yours?”


“Who knows,” Arima indifferently answered and Lilis snickered.


“…What does that quote mean exactly?” Lanya asked and Lilis smiled.


“It means that no matter where you are standing, you’ll never be in Heaven and that if you find a place that holds the same name, it signifies that you’re still in Hell. Basically, everything is Hell and Heaven is a pipe dream.”


Lanya didn’t know what to say in face of that then Night leisurely added something, “You missed the ‘making’ part. When he said, ‘you will never be able to make Heaven’ hints to the fact that if you try to do it, you’ll end up creating Hell instead.”


Arima shook his head. “‘Heaven’ and ‘Hell’. Such silly concepts. To be frank, none of them exist and they will never exist. The notion of ‘Heaven’ itself is self-contradictory on so many aspects and the main problem is that you’d need to be dead to enter those places. But if you ever walk up to me and say you saw Heaven or Hell, I would just ignore you. What kind of bullshit can you spout when you’re perfectly alive in front of me? No matter if you’re a ghost or a death god, if you’re still able to open your mouth to speak your thoughts, you’re alive.”


Lilis’ eyes widened and Lanya had the same kind of reaction.


“Well, I can say one last thing that you missed,” Arima smirked. “Hell is without a doubt the closest one to be truly real.”


After that ambiguous debate, they entered the town. The people living there instantly spotted them. Spirit people were very different from the ones we talk about when someone mentions spirit magic. The spirit folk are said to be able to be born without parents. They can spring from anything; air, water, earth, fire, wood, plants, etcetera.


The people that were gazing at Arima's group were extremely dissimilar from one another. Some could have blue or green skin. Others could have horns and tails. They could even be as small as an apple and have a human appearance. Most of them had the appearance of a small animal. The only common characteristic that came back every time was the pair of fairy-like wings on their back.


"I kinda like this place," Arima expressed out of nowhere and Night shot him a glance. While they were strolling in the town, a sort of local soldier with yellow skin came to meet Lanya and bowed in respect.


"Lady Leana, it's been a long time."


"Yes, it has been," Lanya smiled and beckoned the soldier to stand up.


"You've really changed. I almost didn’t recognize you. But the stone path you used to come in was the special one the princess gave you. She instantly felt it and ordered me to escort you."


"I see. I came here with some friends. Tell Vinia that we'll visit her soon," Lanya gently smiled and the soldier trembled.


"Understood," he responded and left right away to deliver the message.


Arima hummed. "Who is that Vinia?"


"It's the First Princess of this city. She is also the one who rescued me thirty years ago."


"A princess, huh? You have some luck."


"Yes, I think so too," Lanya smiled while reminiscing the past. "Now that I think about it, maybe it really was the luckiest day of my life. Spirit people are said to rarely get out of their homeland. But I met the princess outside of it."


"That was fortunate indeed," Lilis said and abruptly wrapped her arm around Lanya. "So, are there some noteworthy stores and locations in this town?" She asked and Arima's expression stiffened for some reason.


"Huh? Yes, there is some I know about. But I'm not sure if they're still there,” Lanya answered after some thought.


"It's fine. Spirits live long. I'm sure they're still at the same place. If they're not, we just have to look for others," Lilis grinned and reassured her. "Let's go now," she cheerfully added and dragged Lanya away.


Arima felt like he had no choice and quietly followed them along with Night.


"{Arima, I think we're being pressured.}"


"{Think? We are being pressured. Emphasize on that. There are two girls right there who want to go shopping. One of them is the inheritor of a Dragon God and the other is a Heavenly Goddess. What are we? We can be called cheats or errors. How do you fight that?}"


Arima snapped and Night turned toward him in shock. He actually had a somewhat anxious expression.


"{What's wrong? I never saw you like that.}"


"{Just… a sort trauma, I guess. From when I was a kid,}" Arima groaned and reverted back to his normal face. “{Back when I was thirteen, my adoptive mother dragged me around the city for a week straight. All of that just because she said couldn't find something that looked good on me.}"


"{Oh,}" Night was deeply interested. This was the first time Arima had ever talked about his past and it sounded, surprisingly, very jovial.


"{If she dragged you for so long just for that, that can only mean she cared a lot about you. I think it's great.}"


"{Yeah, as you say. She was a great mom…}" Arima told Night with an unusual gentleness in his tone and fell silent afterward.


Night glanced at him and didn’t ask anything else. He looked ahead again and soon realized he had a greater dilemma to worry about. Lilis already had pushed Lanya into a shop.


Arima and Night groaned at the same time.


***


Two hours later, it was around noon, Lanya finally led the group toward the 'castle' of the town.


"Hmmmm," Arima’s reaction was obviously exaggerated. "What is that?" He pointed at ‘that’ and asked.


Lanya couldn’t tell what bothered Arima and tilted her head. "This is where the royal family lives as well as the favorite place of the spirit people."


"I…see…" Arima replied with a bit of difficulty.


The 'castle' Lanya brought them to had, first, a big garden in front of it. The whole area was around ten square kilometers. The second thing that came into view after the garden was a strange structure reaching the clouds, that was built in order to form a bunch of loops and long tracks that went downhill. Besides that, there was also a circular structure, that kept spinning and which drew a lot of attention as well.


Below all of that, on the ground, there were a lot of people happily striding; entering different and diverse stalls. There was a particular thing that children liked a lot. It was a bizarre installation, with the figures of different types of mounts endlessly revolving around a pillar.


One could also see a multitude of smaller shops selling snacks, food, tickets, and keepsakes.


Arima's eyebrow twitched. "No matter how you look at it, isn't this a freaking amusement park?"


"Arima, you don't look very perturbed if you hold that cotton candy in your hand," Night casually retorted.


"What? I like these," Arima nonchalantly said. "Still, is this place really appropriate for the royal family to reside in?" He asked to Lanya while eating his cotton candy.


"I can’t say. But if I'm not wrong, this place was built from the description the spirit people read on an ancient scripture."


"An ancient… scripture?" Arima was confused. ‘No, no, no… this is undoubtedly an amusement park. Even this cotton candy. It’s way too much to be a coincidence.’


"Ah, so the spirits who found it," Lilis mumbled and Arima couldn’t omit that.


"Hey, what is that supposed to mean?"


Lilis awkwardly laughed. "Well, in short, a group of gods, which I am part of, found that this idea of amusement park created by certain worlds, including yours, was appealing. So, for fun, we dropped a tablet describing it in a dozen of worlds or so. Apparently, it’s the spirits who found the one we dropped in this world."


"Seriously? You gods have nothing better to do?"


"What? It was during the long-awaited holiday that comes every thousand years.”


Arima glared apprehensively at her. "What about you? Why do you have time to be here?"


She snorted and puffed her chest. "I'm one of the rare gods born from the emotions of mortals. So, I only need to exist. That's my sole job. Also, sometimes, I offer blessings. For instance, the elf you met before, the power she had to see emotions was granted by me."


"Is that so?" Arima chewed on the cotton candy and turned around.


"Hey, don't brush me off like that! You were the one who asked!"
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                After enjoying the amusement park for a short period, Lanya led Arima’s group to a building in its center. That building looked like a modern mansion and even had a pool on the roof.


"Ugh, I don't care anymore," Arima blankly commented as he observed the mansion. His group easily entered the mansion thanks to Lanya. It felt like everyone there knew about her. They were escorted to a room by a maid and were left waiting there.


"Ooh," Arima exclaimed and headed to the table in the center of the room. He sat down on a couch and started to eat everything prepared for the visitors. Lilis and Lanya shrugged and began to eat with him. Night laid down in the corner of the room and closed his eyes.


They waited for around five minutes before a figure barged into the room and leaped on Lanya to hug her. She had a petite figure, golden hair and eyes, and a beautiful pair of transparent wings. She truly looked like a fairy.


"Lanya!" She beamed as she was hugging Lanya and the latter smiled in return.


"Vinia, it's good to see you again."


"Yes!" Vinia then finally calmed down and let Lanya free. When she inspected Lanya with a closer look, she tilted her head. "Have you gotten bigger?"


Lanya giggled. “I guess.”


"It's a shame… It was fun to have someone as short as me," the princess casually uttered an extremely selfish statement and then finally concentrated on the other people present in the room.


"Who are they?" She looked at Arima who was idly stuffing himself and Lilis who was smiling brightly while staring back.


"They're friends of mine."


"Humans, huh?" Vinia muttered. "So? Why have you come here after all this time?"


"Of course, I wanted to see you. I'm extremely thankful to you, so I figured it was time for me to come and visit."


Vinia laughed like a genuine little girl. "Then let's talk. I want to know what happened to you since the last time we met."


Lanya was caught off guard. She glanced at Arima and hesitation was clearly plastered all over her face. "But…" 


Vinia’s eyes widened. "What? He doesn't know about your past?"


Arima frowned and gazed at them. "Go on. It's not as if my attitude toward you will change in any way,” he stated and swallowed the last bit of his biscuit. “Even if you were to be some sort of killer, I wouldn’t care.”


Lanya slowly acquiesced and began to tell her story. It took her around ten minutes to divulge the entire thing. As she had said before, she was born in in a small village of the Republic. The only paternal figure she had was her mother.


The latter had never spoken to her about her father and she basically grew up without knowing anything about him. She lived a peaceful life until she was ten. When Lanya turned ten years old, the village discovered that she had monster genes in her.


"Apparently, my mother had been… assaulted by a monster and I was the child that resulted from that."


At the age of ten, some strange scales started appearing on her skin. It wasn't long before she and her mother became the target of the village's hostility. In the end, Lanya's mother was pushed to her limits and forced to a corner until she committed suicide.


It wasn’t like she was trying to flee responsibilities or that she didn’t love her daughter, it was merely because she believed that the village would be satisfied with her death. Furthermore, she was physically weak and didn’t want to cause trouble for her daughter who was already stronger than average thanks to her bloodline.


Ultimately, Lanya was chased out of the village like an animal. The villagers didn't kill her. Probably because the guilt they were feeling after pushing a weak woman to suicide and perhaps also because they had realized how ugly their actions were; only too late.


Lanya cried and mourned for days before she began a trip of which the goal was even unknown to her. She was just like some sort of fugitive. She had to hide her appearance from others and work at the guild to be able to eat.


Her life continued like this until she met Vinia who was out of her homeland to meet with other royalties with her father. She took care of her and they quickly became friends. But after a few months, Lanya insisted on leaving and Vinia helplessly agreed and gave her some food, weapons, and clothes to use.


At that time, Lanya’s goal was the monster territory and her father that lived there. Her only purpose was pure revenge. It was an immature and reckless thought.


While she was in the monster territory, she learned how to fight and survive. And it was also then that she received Chronepsis’ inheritance. Her body stopped growing and at the same time, her body stabilized and reverted to a normal human appearance. As he gave her the inheritance, Chronepsis also offered her the information she sought about her father.


After everything was said, Lanya unhesitatingly raided the lizard clan to find her father who actually had a small nobility title. She succeeded in her assassination but was captured in the process to finally be sold to a certain vampire and bought by Arima later on.


Arima, Lilis, and Vinia attentively listened to her, even Night perked his ears.


"I see, so the reason you insisted on leaving this place was for vengeance…" Vinia mumbled and bitterly smiled. "No wonder you didn’t tell me anything. You knew I would’ve stopped you… You received the power of a god and he encouraged your revenge. That's outrageous."


Apparently, the spirit princess was a bit mad toward Chronepsis for giving Lanya the information about her father.


After finishing his tea, Arima rested his back on the couch. He crossed his arms and indifferently looked at Vinia. "What's wrong with that?"


Lanya didn’t expect those words and her eyes widened.


"What do you mean?" On the other end, Vinia’s eyes narrowed and glared at Arima.


"Revenge. Who are you to proclaim that it's a bad thing? People who say that revenge is stupid and nonsensical are cowards who can't shoulder what it entails. Revenge, vendetta, vengeance, retribution… They’re all the same. That’s what you call justice."


"Justice?"


"Yes. Revenge can also be called punishment. That's what justice is. Not those disgusting things people call laws and which were corrupted by misplaced and fake morals," Arima voice got colder.


“If you dare to say one should not seek for revenge, you are indirectly expressing that the criminals should be left alone although they crushed the lives of innocent people. Is that really your creed, princess?”


“Seeking reprisal is not wrong, but forgoing it to follow morals that don’t exist is. He kills, he violates, he robs, he thus has to die. It should never be ‘he deserves to die’. You only say that when you’re not even bothered to realize that ‘deserving’ also means that it should occur.”


Vinia fell silent for a moment. Her eyes drifted toward Lanya who was sighing in relief as a faint smile appeared on her face. The main reason she was so irresolute to tell her past was because of her origins and the fact that she pursued vengeance on her own biological father.


Vinia shook her head and stood up. She stared at Arima. "You saved her so I shall thank you for that. But," she released the aura of an eighth level and the entire mansion shook. "If you make her miserable or if something happens to her, I will then happily listen to your advice and give justice."


Arima just chuckled while Lilis couldn’t resist the urge to burst out laughing.


"Hahaha, you have great resolve, little girl. You want to protect your friend, that's admirable," she praised Vinia as if she was talking to a child. She smirked and pointed at Arima. "But you shouldn't threaten someone who can single-handedly destroy your country. That’s politics 101."


"Sorry?" Vinia was stunned by those words. She urgently turned toward Lanya who just shrugged in return. She suddenly felt like she had done something really stupid and embarrassing. She retrieved her aura and stiffly bowed in front of Arima. "I apologize… I got carried away.”


Arima waved his hand dismissively. "Don’t worry about it."


Lanya giggled then cast a really intrigued look at Vinia. "Still, I don’t recall you being so quick-tempered, is there something wrong?"


Vinia sat down on a chair and groaned. "Actually… I'm having a bad experience with humans at the moment."


"Bad experience?"


"A few months ago, I went with father to the capital for a meeting with the human king. There, I stumbled upon the First Prince. 'I fell in love with you at first sight,' he said."


Vinia grumbled with palpable infuriation in her voice.


"Since then, he kept proposing to me over and over again and recently it changed into threats. Of course, I looked into his reputation and what I found was a really disturbing rumor.  I heard that he has the hobby of seducing and luring women to have fun with before abandoning them. In fact, some young girls even disappeared after visiting his chambers."


A cold light flashed in Lanya’s eyes. "Is that information reliable?"


Vinia sighed. "It is. I thoroughly investigated that rumor."


"That's…" Lanya was speechless. "What kind of threats did he send you?"


"Things such as declaring war against the spirits, spreading false rumors about us, or even sabotaging our trades…"


Lanya’s expression darkened. "Does he really have that kind of power?"


"Yes, unfortunately. He's greatly influent. Even in front of the king himself. He possesses a lot of backers and supporters amongst the nobles," Vinia helplessly said.


When Vinia stopped talking, only the noise of Arima and Lilis eating was still resounding in the room.


"Arima, do you have an idea?" Lanya couldn't stand this odd silence and asked him for help.


"Hm?" Arima was indolently listening until now so he was a bit late to react. "Oh, well, in my opinion, there's a really easy solution."


"Really?" Vinia's expression brightened.


"Yeah, someone like that, you just need to kill him."


Now, the silence came back and it was even more unbearable than before. Night sighed and Lilis snickered.


"What's wrong? I can even do it from here if you want," Arima declared. Before anyone could stop him, he released his aura toward the sky. Like a guided missile, his aura flew off toward the human capital; around two thousand and a half kilometers away.


Above that same city, the sky darkened and every citizen looked up. They all witnessed the clouds gathering together to form a spiral. Just after, all of them felt a wave of spirit going through them.


The strong people around the continent got the same thought at the same time, ‘Him again…’


The clouds above the city gradually blackened and thunder roared. Dark lightning lingered around the city as if it was threatening it.


"So? Just tell me how he looks like and the problem is solved," back in the spirit realm, Arima’s eyes glowed and a projection of the human city appeared in the room. He pointed at the projection with his finger and everywhere his finger pointed, black lightning would follow, both in the projection and the real world.


Vinia was agape. She didn't know how to react but when she heard the question Arima just asked her, she paled and recovered her senses. "Wait! I don't need you to do that! Also, the prince is at the eighth level, you can't kill him just like that!"


Arima scowled at her. "If it's only the eighth level, I can do it with one lightning bolt. Two, if I'm unlucky."


"It's fine! I don't want someone else to kill for me!"


"Did you already forget what I said?" Arima retorted and the fairy couldn’t say anything else to counter him.


"I…"


Arima shrugged. The projection vanished and the clouds above the human city dispersed. All of the residents breathed out in relief.


"If it was up to me, I would have directly eliminated him. But since it’s your problem, I'll respect your opinion, as Lanya's friend."


Vinia sat down again and sighed heavily.


Arima looked at her and hummed. "Well, to be honest, I have a non-lethal way to deal with this."


"…What is it?"


"Simple, you just need to-" Arima froze in the middle of his sentence. His expression suffered some changes and he closed his eyes as if he was seriously listening to something


"Hm?" Lilis and Lanya were as much confused as Vinia was and even Night couldn’t tell what was going on.


Arima slowly stood up, he opened his eyes. "Sorry, I have to go somewhere," he said and turned toward the corner the room. "Night, stay here and take care of that guy for me. I don't think I need your help for this one."


"Eh?" Vinia was dumbfounded when she saw Night nod. Because he hadn’t moved or said anything at all since the beginning, she didn't realize he was in the room. Even his aura and presence were freakishly concealed and maybe some people would even have a hard time noticing him even if they were right next to him.


"Good luck then. Later," Arima waved his hand to say bye and teleported away.


The room fell silent once again. This time, the three girls eyed Night in curiosity. They were very curious about what Arima was going to say earlier. The wolf clicked his tongue as he didn’t want to work and unwillingly explained the ‘plan’.
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                Arima emerged in a dark place after his teleportation. The first thing he saw was a huge shadow right in front of him that looked like a monster's leg.


He slowly raised his head to look up. The appearance of the 'thing' in front of him became clearer and clearer in his head then he thought of something that perfectly matched the figure.


As he was looking up with his neck crooked, he stared at a pair of green eyes that were observing him from above. He forgot to react; not that he was scared, or surprised, he actually seemed to be in a daze.


"What's wrong? This is the first time a human has this kind of reaction in front of me," a strong voice echoed.


"No, it’s just…" Arima lightly laughed. "It was unexpected."


"Unexpected?"


Arima nodded. "Yes. In my homeland, your kind is only recorded in books and are supposed to be extinct. I only ever saw creatures like you on paper. That's why it took me off guard."


"Extinct? Me?" The head of the figure moved and asked.


Strong hind legs on which he stood, small front claws, a long neck, and a threatening head with a mouth that could probably chew steel like it was nothing.


"‘Tyrannosaurus Rex’, it’s the name given to you from where I come from."


"Tyrannosaurus Rex? What a strange name," the T-Rex snorted and shook his head.


"It's also abbreviated to T-Rex. In fact, the marking point of that name is that 'Rex' means 'King' in another language," Arima explained and smiled.


"Oh… forget what I said, I quite like the name actually. I'll take it if you don't mind," the dinosaur started laughing and his attitude made a 180° turn.


"Hey, stop blabbing already. Seriously, why did you need to lock yourself in there to find him?" Another voice resounded and the ground suddenly shook as a ray of light illuminated the area.


Arima turned around and watched the wall sliding as if it was a door. A land dragon was actually pushing a huge boulder blocking the entrance of this place which was, in fact, a very large cave.


The imposing land dragon put his head inside the cave and focused on Arima. "Let's go. The old geezer told you why you're here, right?"


"Oh, right," the T-Rex had almost forgotten about the main reason he had called Arima. He stood up and left the cave.


Arima followed and raised a question, "By the way, how did you find me?"


"That old geezer doesn't have that much fighting strength, but his ability to control magic is something out of this world. He can locate anyone on the continent without being detected at all," the land dragon said while pointing to the T-Rex with his chin.


"That's indeed impressive," Arima honestly praised. "Even I almost failed to notice.”


"Huh?"


"What?"


The T-Rex froze on the spot and the dragon looked at Arima with an expression full of surprise.


The T-Rex was thunderstruck. "Seriously?" He muttered toward and Arima casually nodded.


"Before you initiated a telepathic link with me, I sensed your spirit scanning me. The only thing that surprised me was that you suddenly talked to me."


The dinosaur bitterly laughed since he wasn’t used to having his scan being seen through but the dragon laughed cheerfully for some reason.


"See that, old bastard? A human beat you in your own domain that took you hundreds of years to master!"


"Shut up!" The T-Rex snapped and shouted.


Arima shrugged. "I just felt it, anyway. I don't think I would be able to do the same as he did."


This time, it was the dinosaur's turn to laugh and the dragon to fall silent. "That's true, totally true," he kept nodding exaggeratedly.


"Can you stop that back and forth, please? Your personalities are kinda 'heavy' and it annoys me," Arima deadpanned and the two beasts instantly closed their mouth. They were being obnoxiously loud in his opinion.


After a few minutes, they arrived at the top of a mountain and stopped at the edge of a massive crevasse.


"So, this is the volcano you were talking about, huh?" Arima remarked after looking down the crevasse.


“Hm?” The dragon raised his voice. "What is a volcano?"


"That's how you call this type of natural formation," Arima shortly answered. He sat down and closed his eyes.


"[Index mundo] (World Index)," he chanted and inspected the entire mountain but he mainly concentrated on the underground.


"What are you doing?" The T-Rex was surprised by the sudden wave of spirit.


Arima opened his eyes and stood up. "A small assessment to clarify the magnitude of the volcano's threat."


"The results?"


"Bad. The magma chamber is too wide. We're lucky that one side of this mountain is nearing the sea, but…" Arima looked left and right. "If the lava comes out of this crevasse then the continent could end up at least half-destroyed."


The land dragon groaned. "Are you sure? I thought that it would only threaten our territory."


"Yeah, and what's scary is that the magma is unusually dense and hot… Or maybe it's just something that is different in this world," Arima whispered the last part. “It’s plausible that huge quantities of inborn mana have been infused into that magma.”


"Do you have a way to stop it?" The T-Rex anxiously asked.


Arima scratched his head. "We could try to reduce the pressure in the chamber or move the tectonic plates one way or another to avoid the eruption. We can't freeze the magma though. I think it will just build up the pressure and accelerate the eruption. Well, not that I know what would happen exactly. It's not like I ever tried to freeze a magma chamber."


The dragon and the dinosaur were already lost at what he was explaining, they couldn't understand what he was talking about.


"So… we can stop it, right?"


"Yeah…" Arima smiled to the dragon. "If we're lucky that is."


"…Lucky?" The two beasts looked at each other with a worried look.


"Anyway, let's try it. I think we have around five days before this thing explodes. We should be able to stop it in time," Arima stated and created a connection to another dimension. The three of them vanished from the place to reappear inside of it.


"This is… a dimensional link! How can you do that so easily!? And alone!" The T-Rex shouted in shock. He seemed to have an even better understanding of dimension magic than Koden.


"Don't mind that," Arima said and flew off to study the volcano from above.


"Anything we do to the volcano here won't affect the original one. So, we can experiment all we want. You'll have to assist me a bit."


***


Back in the spirit city, the moment Arima left, Night sighed.


"As Arima said, it's simple."


“He always says that,” Lanya retorted and Night cleared his throat.


“…You just need to call the prince and say something like 'I want to talk with you about the engagement' or something. When he comes here, I'll just need to either brainwash him and order him to confess his crimes or use a weaker version of the Penance Stare to make him regret everything he did until today. If he kills himself after that, it would be even better."


The room was invaded by silence for the third time. Or maybe fourth?


Vinia raised her hand. "Sorry, but that's unlikely. That prince is always accompanied by his most trusted guard, a woman at the ninth level. We can't use your plan if we have to fight her. We would directly be compromised and the prince would be able to escape while being protected."


"It’s fine," Night lazily said. "Although I’m not as good as him, Arima taught me how to create a dimensional link. I can hold it for around three hours.”


"A dimensional link?" Vinia was confused.


"That's one of Arima's magics. He can create a parallel dimension and fight in it without damaging the surroundings," Lanya explained to her.


"It sounds… really handy," Vinia wore a strange expression. She wasn’t sure how to react.


"Once I send the prince and her guard into the other dimension, I will just need to defeat the latter and take care of the former afterward."


"But what if you can't beat her?" Lanya inquired.


"Well, in that case… let's say that Arima left me a pretty reliable fail-safe," Night uttered and glanced at Lilis. The goddess smiled and made a victory sign with her hand.


"If you need my help, just say it."


"…then it's decided. You can call the prince right away," Night told and yawned before closing his eyes again.


"Um, what should I do? I feel like something important has been decided awfully leisurely," Vinia said with a complex expression and sought some kind of answer from Lanya but she just smiled to her.


"Fine… I will lure him in…" The fairy sighed before leaving the room.


***


In the beast territory, six hours after they began to search for a solution to the volcano situation, Arima and the land dragon were resting.


They had attempted all kinds of methods they could think of to stop the eruption. But each time, the volcano would either erupt instantly or the magma would start to rise faster. In conclusion, Arima had to destroy and recreate a dimensional link at least thirty times.


"Damn, we'll never be able to stop it if we continue like that," the huge dragon complained whilst huffing flames.


"Indeed… no matter what we try, we just aggravate things," the T-Rex also was tired because he was the one that kept the volcano in check each time Arima and the dragon changed something.


Arima grumbled. "To be honest with you, I'm starting to run out of ideas."


The three of them stopped talking and began to think over it on their own.


"…I have one very last solution," Arima declared.


The two beasts raised their heads and looked at him.


"I could simply destroy the volcano in its entirety, along with the magma. But I would need Night's help and it would destroy more than half of the beast territory."


"Then forget about it. I We’re trying to protect the territory right now, not annihilate it," the dragon shook his head. "If something like that was a viable plan, I would've already tried it."


Arima shrugged then a thought struck him. "Wait, you two, do you have some Dravinite?"


"Dravinite?" The T-Rex was puzzled. "Well, yes, we have some. The beasts are the best when it comes to refining metals and minerals after all. But what would you do with it? We don't have a lot."


A silver flame ignited above Arima's hand and the corner of his lips curved upward as the glow illuminated his face. "I'll try to ‘expend’ and ‘absorb’ the magma instead of destroying it. That metal will help me a lot for that, and I'll also be able to reforge Karma at the same time.”
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                "Absorb? What are you talking about?" The T-Rex frowned. "How could you absorb it? Where would you send the magma? You can't put it inside your storage, it's too dense and powerful. You also can't teleport that kind of matter without risking to miscalculate the transfer."


"I know all of that," Arima waved his hand. "Do not overthink it. Just bring me all of the Dravinite you have."


After he requested it, the land dragon ultimately brought him a huge purple rock the size of a small-sized car.


"That's everything we have."


"Thanks, that should be enough," Arima put the rock inside his storage and turned toward the crevasse.


"What are you going to do?"


"I'm going to use the magma as a fire to reforge my soul weapon. The Dravinite has absorption characteristics, it can assimilate other metals and fuse with them to upgrade itself. I'm going to use every metal I have with me and forcefully integrate them into the Dravinite and then reforge Karma.”


“Of course, normally, I wouldn't be able to mix that much metal together. But if I use this big reserve of magma to transcend the melting point, then I think it’s possible. It has some magic properties to it so it should be fine. Additionally, Karma is bound to my soul and while it's restoring itself, it's in an ethereal state, which should allow it to accept the new material."


"Basically, I will trigger a fusion between the multiple metals I have and use the magma to stabilize it and compress it into one. Ultimately, the most important thing in all of this is whether my soul can withstand the process or not."


The two beasts more or less understood what Arima was going to do. They knew what was a soul binding and they were a bit surprised when they learned he had succeeded in doing it. But they only had one question about his plan which they voiced at the same time, "How?"


Arima snickered and he released his aura. "[Cutis Salamandra] (Salamander Skin)."


His skin became strangely hard and dark red in color. Overall, it seemed like he had transformed into a moving red statue. He then jumped into the crevasse without hesitation. He cast Enraged Spark and turned into a lightning bolt that flew toward the bottom at an insane speed.


The two beasts were shocked as they watched him freefall. Arima kept accelerating during his descent until he saw the hot rising magma. He breathed in and slowed down before diving in.


The moment he went under the lava, he became extremely slow and a wave of extreme heat assaulted him. He pushed through the magma and continued to go deeper. He made his way inside for almost an hour. When he judged that he was around the bottom of the magma chamber, he stopped moving.


He opened his eyes that resembled a lizard’s and which had a sort of rocky aspect to it. He waved his hand and started writing something with mana.


"[Scriptura]"

"[Infragilis, Aeternus, Periculo, Ultrix, Protector] (Unbreakable, Eternal, Dangerous, Avenging, Protector)."

"[Coronam auream] (Golden Crown)."


He transcribed and the words formed a hundred meters wide spherical golden barrier. The barrier had a strange ornament on top of it that looked like a crown. The barrier repulsed the lava and was now an empty spot inside the magma chamber. But Arima was actually saying outside it.


After that, a silver light appeared inside the sphere under his call. Next, he put the Dravinite inside the barrier and the metal began to revolve around Karma as if it was an electron.


Arima didn't stop there, he took out around ninety percent of all the metals he had accumulated in his storage; adamantite, mithril, orichalcum… and added all of it.


The several units of metal hovered around Karma and completely covered the silver light. At that moment, Arima started working very carefully. He placed his hands on the sphere and closed his eyes.


Inside the barrier, Karma shined and was linked to the purple metal with a thread of light. The two began to glow together as they merged. Afterward, all of the other metals started shining with different colors, one after the other. They all turned into chunks of light that moved toward Karma.


When around five different metals had been melded to Karma, the first rejection occurred and the sphere cracked. Arima glanced at the crack and instantly fixed it.


‘I need to hold this barrier for five minutes. If I don't, Karma will explode one more time along with all of the metals here…’


Arima grinned. There was actually something he didn't tell the dragon and the T-Rex.


‘If I lose control over this barrier too early, then forget about destroying the region, it's the whole continent that's doomed. Well, I didn't know I would do something so risky before coming here. I should have brought Night…’ He thought and then spotted another crack forming and immediately repaired it.


‘Well, that should give him some experience at least. He has only fought Aria's soul beast alone after all,’ Arima brushed it off and wholly focused on the barrier.


***


In the ‘castle’ of the spirit people, Night was nonchalantly sleeping when Vinia entered the room and told him that the human prince would arrive tomorrow.


Night yawned. "Oh? That was easy. There was the possibility that he’d refuse and tell you to go to him instead. It's good then. I'll be able to take care of it faster than I thought," he said after waking up. Then, his ear abruptly twitched and he looked in a certain direction.


"Arima is doing something interesting apparently."


"Mh?" Lanya tilted her head when she heard Night's mumbling.


"Oh," Lilis was delighted to hear that though. "What kind?"


Night shook his head. "I’m not sure. I just know that Arima is really expectant of the result of what he is doing."


"Tch," Lilis clicked her tongue and then thought of something. "Why don't you tell me where he is right now? I can go there directly."


"No. I'm sure Arima doesn't want you to follow him everywhere. Why do you think he hid his presence from you?" He refused and Lilis pouted.


"Um, Lilis, master, we could visit the city to pass time," Lanya suggested and Lilis immediately agreed to it while Night groaned.


***


"Do you think it's going well?" The dragon asked the T-Rex as they sat near the volcano, waiting for Arima.


“I can’t say. What he told us, I don't think it's impossible, nor do I think he lied to us, but I'm sure it's really hard to realize. Wait…maybe…he didn't tell us the consequences in case he failed!" He suddenly realized and shouted.


Following his statement, an earthquake abruptly struck the continent. Followed by a peculiar and unique aura.


***


While she was calmly walking through the amusement park, Lilis felt the earthquake and her eyes widened. But what shocked her wasn’t the tremor but the aura that came after.


She turned toward the beast territory. "Impossible!" She exclaimed. "It's the force of a transcendental weapon in its creation process!" A thought suddenly jolted her mind. She glanced at Night who was looking in the same direction as her.


‘'An interesting thing'? Is it that man's doing? Are you telling me that he has a soul potent enough to forge a transcendental weapon with the materials of this world?’ She thought and her expression stiffened. ‘How monstrous do you want to become before you're satisfied?’


***


Arima had successfully held for five minutes. When he released the barrier, Karma and all of the metals had condensed into a weird assembly of different colors. When the magma entered in contact with it, Arima forced the two to unify with neutral magic. At the same time, Karma released the strange aura felt by Lilis and the whole volcano began to shake.


The magma was being siphoned by the amalgam of ores and metals and a huge spiral formed in the middle of the magma chamber. Arima was already feeling the exhaustion hitting him. He was currently doing his best to manipulate the lava. He was directing it so that it would gradually heat and refine Karma. The huge metal block became red because of the heat and its form started changing.


Everything was going well until the shaking became way too strong for comfort. Arima's eyes narrowed and he urgently sent a message to the two beasts above.


***


"‘I can do it but I need time. Meanwhile, try to stop the excess of lava coming up'?"


The T-Rex repeated the message out loud and looked at the dragon at his right. The latter instantly acted. He gathered his mana and spread it around the mountain.


"What are you waiting for, old geezer?! Help me! You control the flow of mana while I cast my magic!"


The T-Rex grunted. "Fine!" He roared and strange tentacle-like appendages sprout out from his body and connected to the dragon’s body.


"[Grow for me]."

"[Become a wall protecting the world]."

"[Earth Confinement]."


The land dragon chanted and two huge walls of earth formed on each side of the crevasse which spanned for around three thousand kilometers. The two walls joined together and confined the crevasse.


"I hope you can finish it quickly because I can only keep this thing up for a half a day," the dragon muttered when the first explosive magma reached the surface.


***


Arima continued to refine Karma, but because he realized he wouldn't be able to last for too long if he used his full power, he had to reduce the pace.


‘At this rate, I'll finish it in ten hours or so.’


After that point, it was just a matter of time. Arima kept refining Karma whilst the two beasts restricted the partial-eruption.


Like that, eleven hours passed.


***


The next morning, it was time for the prince to arrive at the spirit city. Although everyone could feel the shaking originating from the beast territory, it was going on for almost half a day already. It was also becoming weaker over time so people already got used to it and expected it to be over soon.


So, it didn't stop the prince from coming to see Vinia. The prince arrived in front of the huge mist dome with a pretty big escort. At least a hundred soldiers with each one them being at the fifth level at least.


Vinia had already opened a huge path to the inside of the territory and was waiting for the prince’s arrival. When he stepped down from his carriage, Vinia walked to him with a smile.


"Welcome, Prince Drannoc," she bowed and slightly lifted her dress to greet him. Her expression didn't reveal anything strange.


The prince laughed. "I'm here. Did you finally decide to be mine?"


Vinia giggled. "I wanted to talk to Your Majesty about that. Why don't you come in?"


The prince nodded. "Surely," he said and waved at his escort. He ordered them to stay outside but a beautiful woman wearing a dark dress and a cold expression stood at his side. "She will accompany me. I'm sure you understand, right?"


"Yes. There’s no problem," Vinia nodded and began to lead the prince into the dome. Like with Arima, they first used the stone paver in the flower field before reaching the town. They directly went to the 'castle'. They passed by the park and entered the mansion. Vinia invited the prince to the exact same room Arima was left waiting last time.


When the prince and her guard entered the room, the latter immediately reacted and her eyes narrowed. "Your Majesty, please stand back," her eyes were fixed on Night who was lying on the couch.


"What's wrong, Fayla? It's just a mere sixth level beast," the prince frowned in displeasure.


"I’m afraid… it's not just a beast,” Fayla replied with a darkened expression.


Night stretched a bit and jumped in front of them before chanting, "[Altera Rationem Terram] (Next Dimension Territory)."


The space distorted and Vinia disappeared from the room.


"What happened?!" The prince looked around in panic and Fayla grabbed the handle of her sword.


Night inhaled and initiated his transformation. In just a few seconds, a black and red dragon was already standing in front of them, smirking. The ceiling was smashed because of his height. He wagged his tail and all the furniture inside the room fell apart.


"Now…"


***


At the same time, Arima grinned and viewed the giant magma sword in front of him.


"Well…"


***


""Let’s begin.""
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                Arima had completed the main phase of the fusion. Now, he just needed to compress it and make it return to its original shape. The magma chamber was now totally empty. It had turned into a giant cavern. Of course, the excess of magma going up stopped as well. Allowing the dragon and the T-Rex to rest.


But although there wasn't any lava left, the place was still extremely hot and it's not like the 'source' itself of the volcano had disappeared. He had just gotten rid of the accumulated magma. In maybe a few thousands of years, the problem will come back. Or maybe a new volcano will appear near this one.


‘Well, that's not my problem. I'm sure the next generations will have an idea of how to deal with it,’ Arima thought. He looked at the giant lava sword hovering in the air and smiled. The shape of the sword was extremely crude and its size was around ten meters in length.


"Now, it's time to begin," Arima connected his soul and mind to Karma. The moment he did that, he coughed some blood and was struck by a mental rebound. He wiped the blood and sighed. "As expected, it will be harder from now on."


His body became shrouded by a black mist and he instantly took his skeleton form. "I won't take physical damage, but my soul is still in peril so let's finish this quickly," he muttered and devoted himself to his work.


***


"A ninth level dragon!" Drannoc's bodyguard exclaimed. She stepped in front of the prince to protect him.


Night cracked his neck. "It's been a long time since I fought a one on one battle. The last time was also the first time, without counting the one against Arima. So, let's have fun," he smirked and his crimson pupils glowed like candles.


He flapped his wings and charged first. He covered his claw in dark fire and attacked Fayla with it. The latter's black dress became blurry as if it was darkness itself. That darkness met head-on with Night's fist. Causing a shockwave to sweep the surroundings.


Fayla drew her golden sword and swung it at Night's chest. At the same time, the sound of electricity resounded and lightning burst around the weapon.


Night conjured a sphere of compressed flames and used it to clash with the lightning blade. The explosion instantly destroyed the whole room of the mansion.


Night breathed in. Sparks and flames escaped through the gaps between his fangs. He roared and a large fire wave hit Fayla at close range. This additional blast completely destroyed the second floor of the mansion and everything that was behind Fayla.


In a hurry, she pushed the prince out of the mansion. She used a lightning shield to block the fire and countered by conjuring a huge thunder spear which she threw at the sky. The clouds gathered and thunder rumbled. A powerful lightning bolt instantly fell from the sky and exploded on Night.


The red lines on his body shined and were ignited. He extended his hand toward the sky and literally grasped the lightning. The ground where he was standing cracked and he directly fell to the ground floor of the mansion. The flames surrounding his body moved and engulfed the lightning, destroying what was left of the mansion.


While Night was dealing with the lightning, Fayla kicked the ground and aimed to cut his throat. He deflected the blow with his tail and conjured a dozen of small spheres of compressed fire and threw them at her.


Fayla's black dress blurred and became darkness. Her speed increased considerably as she retreated. The thunder clouds generated one more lightning bolt that clashed with the spheres.


The two magics exploded together and covered the area in a mile’ radius, destroying some attractions of the amusement park in the process.


After the flareup, Night and Fayla landed on the ground calmly. They glared at each other and slowly took a stance. They didn't look tired at all.


Night grinned. "You're pretty good."


"You too," the woman maintained a stony face and responded while looking around.


"You're looking for that guy?" Night snickered. "He must be fighting Lanya right now. Don't worry, their fight is fair. They are at the same level, but Lanya is almost at the ninth level and her draconic form is powerful. If you want to save your prince, you should hurry."


Fayla stared at him. "Then I won’t hold back," she said and her eyes glowed with a golden light. The clouds in the sky began to multiply and lightning started falling continuously.


Night let out a chuckle, his fire appeared everywhere around him. He also conjured a great sword made out of magic and put it on his shoulder. "Fine by me."


They both charged at the same time. Night hacked with his sword and clashed with Fayla's. In terms of physical strength, she was greatly overcome so she could only deflect the great sword.


Night profited of that moment to endow his other hand with fire before punching her. She narrowly dodged and he ended up hitting the ground, creating a huge crater. Fayla lifted her sword and lightning fell on it before she swung it down.


Night waved his tail and struck Fayla's side to distract her. He cast a fire ball that he grasped and pushed directly toward her chest. She frowned and gathered lightning around her sword and slashed the fireball. The result was an explosion that made her fly for hundreds of meters. Her dress fluttered and she landed gently. She didn't look injured at all.


"Tch," Night clicked his tongue. At first sight, this fight may look like it was going in his favor but it’s Fayla who was controlling the rhythm. Additionally, he couldn't keep the dimension open as long as Arima could.


Night dispelled his sword. He flapped his wings and flew off. He stopped once he was around a kilometer away from the ground. He released his aura to the maximum and the clouds above him were burned. The red lines on his body began to shine even brighter. Soon, his entire body was radiating a red hue.


"[Et evigilare faciatis, hic et nunc] (I awaken, here and now)."

"[Et dominabitur super orbem terrarum flammis Draco ex Deo] (I'll dominate the world with the flames of the Dragon God)."


Black flames gathered around the black dragon like a spiral and formed a giant sphere of fire around him. A black sun with a thousand meters’ diameter appeared in the sky with Night in its center.


Fayla ascertained that she couldn't escape that attack so she decided to take that magic head on.


"[Strike and Burn this Lower World]," she chanted and lightning came out of the ground around her and the clouds above. It connected together and thunder roared.


"[Come Forth and Destroy the Hope of my Enemy]." The lightning slowly transformed into a giant trident.


"[Rideat me in mortem animam dolent evolasse] (I laugh at death and fret over life)," Night continued his own chant.

"[Et facti faciet tui tandem somnum exterreri solebat] (I shall become your last nightmare)."

"[Et semita ut exitium ab secure in tenebris, et non perimus] (I'll take the path of ruin and drown you in the dark purgatory)."


The ‘sun’ started changing form and gradually took the shape of a certain beast.


"[Ater Novae] (Black Nova)," Night finished chanting and the black sun had become a giant fire dragon that appeared to be an extension of his own body.


Night closed his eyes and the red eyes of the giant fire dragon opened instead. The terrifying monster roared and made the earth shake.


"[Pierce Through the Sky]."

"[Plunge and Shatter their Dreams]."

"[Trident of Dawn]," Fayla also finished chanting and the trident above her became a lot larger and some runes seemed to have been engraved on it.


Night took the initiative and the colossal dragon brought its fist down. The lightning trident moved blocked the punch. The strength on each side was more or less equal. The ground cracked and a whole a new crater formed, erasing everything. Fayla was being protected by the trident itself.


The dragon backed away temporarily and started using its tail and legs to combat the invoked weapon. The trident was extremely fast and caught every blow while counter-attacking as if it had martial knowledge.


***


Meanwhile, the flames burning inside Arima’s skull were weakening and some of his bones had already cracked under the pressure.


In front of him, the lava sword had now become a scalding katana. But it was still way too hot, to the point that the only color really was fiery red.


Arima extended his hand and tried to grab it. "Kuh…" He gritted his teeth and pulled his hand away almost immediately. He looked at his skeletal hand which was fuming. Although he was in an undead state, he still felt the pain from the heat because of the soul link.


Arima stopped moving. After a while, he trapped his hand in purple ice and grabbed the katana before propelling himself upward. In less than a second, he had grabbed the katana and traveled a hundred meters toward the exit of the volcano.


He elevated his speed as much as he could. After a few seconds, he got out of the crevasse but he continued to fly upward for another few. He then turned toward the sea before throwing Karma as far as he could. Afterward, he reverted to his human form and landed on top of the mountain.


"Hey, what's going on? Did you succeed?" The land dragon appeared beside him along with the T-Rex. "What did you just throw?"


"My soul weapon," Arima replied and the two beasts looked at each other in confusion. Arima pointed at the sea. "Look, it will fall in soon.”


The two beasts squinted their eyes and spotted a red light falling in the distance. "Why did you throw it there?" They asked at the same time then Karma finally went underwater. Nothing happened even after three seconds.


"…Hey, what was th-" Before the land dragon could finish, the seawater exploded into a huge pillar several miles high. When the water fell back, there was a huge depression on the surface of the sea.


The T-Rex blinked. “Seriously… what happened?”


Arima exhaled. "Steam explosion," he didn't say anything else and just extended his hand toward the sea. A red light surfaced and landed in his hand within a few seconds. When he inspected what he had in his hands, he grinned happily.


Karma had now been reborn and its appearance was different from before. The handle had become a lot more refined and tough looking with a chain hanging at the end of it. The blade was longer and was obviously wider and heavier.


Most of it was now of a dark red but the edge of the blade was dark purple and some silver runes had been drawn on the sides of the blade. The sword was releasing a powerful aura on its own.


The two beasts were looking at the sword agape. They never saw a weapon that looked this threatening by just lying in the hands of its owner.


Arima gripped Karma tightly with his right hand and raised his left one as if he was trying to grab something. A dark red flame appeared out of nowhere and took the form of a scabbard. After the fire died out, a black sheath was left in his hand.


Arima then casually wielded Karma and sliced the air. He then sheathed it and the aura vanished. When the blade became totally covered by the sheath, a huge crack appeared around the crevasse. It instantly crumbled down across thousands of miles. In an instant, a fourth of the crevasse was destroyed and buried under rocks and soil.


Arima laughed and admired Karma in his hand. "It's a good sword."

            

    
        41. ''No problem.''

    
    
    
    
                Night and Fayla battled with their large-scale magic for at least half an hour. It was also around the same time that Arima threw Karma into the sea to forcefully cool it down and restrain the heat that could have damaged the blade.


Fayla had suffered some injuries and burns, but she was still better off than Night who had huge cuts on his shoulder and chest inflicted by the trident. His fire projection had already shrunk by more than half of what it was.


Night regulated his ragged breath and calmly looked at Fayla. He opened his mouth and started sucking air into his lungs, or to be exact, the flames. His chest gradually swelled and the red lines on his body glowed once again. The huge fire dragon changed into tourbillon of fire that was rapidly swallowed by him.


Fayla's eyes narrowed. The trident hovering around her started spinning madly in front of her. The spin generated several lines on thin-air which gathered together and formed magic runes. Soon enough, the trident had finalized a magic circle and was already working on a second layer.


"[Ut incenderent Aeternitatis] (Burn for Eternity)," Night gulped the last flame and chanted. His eyes glowed red. Sparks escaped through his fangs and at some point, even darkness magic slowly covered his body and converged around his mouth. But he didn't open his mouth immediately and, instead, a magic circle appeared at his feet.


Fayla's expression changed drastically, she perfectly recognized that circle’s function. Usually, in a fight, teleportation was really limited because of the aura and magic of the opponent. But one can do it if he prepared himself enough before breaking through the opponent's aura with an intricate formation. Fayla wondered if he had been preparing that circle while they were fighting before.


She couldn't think more after that. Night soundlessly teleported behind her. She just had the time to turn her head around to see a twenty-meter-tall dragon staring at her with bloodshot eyes.


Night roared and spat a terrifying breath of fire surrounded by a spiral of darkness which wrapped and burned everything in his sight. The fire spread on the ground like water until Night closed his mouth. The odd thing was that the fire wasn’t going away. It moved weirdly; as if it was alive.


Night exhaled some vapor and stared at the sea of flames he had created.


"[Gaudete](Burst)," he chanted and the flames suddenly rose in intensity before a deafening sound resounded along with an earthquake. The whole area that was in fire exploded and formed countless mushroom clouds. It felt like hundreds of nukes had just detonated there.


The fire persisted for a few minutes before disappearing and leaving the ground thoroughly charred and lifeless. Night observed carefully with an uneven breath. He spotted a figure standing in the middle of this inferno.


Fayla stood there. She was panting heavily and her appearance was certainly pitiful. She only succeeded to protect half of her body along with the head and heart by sacrificing the trident. The result was that her entire left side had been burned to crisp. Her arm and leg were simply seared.


Night wasn't surprised about her survival. He wasn't focused on killing her in the first place. He only needed her to tell the human capital that nothing wrong happened here.


"Surrender," Night muttered in a quiet and calm voice in the middle of the crackling sounds of the burned earth.


Fayla raised her head and glared at Night. "Never."


"Don't be unreasonable. You can't beat me in that state."


Fayla took a small pill from her storage and immediately swallowed it. When she ate that pill, her skin began to heal back to normal.


Night's expression twitched when he saw that and he wryly smiled. ‘A medicine? Arima never even touched that, saying that it isn't a fight if you rely on drugs… But that thing shouldn’t be without any cost. Healing injuries is extremely tough when they are caused by powerful magic infused with aura.’


Fayla had recovered her fair skin and her black dress retransformed to cover the half of her body that was exposed. After that, she brandished her golden sword and stared at Night.


‘Still, I might not be able to hold out for too long. Should I let that woman finish it?’ Night mused then a dark-red light appeared in front of his eyes out of nowhere.


He observed the red glow wide-eyed before grinning and grabbing it.


***


After he tested Karma, Arima took out Superbia and smiled. In the last phase, he sent all the energy that wasn't absorbed by Karma into Superbia and its bullets. The rifle was now bigger and had a hint of red and purple on it.


When he dealt with the meteorite, Arima realized that Superbia and Karma could be really scary if they were used together. So, he took the opportunity.


After that, he swiftly destroyed the volcano and filled the magma chamber with water. At least like that, it will retard the next eruption for a while.


"Thank you," the land dragon thanked him right after. "If it wasn't for you, maybe the entire territory could have been dumped into chaos.”


"Nothing much. Really, don't thank me," Arima replied with a wry smiled.


‘I can't tell them that I risked to destroy the whole continent for personal reasons…’ He thought and coughed. "By the way, I haven't introduced myself, right? I'm Arimane Blade, call me Arima."


The dragon nodded. "My name is Hieran."


"I'm Rex," the dinosaur shamelessly stated and Hieran sighed.


"Well, nice to meet you, I suppose. I mean, it’s a bit late. Anyway, now that I saved your home, can you do me a little favor?"


"Sure. As long as we can do it."


"It's not much. I'm sure that your forest has a dryad, right? I want to meet her."


When they heard Arima's request, the two beasts' expressions turned ugly. Hieran groaned and shook his head. "Sorry Arima, but I'm not sure we can help you with that."


Arima frowned. "Why?"


"That dryad has one of the worst personalities you can find!" Rex scoffed. "She thinks of herself as a Queen and is extremely selfish. For this incident, we solicited her help but she said that she wouldn’t do it and told us to scram. She also boldly asserted that even if the volcano were to erupt, she could protect the forest by herself."


Arima listened and scowled. "That’s unlikely. I'm confident I could protect a one-thousand-mile-wide area if I give my best. But all of it is practically impossible. She wouldn't be able to protect the entire forest which occupies almost all of the territory. Is she stupid?"


Rex and Hieran laughed together. The latter shrugged. "As a dryad, she has control over the entire forest and would probably be able to protect the lives in it at least. Maybe she underestimated the volcano’s threat though. Anyway, why do you want to meet her?"


"I need her abilities. Her range to be exact."


"Range? Her mana reach you mean?” Rex asked and Arima nodded. “If you want to find someone or something on this continent, I can do it for you, you know?"


"No, what I want to look at is something out of this continent, out of this planet," Arima retorted and the two beasts were stunned.


"Dryads are extremely good at maintaining long-range magic thanks to the forest’s catalyst aspect. I want that ability to find what I want."


Hieran thought for a moment. "I see. Well, I can't really arrange a meeting or something of the sort but I can bring you there."


Arima laughed. "It's fine. If she doesn't want to listen, I'll make her."


The two beasts smirked. "If you do it, maybe we'll owe you one additional favor," they uttered and led him toward the center and core of the forest.


Just a few minutes after leaving the mountain, Arima abruptly felt something through his soul and looked into it. While walking with Rex and Hieran, he fell silent. He smiled after a few seconds. His chest glowed with a dark-red light.


"{Go test it for me,}" he sent a telepathic message and continued following the two beasts.


***


"No problem," Night grinned and grasped the red light. The red hue scattered and a sword that was around ten meters long materialized. When the red glow vanished, an exquisite dark-red great sword with a purple edge was revealed.


"Karma can change form by the owner's wishes," Night mumbled while observing Karma in his hand. He smiled. "That sounds really good."


Night immediately freed the first seal Arima had put on Karma and the latter released a powerful and ominous aura.


Arima had set up three seals for Karma. He did so because he realized that the sword was too powerful. It could kill and destroy with just a careless swing from the holder. So, he decided to put some seals to get used to it progressively.


Night shouldered Karma and smirked. "Round 2."


He deployed his wings in a strong motion and created a wind powerful enough to maybe kill a fifth level human.


"But let me warn you, it may not last long," he proclaimed and kicked the ground. He flapped his wings at the same time and reached Fayla in the blink of an eye.


Fayla’s pupils contracted as the dark-red blade approached her. She moved her sword and tried to deviate the great sword falling on her.


Karma was coming from above vertically. Fayla tilted her sword in order to slide her blade and then hit from the side. But when the swords collided, Karma didn't change its course at all but cut through her weapon the instant it made contact with it. That clash was literally like trying to fight steel with glass.


Fayla's eyes narrowed, they flashed golden and lightning sparked around her. Her black dress blurred like never before and she performed a side step the fastest she could. When Karma missed her, it struck the ground and completely crushed it. A mile-long fissure opened, following the direction at which the blade was pointing.


Fayla couldn’t help but retreat. "How?" She said with a trembling voice. "You didn't use any mana or magic, just your physical ability. My sword was made of adamantite, mithril, orichalcum, and gold put together by Dravinite. How can the difference between our weapons be so large?"


Night smiled and pulled out Karma that was embedded in the ground. "That's because this is the weapon of the strongest 'monster' you'll ever meet," he quipped and pointed Karma at her. He snorted and propelled himself with an explosion. His wings generated a blast and he appeared in front of Fayla before she could even realize.


She grunted and withdrew a second time. She had to change her approach now. The only choice left to her was defense. She spent her time dodging and escaping. Although her body had healed, her mana and spirit didn't come back when she took that medicine. After all, mana is something that resides in the soul, there was no such thing as mana potions.


Even if someone were to inject mana in something like a vial, that mana will disperse quickly and be useless. Even with a liquid compound. The only things that can store mana are enchanted weapons. Even enchanted crystals can't keep mana indefinitely, only weapons with an enchantment successfully applied can gather and retain mana on their own thanks to the wisp of soul in it. But unfortunately, someone cannot draw out mana from an enchanted weapon.


But in fact, at the moment, there was an exception. Night was wielding Karma which was Arima's soul weapon. He and Arima were connected together by the same soul imprint. If Night decided to do it, he had the possibility to take mana directly from Arima’s soul.


"Sorry, borrowing a bit," Night muttered and Karma glowed a bit. He gripped the sword’s handle and the blade was shrouded by fire. Karma's chemistry with fire magic was now completely absurd and the black flame burned terrifyingly. "Well, that's just around a thousandth of your mana though."


Night swung the blazing sword toward Fayla. The latter used her full power to avoid and block but she was getting injured with every single blow. She couldn’t do anything in front of Karma’s might. What was even more frustrating to her was how Night waved that great sword like it was nothing. Of course, that was because Karma could also change its own weight at ease.


"It's time to finish this," Night declared and kicked Fayla away. He brought Karma to his waist and slightly bent his body. The fire surrounding the sword turned into lightning.


"It's Arima's favorite technique, hope you'll like it," Night smiled and swung the sword with two hands. "[Aeterna] (Eternal Night)."


Karma conjured a huge lunar shaped attack that flew toward Fayla. She already knew that she had lost. She also realized that Night wasn't even trying to kill her. All of his attacks were aimed at places such as the limbs or the abdomen. Never the chest, the throat, the head, and some vital organs. But she still refused to give up as long as she could fight.


She gathered every ounce of mana she had left and concentrated her aura.


"[Final Stand]," she chanted and two huge hands made of lightning appeared behind her and blocked Aeterna. The two giant hands applied pressure on each side to stop its momentum but the attack slowly began to cut them.


Night frowned when he saw that. If she were to use all of her power to stop Aeterna and fail, she would definitely die.


"[Praemium] (Explode)," he intoned and the lightning composing Aeterna went berserk and exploded. Night repressed the force as much as possible, so it only caused a small explosion.


After the shockwave that followed the discharge of lightning, Fayla was too exhausted and injured and collapsed on the ground unconscious.


Night exhaled and Karma transformed into red particles that penetrated his chest. From the sky, Lilis had watched the whole scene. She particularly focused her attention on the powerful soul weapon.


"Karma, huh? I'm sure that name, that weapon, will be famous one day," she said and smiled.

            

    
        42. ''So? Convinced?''

    
    
    
    
                "{So, your impressions?}" Arima asked Night through telepathy.


"{Strong. Too strong in fact. I still have goosebumps because of it.}"


Arima smiled. "{Well, that's the kind of results I wanted. By the way, don't forget to take the memories of those two.}"


"{Hm, yeah, of course. But is it really necessary?}"


"{Remember I said that I would bully the humans a bit? I wasn't joking. Investigate if there are some people that need to disappear. Also, where is that woman?}"


"{Lilis? I think she watched everything but I'm not sure myself where she is.}"


"{Then it's okay. I'll finish what I have to do here and I'll come back soon after,}" Arima ended the conversation and cut the link.


"Well," Night walked toward Fayla and restrained her before waking her up.


"[Penitentia Conspiciunt] (Penance Stare)," he chanted before she could even say something. Night was quite massive compared to Fayla; she couldn't escape it when such a huge pair of eyes was glaring at her. She was struck by the magic and her head began to hurt.


She grabbed her head and held it for a while. Each regret she had done her best to forget resurfaced to torment her. After only a minute, she fell on her knees crying. The flames in Night's eyes vanished. He solemnly looked at the woman crying in front of him.


"Well, you're not that bad of a person," he calmly said to her. The fact that she was not that hurt by Penance only meant that her crimes weren’t serious.


Night shook his head and sighed. "But falling in love with that prince in your childhood was a really an unfortunate blunder," he uttered and she stopped crying. Fayla raised her head and gazed at the intimidating dragon.


"…Can you… help him?" She asked strangely. Maybe that most people wouldn’t understand what she was talking about. But Night glanced at her and smiled.


"Sure," he turned his head toward Lanya who was dragging Drannoc on the ground like he was stained clothing. The prince was in tatters and had multiple injuries along with broken bones and a displaced jaw. Lanya had just a small cut on her cheek and had an extremely unpleasant expression on her face.


"Don't tell me you beat him up like that just because of that cut," Night said and Lanya looked away.


As stated previously, even though people could use healing magic, everything depended on the healer, the injury itself, and the one who caused it. Lanya's cut was made by the prince as he expended a lot of his life force and aura.


"What did you do, seriously? The energy infused in that cut on your cheek is no joke. It feels like he used his ultimate attack for it," Night remarked after checking the cut. He healed it in a second since his own life force surpassed Drannoc’s by far. He then grabbed the prince before tossing him beside Fayla and healing him a bit at the same time.


"The second he saw me, he threw himself at me with a really infuriating expression," Lanya responded with deep coldness in her voice.


Night wryly smiled and woke the prince up after tying him up with magic. He opened his eyes and looked around like an idiot and then his eyes fell on Lanya. "You! How dare you?!" He shouted and then paled after remembering something. He slowly looked down at his crotch and spotted the dried blood.


Night's eyes widened and he looked at Lanya in shock. "Don't tell me..."


Lanya became flustered really quickly and was already itching to kill that prince. Night sighed and looked at Drannoc. "Hey, look at me in the eyes."


"You? Fayla hasn't taken care of you already?"


Night pointed behind him with a blank expression. "If you're looking for her, she is there."


"What?" The prince turned around and froze when she saw Fayla sitting down with a serene face that had lost most of the coldness she had before. He scowled at the strange situation and glared at Night.


"What do you think you’re doing? If something happens to me, you can be sure that you will die along with the spirit people. My father won’t spare you. In fact, just what that woman did to me is enough to sentence all of you. You better be careful about you do.”


Night laughed and sneered. "Ignorant prince, tell me. Do you know what I am?"


"What you are?"


"My name is Night Bahamut. It was given by Arimane Blade. I am a soul beast."


Both Drannoc and Fayla were thunderstruck by those words.


"A soul beast…?" Fayla mumbled and an immense feeling of fear sprouted in her.


"Impossible!" The prince shouted. "To beat Fayla, it means that you're at the late ninth level! My father is at the tenth level but even his soul beast can't beat Fayla!" He began to shout to reassure himself that there was no way that someone so powerful existed.


Night grinned. "Sorry, but it's true. If Arima wanted to, he could destroy your entire country without my help."


The prince was speechless and started thinking about what he should do. "You don't have to think that much," Night interrupted his thoughts. "Your choices don’t matter anymore. Do you really think that your opinion matters at this point?”


“I decide what you will do. [Penitentia Conspiciunt]," Night's eyes were ignited and Drannoc started screaming from the top of his lungs.


His state right now was a lot more daunting than Fayla and she paled.


"What are you doing to him?!"


"The same I did to you," Night replied indifferently. "But this guy's crimes and the guilt he is supposed to have are not something that can be compared to yours."


Fayla looked worriedly at Drannoc and could only wait. The prince wailed in agony for ten minutes straight. His hair had become white and his face was covered in dried tears. When he stopped screaming, his eyes had lost their past luster and was replaced by a new one.


"I'm sorry…" He bowed his head slightly and apologized in a very composed voice compared to before. That change wasn’t really surprising. Truthfully, the pain and mental scars that the prince had just suffered because of Penance were something that maybe even Arima wouldn’t be able to resist. This magic actually neared the classification of mind control. But it was purely a technique that forced the target to regret everything vile he had done in his life.


Night nodded. "Since I copied your memories, I only need you to do two things for me. One; return to your city and spread the information about a man named Arimane Blade. His title is the 'Kind Demon'."


Night told the first thing and the prince slowly nodded with a vacant expression. He already knew that to redeem himself he had to at least listen to Night.


“Two; I'm going to give you a list of people and I want you to gather them within three days from now on," Night's eyes glowed and the prince received the list telepathically. He appeared to be alarmed by something but still nodded in agreement with a fearful expression.


"That’s all. Now, you can go," Night said and the dimension broke apart like glass and they returned to the room they were supposed to be.


Drannoc stood up, he turned around and gently smiled. "Should we go, Fayla?" He asked and Fayla's expression brightened and she happily nodded. "You can go first to prepare the escort." 


Night, who had turned into a wolf again, looked at the prince when Fayla had left the room. "I did as Arima told me; I placed a curse on you. You have one year. If in one year you still don't redeem yourself, the curse will kill you. But if you manage to save and help more people than you made suffer then the curse will automatically disappear. I already engraved this in your memories but I figured I ought to give you a verbal warning. "


"I understand," the prince bowed and left silently.


After that incident, Drannoc returned to the human capital. The change in his personality shocked the entire country. Even his father tried to see if something was wrong with him. But he never found out about the curse or what happened, and just noted that his own son had now more white hair than he did. From that day onward, the prince began to help and work for his country.


"It's funny," Lilis appeared beside Night and commented.


"What is?"


"You could just have killed him. I can understand you needed him to gather your targets but you didn't need to give him a chance to survive the curse."


Night shrugged. "That's how Arima wanted it. I asked him about that though. He answered this: 'The moment you use Penance, you already killed him'. That’s what he said, meaning that we already destroyed what he was before."


Lilis thought for a moment then stared at Night. "Still, the pain he suffered wasn't enough to pardon the crimes he committed until today."


Night snorted. "I already told him that. He replied with something pretty unexpected."


"Which is?"


Night turned around and jumped on the couch before lying down.


"‘If I can't give a second chance, then why am I still alive?'" Night quoted and closed his eyes.


Lilis was surprised. "Was he talking about his transmigration here?"


"No," Night instantly responded, then he smiled bitterly. "That's the answer I got when asked the same thing as you."


Lilis and Night fell silent until Lanya stepped inside the room with Vinia. "What's wrong?"


***


"Here we are," Hieran said when they arrived in front of a place full of giant green leaves and vines illuminated by the sun. It was quite peculiar and unique how it changed from a normal forest with trees, shadowy grass, and mushrooms to a dazzling place with shiny green plants everywhere.


"This is pretty," Arima commented. "So, do we go in?"


"I already sent a message to that woman. Maybe one of her subordinates will come soon."


"By the way, what's her name?"


"Oh, she calls herself Evergreen," Rex answered as he stared at something approaching them. Arima looked forward as well and his eyes locked on a squirrel around thirty centimeters tall that was running toward them.


"What do you want from our Queen?" The squirrel used a condescending tone as if he had the most powerful backer of the world; apparently capable of protecting him from two tenth level existences, plus another one as strong as a seventh level.


Rex snorted. "We want to meet your master. Tell her that someone who she shouldn’t provoke has come to meet her."


"Denied," the squirrel refused instantly. "The Queen told me to refuse everyone that dares to ask for a meeting without reason."


Hieran glowered. "It's the person who saved her forest. Is that reason not sufficient enough perhaps?"


The squirrel glanced at Arima and laughed. "There's no way the Queen would need help from a human to protect the for…!!"


Arima’s smile became extremely dark and threatening. The squirrel closed his mouth as his body shivered uncontrollably. "Little guy, this is your last chance. Tell her to come here or I will destroy every single barrier protecting this place."


The fear took control of his body but the squirrel still had his mind fighting. When he heard a human uttering such nonsense, he still shouted. "You can't break the Queen's barriers!"


Arima smirked. "You brought this upon yourself. Karma."


When he called his sword, Rex and Hieran immediately retreated. They had seen what a simple swing of that katana could do and would not dare to touch the blade even if it was unmoving.


Arima leaped and escaped the confinement of the forest's trees. He gazed at the center of the forest from above. It looked like a giant dome containing a green paradise. That same dome was the visual feedback of all the magic barriers set up by the dryad.


Arima gripped his sword tightly and took an Iai stance in mid-air. "[Primum Sigillum, Frio] (First Seal, Break)," he disabled the first seal and the mighty aura was released.


"[Inanis mundi] (Void Blade)," a transparent aura gathered around Karma and clouded his figure for a second. He unsheathed his katana and swung it before putting it back inside the scabbard in the same motion.


A transparent flying slash was conjured and without any explosion or sound, the dome and the smaller magic formations inside were cut and reduced to mana particles.


Arima spun in mid-air and landed in front of the squirrel. His sword had already been put back inside his soul when his feet touched the ground.


"When it comes to dealing with magic arrays," he grinned at the small animal who was trembling at his feet. “Space magic is the best solution… So? Convinced?”

            

    
        43. ''Are you perhaps impotent?''

    
    
    
    
                The squirrel screeched and ran for his life. He rushed inside the 'green' area and soon disappeared from Arima's sight.


Rex repeatedly nodded with a happy expression and laughed. "It feels good! So damn good! That little guy would always talk to us that way. But we couldn't harm him without killing him by mistake and we also needed to keep a neutral relationship with the dryad."


Hieran also smirked. "We also couldn't destroy those barriers without causing unnecessary damage. You have a great understanding of space."


Arima shrugged at Hieran's praise and started walking toward the dryad's territory. "Let's go."


Inside this 'paradise of verdure', the leaves, grass, vines, flowers, and any other kind of plant were outright disproportioned. Just a simple leaf was two times bigger than a human. In the end, because it was annoying to cut and shove away all the plants on the way, Arima jumped on Hieran's back and sat down.


"Sorry about that."


Hieran laughed. "I don't mind."


While he was on the dragon's back, Arima observed the surroundings. This area was probably around five hundred hectares, pretty small compared to the entire size of the forest. But this place was really 'green' with a lack of a better word. All plants here shined with a spotless and beautiful light green.


It didn't take long for the trio to reach the center of this zone. In that same center, a really imposing tree was erected. The trunk was a hundred meters large and it was easily two kilometers tall.


At its roots, there was a tall woman wearing a green dress. She had refined features, emerald green hair, and pointy ears. Arima instantly identified her as the dryad but surprisingly, even after her barriers were destroyed, her expression didn't look angry in the slightest.


Arima jumped from Hieran's back and landed beside Rex who was slightly closer to the dryad.


The beautiful woman frowned when she spotted Arima. "Are you the one who sliced my arrays?" She asked with a clear voice and cold voice. "Miane informed me that you wanted to meet me. What is it for?"


Arima glanced at the trembling squirrel, Miane, who was trembling at the dryad's feet and smiled. "I'm here because I require your assistance."


"Go away. I won't help someone just because he wants it," she responded with an indifferent tone and waved her hand. "Do not break those barriers ever again. It's bothersome," she added and turned around.


"There's a reason why you will help," Arima stated and Evergreen froze. "Your forest's fate."


The dryad slowly turned her head and stared at him. "Miane told me about something like a savior… you're the one who prevented that 'thing' then. But that doesn't meet the requirements."


Arima shook his head. "You got me wrong. If you don't help me, your forest will burn."


Evergreen was stunned and glared at Arima with eyes that could kill. "Is this a threat?"


Her eyes glowed with a green light and each plant around her followed the example. A wave of spirit surrounded Arima and assaulted him.


The dryad was expecting Arima to bolt or beg for his life but what she got instead was just a smirk and a clap. "So, can I take this as a provocation?"


‘What? What do you mean provoking you?! You did it first!’ Evergreen shouted in her mind and gritted her teeth to suppress her anger. "…More importantly, how are you still able to stand there like that?"


"Hm?" Arima tilted his head. "The real question is; how are you still standing?"


"What do you-" Evergreen suddenly paled and fell on her knees. Her eyes widened in shock and she started sweating buckets. She slowly grabbed her shoulders whilst quivering and hugged herself. She then raised her head with difficulty and looked at Arima. With every second she gazed at him, the chill in her heart grew stronger


She struggled to open her mouth. "What… did you… do?"


Arima grinned. "You tried to attack me with your mind, right? Basically, you suffered a recoil."


"That's…impossible…" Evergreen was breathing heavily. "What kind of mind is that supposed to be? I used the forest's spirit to confront you. There's no way a human, no, a thinking being could possess a mind like that… unless you've gone completely crazy."


Evergreen used not only her own mind but also the one coming from the forest to attack. Even if it's a plant, everything has its own spiritual existence. When a dryad uses the spirit contained inside a forest, they are said to be able to make thousands of people lose their minds. But with that, Arima actually overpowered it, by literally just being who he is.


"Crazy, huh?" Arima snickered. "Hm, well, maybe it's more accurate than madman at least."


Evergreen inhaled and her mind calmed down a bit. "What kind of help does a crazy man like you need from me?"


Arima pointed at the sky and smiled. "I want to you to help me find something."


Evergreen looked up and scowled. "What do you mean?"


"Remember the meteorite from a few days ago? I want you to help me find out who or what sent that asteroid here and also his or its position. When I said your forest will burn, I meant that thing may very well target this planet again."


"That thing was sent by someone?" Evergreen frowned and thought about it. "…I don't think I can do it. Even if I use the power of the entire forest, I still won't be able to do it. I'll be short on mana very quickly."


"You don't have to worry about that. I can provide you with mana, and backup if you lose control."


Evergreen mused. "If you have enough mana then it might work…Come with me," she calmly stood up and headed toward the huge tree.


"Hey, aren't they being a bit too much friendly right now?" Rex whispered to Hieran.


"Who knows, but it seems that they're getting along pretty well indeed. Perhaps, we just didn't realize before… but those two are probably very similar."


Rex hummed. "Maybe you're right. They both appear to have a great ego. Furthermore, I think Arima is the one with the biggest one."


"Well, we can only wait now."


"Go home you two. Why are you still here?" The dryad heard them talking and coldly chased them away.


The two beasts' expressions sunk and they both left with a drooping head.


Evergreen approached the tree and placed her hand on the trunk. The wood deformed for her and she effortlessly went through. Arima stopped just in front of the tree and knocked on three times in curiosity. The wood warped and produced ripples on the barks. He then followed Evergreen and passed through.


Arima found himself in a room illuminated by a dim yellowish light. Evergreen leisurely sat down on a bamboo chair in the middle of the room. She exhaled and pointed at another chair on the side for Arima.


He quietly sat down and Evergreen poured some tea in a cup that was on a table next to him. She handed the cup to him and then poured one for herself before drinking it.


Arima's expression twitched. He was trying to suppress the awkwardness of the situation. "…Can we start now?"


The dryad smiled. "Start what?" She asked and Arima's mouth twitched. She put down her cup on the table and giggled. "I'll help you at one condition."


Arima sighed. "So, it's like that in the end… go ahead."


"If you let me explore your mind, I will help you," she said and Arima knew that she was speaking seriously.


He eyed her and took a sip of tea. "Fine, but you can't look into my memories."


"I'm fine with that," Evergreen nodded and the walls of the room shined along with her eyes. A spirit wave emerged, but this one wasn't as intrusive as the last one and Arima also let down his defenses.


The room fell silent for a moment. Arima sighed again and continued to drink his tea as Evergreen stared at him. "Are you perhaps impotent?"


Arima almost spat out his tea. He stopped moving for a few seconds then swallowed the rest of the tea. A vein popped on his forehead as he put his cup down.


"Did you do that on purpose or what? You waited for me to drink that before asking or what? And for your question, it's a freaking no."


Evergreen rested her chin on her hands. "Are you sure? While you were alone with me here, you didn't even think about a simple and basic romantic fantasy?" she asked based on the information she just got from Arima's mind.


"Do you want me to cut you? I don't need you alive if I take your life force, you know?"


Evergreen laughed at his threat. "Anyway, that apart, as I thought, you're crazy. Your mind is a mess, how do you even keep control of it?"


"Can we go to the main point here?"


Evergreen chuckled, she waved her hand and two white spheres came out of the ground under her and one of them floated toward Arima.


"Put your hand on it and infuse your mana," Evergreen placed her hand on the sphere and closed her eyes. Arima imitated her and circulated his mana.


When he closed his eyes, he felt as if he was looking at the entire forest from above.


"{In this state, you're directly connected to this mother tree with me as a medium,}" Evergreen's voice resounded in his head.


"{I see...}"


"{I will start by 'rallying' the whole forest. When I give you the signal, begin the mana transfer. Also, I need you to conjure a basic analyzing circle in the direction of that 'thing' you want to find. You determined the direction from where the asteroid came, right?}"


"{No problem,}" Arima answered and Evergreen immediately acted. Outside of the room, the mother tree's leaves glimmered, and like a chain reaction, every plant around began to lit up. More and more plants started to shine and this phenomenon spread around the whole beast territory.


‘It's like a giant satellite,’ Arima thought. Then, he did his part of the work and a huge blue magic circle formed in the sky above the forest and was gradually tilted toward a certain direction.


"{Now!}" Evergreen shouted and Arima started sharing his mana. "{Eh? Wait, what?! Where the fuck do you keep all of that mana?!}"


"{Concentrate, please. I'll make sure to conceal this link so that we are not detected or at least not traced back, to avoid being threatened by another meteor.}"


"{Y-yes,}" The dryad focused. She concentrated her spirit and propelled her consciousness out of her body. She started using Arima's mana and her mind traveled faster than the speed of light as it scanned the outer space. Every information was also transferred to Arima in real time.


He took advantage of the situation to see what kind of planets there was in this galaxy. He only discovered one more or less viable planet which was similar to Mars.


After thirty minutes of scanning, they had already left the solar system that they were in and entered another.


"{We can keep up for only thirty more minutes with the mana we have left.}"


Arima didn't reply right away. "{…That's enough. I already found what I wanted.}"


He probed into a planet that was around the size of the Earth and sensed a terrifying aura there.


"{This is…}" Evergreen noticed the same thing after Arima pointed it out. They then tried to look at the source of it. The image they received made them halt in shock and fear.


There was a giant humanoid monster lying down on the planet's surface, sleeping, using a rocky mountain as a bed. That giant was around ten kilometers tall. He had blue skin and a third eye on his forehead.


While they were viewing that monster, the latter's third eye suddenly opened wide and Evergreen's link was instantly shut down.


She violently returned inside her physical body and coughed some blood while in contrast Arima just let out a dry cough before grinning. "This will be more interesting than I thought."
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                Arima stood up, stretched a bit and cracked his neck. He casually waved his hand at Evergreen and healed her. "Thanks for the hard work. I don't think he managed to track us down."


The dryad recovered her breath. "You're still going to go there even after you saw that?"


Arima shrugged. "Of course."


"He's stronger than you," Evergreen retorted. "By far."


"Hey, don't say it like that. Obviously, at the moment, I'm weaker than him. Additionally, I still need more power to be able to travel that far," Arima then walked toward the wall and paused in front of it.


He slowly turned around. "…How do I get out?" He asked and the dryad laughed for the first time.


When Arima exited the tree, he bid farewell to Evergreen and the two old beasts before quickly leaving the forest. He asked Hieran and Rex to reduce the assaults on the monster continent to balance for Koden's loss.


He teleported back in front of the huge dome of the spirit city because he didn't want to fall prey to the carnivorous flowers in case the dome could affect his teleportation. He entered the barrier by using the same method that Lanya used. He then directly transferred to where Night was.


When he arrived, he spotted Lilis waving a plate of enticing meat in front of Night’s nose.


"Alright, you tell me where Arima is right now and I'll give it to you."


Night's mouth twitched. "I can't… do that…"


"Hm," Lilis showed a pensive expression then smiled. "Fine, I'll still give it to you. Here."


She put the plate on the floor and Night's eyes brightened. He approached the plate and started eating while Lilis petted him with a smile.


"Oi," Arima's voice jolted the two of them.


"Oops," Lilis exclaimed and swiftly disappeared.


Night had his back facing Arima. He was totally frozen and was sweating profusely. Arima calmly walked to him and patted his head once.


"Now, can you tell me why the hell you were letting yourself get tamed?"


Night trembled and dryly laughed. "…I don't know what you're talking about."


Arima stared at him and shook his head. "Where is Lanya?"


Night sighed in relief. "I don't know. Maybe Lilis already went to her though."


Arima sat down on a sofa and brought out some chocolate to snack on. "Did you select some people?"


Night sat down properly like a real wolf would do. "Yeah, I told that prince to gather them in two days at the same place."


"Who are they?"


"Most of them are people who profit from others’ struggles and deaths. There are also some of them who love to hunt and torment monsters and beasts, not caring about if they are children or not. Plus a few murderers, rapists, illegal slave owners… you get the idea."


"The strongest among them is a mid-class of the ninth level. There are two other ninth-levels, seven eighth, thirteen seventh, and the rest is below that, which is pretty insignificant for us."


Arima pondered for a moment. "With just that, one attack should be enough."


Night snorted. "I knew you’d say that. Well, I guess it's decided then. By the way, I gave a telepathic link to that prince. He told me earlier that he will be able to gather all of them but he also said that he couldn’t stop certain people from coming on their own accord.”


"Certain people, huh? That's not a problem. I'll do the same as always. I take the correct ones in another dimension and then it's done."


After that, Arima and Night chatted for an hour or so before Lanya came back along with Lilis and Vinia.


The fairy princess then proceeded to bow to Arima. "Thank you. I heard of what the prince has been doing now and he even apologized to me before leaving. I'm really grateful."


"You don't need to thank me. Besides, it's Night who did all the work. You should thank him"


Vinia smiled. "I already did so."


Arima snickered and stood up. He looked at Lilis. "Come for a second. I need to talk with you," he declared and left the room.


"Huh?" Lilis watched him leave with widened eyes as Lanya looked curiously. After a few seconds, Lilis hurriedly got out of the room to follow him.


She went to another room with Arima and sat down. He started telling her about the giant he saw when he looked around the galaxy.


"Oh, I see. So, you saw an Earthen God,” Lilis exclaimed and smiled. “You have questions for me?"


"Tell me what you know about that god. Also, I wanted to ask if he actually was the one who sent the meteor here."


"From your description, the one you saw is indeed the one who targeted you. His name is Errastas. His personality is a bit… let's say volatile."


"…How strong is he compared to me? How many times stronger?"


Lilis chuckled a bit noticing that Arima didn't expect to be stronger than Errastas at all. "Based on your current strength, I'd say he is stronger than you by around twenty folds."


"I see," Arima wasn't surprised.


"If I can improve my undead form and use the 'One Hundred Parade' with Night, I could reduce that number to seventeen folds…" He muttered and looked at Lilis. "What about you? Compared to me?"


At that question, Lilis lightly laughed. "I'm a Heavenly Goddess, you know? The difference is too big. But well… I should be stronger than you by at least two hundred folds."


Arima nodded. "What's the difference between an H-God and an E-God?"


"What are those abbreviations? And why aren't you more surprised by my power?" Lilis said quietly but she had to admit that she almost shouted those lines. She sighed and mused about how she could explain.


"Well, first, the main difference between us is that we Heavenly Gods live in a unique world that we call Heaven. Our world is not composed of a universe and galaxies. It's just an infinite land that we didn't succeed to explore in its entirety even to this day. Earthen Gods are those who live in normal worlds like this one and can't reach Heaven. They usually keep traveling between dimensions and worlds."


"Now, to become an Earthen God, one needs to be born exceptionally talented or have the direct benediction of a Heavenly God. Then, to become a Heavenly God, it's another story. There are multiple ways though.”


“The first one is to be the child of two Heavenly Gods. There are also those like me, born from the emotions and thoughts of at least a quintillion people. These types of gods are born from the numerous different aspects of mortals and are given corresponding abilities and titles. For example, the gods of war, love, happiness, and a lot more.”


“The third method is when an already existing Heavenly God gives his life away to a mortal. The fourth way, the almost impossible one, is raising one's strength until he can naturally breakthrough the Heavenly Realm. There's only one record of an Earthen One doing that in the last billion years."


Lilis paused and smiled strangely as she stared at Arima. "The last approach… is to be a Life Hunter. Life Hunters can effortlessly climb until the late stage of the Earthen Realm by extracting life force. One way to say it is that they don’t need talent. When they reach that point, there is a technique available for a Life Hunter to ascend higher."


Arima frowned. "What is it?"


Lilis chuckled. "I can't tell you that I’m afraid. From what I know, Life Hunters are better off not knowing that information before it really happens to them."


"To finish, what I need to tell you is the difference in power between the realms. Actually, it's pretty simple. The power of an individual is measured on three different realms of strength. There isn't much to think about. “


“They're respectively called; Mortal realm, Earthen realm, and Heavenly Realm. Each basically corresponding to Humans, Earthen Gods, and Heavenly Gods. The Mortal Realm is composed of ten ‘levels’ which you already know about. On the other hand, the Earthen Realm has five ‘skies’ and the Heavenly Realm has three ‘divines’. For your information, I'm in the First Divine."


"All of this kinda resembles the Qi cultivation thing you have in your world. It's actually one of the closest descriptions of true power up. And, although Qi exists in certain worlds, the one you may be familiar with is wrong, or you could say ‘ambiguous’, on a certain thing.”


“Cultivation increases one's strength by reaching new stages, pilgrimage sometimes, or enlightenment. That’s, in my opinion, a bit dumb. You can’t become stronger by just gathering Qi in your dantian and expect to become some kind of silly enlightened sage. In fact, you should be gaining a level only when you become strong enough. Not gaining a level and getting strong afterward.”


“I'm sure you realized it already but your body has been evolving since the moment you arrived in this world. You must have felt great changes on the first day. It's because when you stepped into this world, your latent power could already be considered to be at the sixth or seventh level.


“Thus, in a world with magic circuits, the body has to adapt to the latent strength of the owner. So, each time you raise a level, it isn’t because you achieved a sort of prerequisite to become stronger, but just because you reached a level of strength at which your body is forced to adapt.


“It has to be able to support more mana, spirit, life force, mind, pressure, aura, and then, with that body, you can aim higher. The biggest changes the body has to undergo is when you go from the Mortal Realm to the Earthen Realm, and from the Earthen Realm to the Heavenly Realm."


"For you to understand the importance of that, for example, if you tried to fight a Heavenly God the way you are right now, your attacks would never even reach him. If you were to just touch one, you would get heavily injured. It’s like trying to hit a three-dimensional being when you're two-dimensional."


Lilis drank some water and exhaled after talking so much. "There you go. You now have all the information you wanted."


Arima stayed silent for a moment with his eyes closed to process all of the information. He opened his eyes after half a minute. "Thanks for teaching me."


"No problem. It’s technically my job to assist you right now... I guess. Anyway, what will you do now? Your objective was to fight Errastas, right?"


Arima smiled. "Yeah, it hasn't changed. But I'm still a bit too weak. I'll try to reach the Earthen Realm for now. I'm not sure how long it will take, considering the fact that the life force I get from people much weaker than me is useless, but I'm sure I’ll get to it at some point."


Lilis laughed. "I see. I wish you good luck."


"I only trust the fate I build for myself. Luck has always only been a sympathetic helper," Arima smirked and left the room. Lilis’ gaze followed his back and she fully rested her back on her chair when he had closed the door.


She sighed and smiled bitterly. “Seriously… I can’t get too attached,” she mumbled inaudibly and followed Arima afterward.
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                Arima killed time for two days in the spirit city, mainly by sleeping.


During the third day, at the human capital, in a special meeting room of the castle, some influential figures had been gathered together. Most of them were people Night had selected while the others were those who heard about this bizarre assembly and invited themselves. Among those, three of them were very important characters. One was the Human King, the second one was the Elven Priestess, and the last one was the Demon King, literally.


"The reason I gathered everyone here is to discuss something crucial for the security of our country," Drannoc spoke, seated at the table, and everyone around it focused on him. Fayla stood silent behind the prince. "To be exact, I want to talk about someone."


"Is it the person who did this to you?" His father, the King, raised his voice. He looked a bit old and had some white hairs, but overall, he was a well-built and handsome man. "I heard you were spreading rumors about a certain individual since the day you came back."


Drannoc nodded. "Yes, indeed. As you may have heard already, his name is Arimane Blade. To be frank, I’ve never met him personally."


"You’ve never met him?" A tall and burly man, with horns on his head and chilling golden eyes, indifferently cut the prince’s words. It was the Demon King. "Then why are you going so far as to craft a rumor and hold a meeting?"


Drannoc eyed the Demon King. ‘This man is said to be the strongest on this continent. I didn't expect him to come unsolicited as well.’


The prince retained a stony face and faced the Demon's glare. "It's true that I didn't meet him in person, but I crossed path with his soul beast."


"Oh," the Demon King exclaimed in slight surprise and interest. Not only because of what Drannoc said but also the fact that the latter could face him without wavering. It was a complete change of personality. He was now even more fascinated by the person who could bring such a change to this human prince.


"What kind of soul beast?" It was then the Elven Priestess’s turn to speak.


Drannoc smiled. "A dragon. A noble dragon at the late ninth level."


Everyone in the room fell silent. The less influential people in the room who were already suppressed by the three huge figures and couldn't even gather the courage to speak anymore.


"As a proof of that, that dragon defeated Fayla in a duel," Drannoc added and pointed his hand at Fayal behind him.


"…Where did that happen?" The King asked about the biggest wonder he had in his mind.


"It was in the spirit city. It seems that they were some guests there and we, unfortunately, happened to quarrel. It was then that the dragon used an odd magic and transported us to a strange place, separated from our reality,” Drannoc explained as he added a few small lies he had come up with.


"A strange place?" The Demon King mused. "Is that perhaps dimensional magic?"


Drannoc glanced at him. "That's what I was told indeed."


The demon grinned. "Interesting. Even I can only use that kind of magic for a few minutes at most. But a soul beast alone managed to sustain a dimensional link long enough to fight. I have to say I’m impressed," he praised and everybody was shocked. The words of the Demon King carried a lot of weight. "What's the name of that soul beast?"


"He said that he had been named Night Bahamut."


"Hm, I see…" The Demon King smirked and nodded in satisfaction.


The Elven Priestess then opened her mouth to speak again. "Ultimately, why did you gather these people here? Does this have anything to do with the reason that soul beast didn't kill you? And I will be frank, if there is someone as dangerous as that, you should have called us as well. We shouldn’t have had to invite ourselves."


The prince smiled. ‘She is doubting something already… There’s no point in hiding it any longer. I already did what I was asked,’ he thought and sighed.


"…The reason behind this gathering is that he ordered me to do so. The dragon was also the one who chose the participants."


“What?”

"Why us?" 


The people from the original list finally started panicking.


"Prince Drannoc! What does he want from us!?"

“What if he wants to invade this country?”

"If he threatens us, we’ll just have to kill him! Let's see if he can survive an army!"


"Silence!" The King shouted and his aura shut the mouths of all of them. He stared at his son with narrowed pupils. "What does that mean?"


Drannoc exhaled. "It means I completed my job…" He muttered and closed his eyes as if he was exhausted. The people in the room were confused by his relaxed reply.


Suddenly, a clap resounded in the room. Then a second, and a third one. Among the people present, someone was actually clapping for an unknown reason.


The three important figures had a drastic change of expression. Their eyes expressed pure disbelief. They slowly turned their heads toward the corner of the room.


There, a man wearing black clothes was leisurely clapping while eating chocolate. He was leaning against the wall while a huge wolf was sitting next to him.


Every participant of this meeting looked dumbfounded at the scene. Fayla and Drannoc lifted their heads to inspect the man who they didn't get the 'chance' to meet.


The Demon King grinned in excitement while the Priestess deeply looked at him as if she was trying to see through him. In contrast, the Human King was somberly watching.


Arima finished his candy and abruptly raised his hand. Except the two who had encountered Night and the three others who didn't fear him, everyone took a step back and utilized all of their willpower to not take a second one.


Arima smiled so naturally that it sent shivers down the spines of everyone there. He put his thumb against his middle finger and snapped them. At that moment, every person Night had selected beforehand instantly disappeared from the room.


The Demon frowned, the Priestess’ eyes narrowed, and the King’s face darkened. They had already understood what would happen from Drannoc’s explanation; they weren’t fools. They didn't know why, but they knew that the people who had just vanished would never return alive.


Arima put his hand down. "[Heus, hic comedetis] (Hey, come here to eat them)."


It sounded like a calling instead of chant.


"[Vashta Nerada] (The Shadows that Melt the Flesh)."


Arima cast a magic he already had used once before. But this one was a hundred times stronger, combining death and darkness magic.


***


In another dimension, around thirty people were freaking out because their surroundings had suddenly been replaced by thick darkness. The ninth-levels tried to break that magic but couldn't disperse it at all.


It didn't take long before the first scream echoed. No one could see what was happening, which amplified their fear to the extreme. A few seconds later, another scream resounded and it lasted for a minute straight.


"What's happening?! Answer me!" The strongest one shouted, hoping to get an answer. But he only heard endless screams. He attempted to take a step forward but he felt that something was strange about his legs. He couldn't see them but he still had his sense of touch. He tried to touch his leg and his thought process completely froze.


He used his two hands to feel the state of his legs. The more he did it, the stronger his fear became. No matter how he did it, he could only feel a solid surface. He couldn't feel any flesh or skin. It was just as hard and slim as a… bone.


The man finally yelled like the others and then a weird sensation reached his hands. He moved them slowly and entangled his fingers. A dull sound that shouldn't come out when you join two hands resounded.


The sensation climbed until his neck and suddenly stopped. The man almost sighed in relief, thinking that he was saved. But then, it began to rise faster than before. At that moment, all of his mental fortitude subsided and he bawled until the moment his vocal cords had been consumed. But in the absence of his lungs, his last scream was quite pathetic.


***


In the real dimension, Arima stood up and suddenly disappeared which surprised the remaining people who were watching. But since Night was still there, yawning, they knew that he would come back soon.


Arima entered the other dimension just to retrieve the life force permeating the air. After that, his strength rose one more time along with his affinities. He then looked around the room and inspected the clothed skeletons. Some were standing and others fell on the ground, scattering the bones.


"It worked pretty well. I found another way to use this place."


Actually, Arima had prepared what you could simply call a trap. He set up his magic in the other dimension then sent his targets inside who directly arrived in the middle of a magic array. Thereafter, he only needed to activate it to eliminate the people in the area of effect.


Arima exited the dimension when he was sure that he had collected all of the life force. He reappeared in front of everyone in the meeting room. He then snapped his fingers for a second time and the dimensional link was severed. The people he had 'abducted' instantly came back.


Skeletons appeared at their original position before falling on the ground. There wasn't any flesh left on the bones, which scared the weaker individuals in the room. They gave up on trying to fight the fear and rushed out of the room.


The only ones left in the room were the three powerful figures, Fayla, Drannoc, and, of course, Arima and Night.


The Demon King approached one of the remains to tap it. "The clothes are intact. There's also absolutely no sign of injury on the bones…"


The elf was doing the same thing. She elegantly bent down and picked up a hand of one of those skeletons. "…These people died quickly while feeling absolute dread. To the point, it was etched into their bones. I also detect death magic looming over them."


The Human King glanced at those skeletons before staring at Arima. "For sparing my son, I won't blame you for this. In the first place, all of these people were just worthless trash. I came here just because I was curious of why my son, who had become so gentle now, had summoned them. Now, I got my answer."


He paused and steeled himself. "But I can't ignore everything. Who are you? What did you do to my son? And what is the meaning of this?"


Arima chuckled, he grabbed a chair lying around and brought it to the table in the center of the room. He unceremoniously sat down and smiled. "Let's talk."
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                The King frowned. "Talk?"


"Yes. With you all, of course," Arima answered as if it was obvious and pulled out a snack in front of all these important figures.


"Oh, yeah, concerning your previous question, I killed those people because I wanted to and they deserved it. As for your son, well, he deserved it too…" Arima paused and smirked. "But he still isn't out of danger."


Fayla was shocked and looked toward the prince who just shook his head to her and his father. He signaled them to not do anything.


"What's your goal? You do not appear like the type who does things without purpose."


Arima looked at the elf who questioned him and tilted his head in wonder. "You're the Elven Priestess, right? If I'm not wrong you are… Karia Teria. An elf said to be pure and perfect beyond words. But, why do I feel so much evil within you?"


Karia's expression stiffened. "…I have no obligation to answer you."


“Hm,” Arima stared at her for a few seconds then suddenly exclaimed in realization. "Oh, I think I understand now."


The calm priestess’s expression finally changed but before she could say anything, Arima resumed. "Your question was spot on by the way. I'm the kind of guy who doesn't do things meaninglessly. But I'm also the kind which doesn’t think much about the reasons. That's why; I'm simply looking for fun things."


The Human King was slowly developing a headache. In fact, he had a tough time tolerating Arima’s attitude. But he was aware that if a fight were to occur here, maybe he would win if the Elven Priestess and the Demon King’s help, but the city and all of its citizens would get annihilated. The black lines on his forehead thickened. "What's your fun thing to do here?"


"Well, there are good fights, taking out some trash, yes it’s fun, and finding ‘things’ that I'm interested about. That's basically what is fun for me," Arima replied in complete honesty.


"Now, why am I here? At first, I wanted to quickly kill my targets and then leave incognito. But some fascinating people joined so I thought I should talk to them."


"Is that us? Those interesting people?" The Demon King grinned and asked.


Arima glanced at him and returned the smile. "King of the Demons, Raal Zalda. Said to be the strongest man on this continent. How can you not be interesting?"


The situation froze in an instant. Raal and Arima stared at each other and engaged in a silent fight. A really discreet but suffocating aura came out of their bodies. In fact, it was more like intimidation and fighting intent. The chairs and tables cracked. Even the reinforced walls of the castle were being eroded although no one was moving and that the cause wasn’t even true aura but a pure force of spirit.


The King and Karia observed quietly while Fayla and Drannoc had a harder time withstanding the pressure even as they helped each other.


"Please stop. Even if you were to only release your aura, this castle would get destroyed," the King interrupted them after a half minute.


Arima snickered and lowered his hostility. "I can make a dimensional rift, you know?"


"No. I won’t accept to fight someone as he uses a massive amount of power to do something else. I'm sure your magic drains your mana massively," Raal instantly rebuffed the idea.


"All right then," Arima shrugged and didn’t push him.


The King sighed in relief. "Is that all? This is what you wanted to do here?"


"More or less," Arima responded and looked at Karia with a smile. "Do you want me to get rid of it?"


The elf was stunned. Earlier, she only thought it was a coincidence but with that question, there was no doubt. She stared at Arima as if he was a monster. If she understood well, that man had discovered her secret at first glance.


Raal looked at the two alternatively in curiosity and shrugged. He turned around and walked to the door. "Arimane Blade, it seems you have something else to do for now. Come to the demon territory when you have time."


Arima smiled. "Sure," he turned toward the King when Raal left. "Can I ask you a favor?"


The King scowled. This may be the day where his facial expression changed to most times in his entire life. "You're pushing it a little bit, don't you think?"


Arima laughed. "Well, I have to take advantage of this position of force."


The King groaned. "What do you want?"


"I heard that you need to be at the tenth level to be recognized as an SSS rank merc. I want that title," Arima stated. He thought that it would be useful to have his rank updated and an order from the Republic’s King could easily promote him.


When the King heard his request, he considered it for a moment and pulled out a golden card from his storage which he threw at Arima. The latter caught it with two fingers and inspected it.


"…What is this?"


"The guild of the Republic is not the original one. I'm one of the five founders. The card you're holding is a privilege that can only be given by one of them. It's a Z rank card. The highest rank existing in the guild. Even if it’s in the Main Land, you will be treated like a Super VIP. Try to merge that card with yours."


Arima did as he was told and pressed his own guild card against the golden one. The two shined brightly and merged together to create a gold and silver tag with his information on it. He flipped that card and played with it.


"The Main Land, huh? It's true that I thought of going there later. Thanks for that."


Arima then looked at Karia. "Shall we go? It was unexpected though. I thought that I would directly go to the demon territory after this," he added and then turned toward Night who had been silent from the very beginning.


"Hey, Night, can you tell Lilis to teleport with Lanya to the elven territory?"


Night nodded and closed his eyes. Arima looked back at Karia who was waiting awkwardly and beckoned her to stand in the circle he conjured.


"Wait," when they were about to transfer away, Night raised his voice. "Lilis said she can't.”


“…why?”


“Because she doesn't know where the elf city is."


Arima blankly stared at Night. "Seriously?"


"Yes."


"And she calls herself a Goddess…" Arima grunted. "Go with Night. I'll go fetch someone. You can bring Night wherever you want. I'll teleport to him to come back," he told Karia and disappeared just after.


Night and Karia looked at each other and nodded at the same time. They teleported at the same time and vanished from the meeting room.


The King, Drannoc, and Fayla exhaled.


"What just happened…"


It happened too fast. They didn't have enough time to recover from the situation, from the moment Arima appeared to the moment he left.


***


On the outskirts of the spirit territory, Lanya was saying goodbye to Vinia. Arima arrived a minute ago and he was idly watching with Lilis.


"Take care," Vinia said to Lanya before glaring at Arima. "I hope you will make her happy."


"Huh? What?" Arima had already disconnected when he realized that those two were saying goodbye to each other for a minute straight now. He was surprised to be suddenly talked to.


"Ah, yeah, sure…" He answered without even knowing the question.


Lanya smacked Vinia's head. "You didn't need to say that."


Vinia laughed. "I just wanted to make sure one last time. Also, you as well, be sure to not be reckless as you were decades ago," she retorted and the two girls resumed their dialogue.


Arima's expression darkened. ‘Why do you need to take that much time to say goodbye to someone?’


"It might be an unknown feeling to you, but that's how it's like to bid farewell to a friend," Lilis casually remarked.


"I perfectly know how it is. Thanks. But I keep it simple. I don't talk for ten minutes and say 'take care' while staying to talk afterward."


Five minutes later, Arima finally transferred with Lanya and Lilis and they reappeared around two thousand kilometers away.


They found themselves inside a decorated room with Night lying on a couch as always. He seemed to have inherited Arima's laziness when he doesn't have anything to do. Some maids were serving a table where Karia was seated at.


The instant Arima's group appeared, the maids suddenly jumped back and circled Karia while facing Arima. They seemed to be trained to protect their Priestess. Karia waved her hand to calm them down and ordered them to leave.


Arima's group sat at the table with her and began to serve themselves with what was on it.


"Arima," Night called and a large mountain of candies appeared in the room. "I found these while visiting the city. I figured you would want some."


Karia was startled. “Excuse me… did you steal those?”


"Don't worry. When I took it from the shops, I left money at the same place," Night replied. “Most likely more than necessary on top of that.”


Arima observed the mountain of sweets and his eyes sparkled. "Oh, lollipops. That's my favorite. I didn't know they had it in this world," he immediately put one in his mouth before storing the rest in his storage.


At the same time, Lilis glanced at Karia and flashed a smile. "So, that's why we're here, huh? It's not a bad idea," she commented and Karia trembled and gawked at Lilis. Not one, but two people saw right through her secret in a single day.


Lanya sampled a lollipop after asking Arima for one and tilted her head when she heard Lilis.


Arima chuckled. "Right, Lilis, I wanted to ask you. To be honest, I noticed it but I don't have any idea of what it is."


Lilis smiled and gazed at Karia. "What she has inside her can be called a benediction, and equally, a curse. As you sensed it, it's the power of a Heavenly God. To be exact, this is a special 'gift' that a god gave her."


"What kind of gift?"


"The Seed of Chaos. That's how we call it in Heaven at least. This Seed is something that was created by a wicked god. That god spread his ‘gift’ around the different worlds. It’s not exaggerated to say that there’s at least one Seed in every single world."


"What are its effects?" Arima asked as he enjoyed his lollipop.


"Gain of strength and intelligence. But more importantly, corruption. That's the effects. Someone hosting the Seed can acquire great power but with time, the darkness will engulf his mind and transform him.”


Lilis looked at Karia in the eyes. “You should have some sudden violence rushes from time to time. Even against your own people, there are some times where your thirst for blood almost makes you go crazy. Am I correct?"


The elf slowly nodded with a rigid expression. Lanya was quietly listening and heard some really disturbing things from Lilis’s mouth, but decided to not ask about it.


Arima mused. "Is there a way to destroy it?"


"Yes. I assume you want to absorb it to increase your strength, right? It's a good idea. It should be very easy. You just have to enter her soul and beat the Seed, then absorb it as if it was typical life force.”


Arima hummed and leaned back on his chair. "Still, that's something. Why would a Heavenly God do something like that?"


Lilis shrugged. "There's always someone like that everywhere. Gods are not perfect and do not escape that rule.”


"By curiosity, what's the name of that God?"


"Oh, yeah. His name is well known in Heaven. He is called Karaskan, the-" Lilis was interrupted by a strong noise. She whipped her head around to look at Arima with an alarmed expression.


He had bitten so hard on the lollipop that it had broken into pieces in his mouth. Or to be exact, the pressure of his magic and aura had literally disintegrated it.


"What did you just say?" He growled with a threatening tone. His aura was dangerously rising and had destroyed most of the objects in the room.


The chairs, tables, sofas, and even the floor, everything was being crushed. A net of electricity came out of Arima’s body and connected to the matter around him. Lightning covered the sky above the elven castle and thunder roared.


Lanya, Lilis, Night, and Karia backed away. They all stared at Arima standing in the middle of the room with disbelief written all over their faces. The aura he was releasing at the moment wasn't like the usual at all. Normally, his aura was calm and peaceful but it had turned into a chaotic stream of energy.


"Karaskan?" Arima muttered that name once and his face twisted in a way never seen from him before. Night was suddenly overwhelmed by a certain emotion. One that he never expected to feel coming from Arima.


Anger. For the first time since he came to this world, genuine anger appeared on Arima's face. No, maybe it was more accurate to call it rage.


"Karaskan…You were a god!?" He shouted in frenzy and his slaughter intent resurfaced in spite of himself.
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                Lanya and Karia were overwhelmed by the sudden killing intent and fell on their knees. Night glanced at them and used his own spirit so protect them the best he could.


The room they were in had already collapsed and the sky was visible from the inside. Fortunately, it was the highest floor or else the entire building would have been destroyed.


Many guards were already rushing there to see what was happening. But most of them couldn't even get close as they fainted or fell on the ground, unable to move.


A light flashed through Arima's eyes and he gritted his teeth. His slaughter intent was retracted in an instant. He managed to restrain it before it could spread further. He closed his eyes and his aura began to return to normal. Night and Lilis were silently observing without even trying to hide the confusion on their expressions.


It wasn't long before Arima sighed and his aura totally dispersed. He looked around the room and clicked his tongue. He took a step and forward and stamped the floor. A wave of mana leaked out and the debris started floating.


The stone and wood reformed themselves and the walls and roof were reconstructed. The furniture was repaired and even the cracks were being forcefully closed as if they had never existed in the first place.


Arima waved his hand and grabbed a chair that instantly reformed in mid-air for him. He then put it down next to the table and sat down. The room was restored to an even better state than before.


Karia watched in awe. ‘What kind of control is this…’ Her eyes widened, then she recalled something and hurriedly left the room to deal with the unrest happening outside.


Lilis questioned Night with her eyes and the wolf only shrugged in ignorance. She looked at Arima and similarly grabbed a chair to sit beside him. "So? What happened?"


Arima sighed. "My bad. I lost control for a bit… There's something I want to ask you. That Seed of Chaos; can it work in a world without magic-circuits?"


Lilis lowered her head and mused. "…yes and no. To be fair, a world without magic-circuits is not a world that can't accept magic but a world that can't generate magic. Basically, it can't provide mana or alter the human body."


"But an already magical-being that goes inside that world can keep using magic as long as they have mana inside their body; in their soul. But after expending it all, they'll never get it back. It's the same thing for the Seeds. It can work in a non-magical world but only temporarily."


Arima stayed silent for a while, and so did everyone else in the room, even after Karia came back. They felt like if he wasn’t talking, they shouldn't even mutter something. It was an extremely oppressing feeling.


"That god…where is Karaskan now?" Arima inquired with suppressed anger.


Lilis glanced at him. "Still in Heaven. As I said, Heaven is infinite. It's nearly impossible to find someone who wants to hide. Especially a God with a Dark Emperor Constitution. Out of all people, you particularly should know that shadows are the best way to conceal yourself. He also could have gone very far into the world and even discovered things that even the High Gods don't know about."


Arima's eyes flashed with a cold light. "I see. Then I just have to go there," he stated and turned toward Karia. "I'm sorry that you had to witness this. It definitely was unexpected. I will quickly take care of the Seed."


"You don't have to worry about that… I can only thank you if you're going to help me," Karia wryly smiled as she bowed.


Meanwhile, Lanya was still looking at Arima with strange eyes. With the time she spent with him, she had already built an image of him. Strong, kind, composed, and also childish at times.


But seeing him burst out in such anger, his expression distorted, and his eyes expressing more rage than she ever imagined, she felt her image of him fissure. She was gazing at Arima with fear and worry. Fear from what? She didn't know. Worry for what? She didn't know either.


Night glanced at her and then placed his full attention on Arima again. He shook his head and sighed. He knew Arima carried something like that. He was just surprised by how abrupt it was. It was even more confusing when the trigger was a god's name.


Arima extended his palm toward Karia. "[Ubi est anima mea?] (Where is the soul?)," he initiated his chant and she trembled.


"[Non quia a Deo venisti?] (Does it come from God?)"

"[Non, ut numquam hominibus aut semini eius] (No, humans have never been his descendants)."

"[Id a parentibus?] (Does it come from your parents?)"

"[Non, quod homines non habent potestatem] (No, humans don't have that power)."

"[Inde ubi quis] (Then from who and where),"

"[Est vitae essentia flore?] (Does the essence of life bloom?)"

"[Ne reveles scriptor] (Let's discover)."

"[Anima Porta] (Soul Gate)."


Arima's eyes glowed with an ominous light. The furtive patterns in his pupils shined and rotated. A blue light emanated from Karia's chest and continuously grew brighter until it shrouded all of her body. That blue radiance formed an ethereal gate. Karia's eyes were now empty as if she was unconscious.


"I have to admit it; your magic theory is impressive," Lilis remarked.


"Thanks. By the way, does every Seed possess their own ego?"


Lilis tilted her head. "Yes… but how do you know-" She stopped. She suddenly apprehended an unspoken fact. She fell silent and Arima smiled at her.


He glared at the gate in front of him. His smile widened and it transformed into a chilly and warped grin. "Well, it's time. I always wanted to see you again, you bastard."


Night slowly stood up. "Do you want me to come with you?"


"No. I will go in there alone," Arima replied and Night nodded as if he wasn't surprised at all. Lanya didn't say anything, rather, she couldn't say anything.


Arima went through the vortex behind the doors of the soul gate and disappeared.


***


In an unknown place, the trees were red and blue, the soil was gray and dry, and the sky was adorned with two orange suns. In the middle of a large forest, miles underground, a shadow opened its eyes. White eyes that looked very sharp and cold. They were extremely clear and focused.


"Someone just entered in contact with one of my Seeds…" His voice echoed. It sounded very eerie and old.


"The problem is," the figure slightly moved. "Only Life Hunters have this kind of soul…"


He laughed and the animals at the surface ran away in fear. The ground shook and some monsters that were disguised as trees started shivering


"Maybe something interesting will happen really soon. That person seems to have endless hate against me… I wonder why? I do not remember offending a Life Hunter. The last time I met one was around two hundred thousand years ago… The last Hunter? Fascinating. Is this what the world prepared for me?"


The man chuckled and closed his eyes back. "Undeniably… the time where I will come out is near."


***


Arima observed his surroundings. He had landed in the middle of a perfectly blue ocean. The sky was perfectly clear and bright. He looked down at his feet and noticed that he was walking on the water's surface without even using magic.


"So, this is the manifestation of her soul. This kind of pure environment… as expected from an elf. But," Arima paused and his eyes fell on an island that was located miles away from his current position. He could see a dark aura radiating from that island, 'polluting' everything around it.


His eyes became cold and he changed into a lightning bolt that flew off toward that island. Arima cast Enraged Spark and instantly broke through the sound barrier. The sonic boom caused a depression on the water and the sea split in two in a straight line.


He reached the island and landed heavily on it. The entire landmass trembled and the ground was crushed. He slowly walked out of the crater as lightning thundered around him and in the sky.


"Get out!" He shouted with a voice amplified by magic. His shout alone uprooted numerous trees and rocks around him. At the same time, the dark aura covering the island converged into a single point above it.


Arima raised his head to look at it. The aura was gradually compressed into a dense and black cloud which in turn started consolidating into something else. The final result was a creepy slime that wriggled strangely and was bulging at some places.


The slime fashioned a pair of eyes and looked at Arima. It moved awkwardly before falling. It took him a few seconds to crash just in front of Arima.


Now that he was this close, Arima could accurately judge that thing's size. If it was measured as you would with a liquid, that slime could fill around ten cubic meters.


After landing, the slime changed form. Its body slowly started looking like a humanoid one but the legs were bent forward, a pair of wings sprouted on its back, and its head grew some horns. In the end, a huge black gargoyle was left standing there. Its odd and sharp silvery eyes examined Arima.


"Why do you seem to know me, Life Hunter? And why do you hold that much hatred toward me?"


The gargoyle asked and Arima's expression twitched. His expression turned even colder.


"You might not know me, but I remember that voice perfectly. It has been exactly 116 years since the last time I heard it. But I will never forget it."


The gargoyle twisted his neck in a way that shouldn't be possible and let out a bizarre and low grunt.


"My voice…? Are you perhaps someone who met another Seed? But it shouldn't be possible. There is only me in this world and your power is not enough to travel between worlds. But, well, you are a Life Hunter, after all. Maybe you have your ways… So? What do you want from me, Hunter?"


"To destroy you obviously."


Arima invoked and grasped Karma. "First; I want your life force. Two; I need to kill you to be able to get rid of this anger, having it going wild like this is not to my liking. Three; I want your memories," he declared and unsheathed Karma.


"[Primum, Secundum, Tertium, Gaudete] (First, Second, Third, Break)."


Arima immediately undid the three seals and Karma's aura burst. He waved the sword at the gargoyle. The forced produced by that single slash cut the monster in two and everything behind him was razed from the surface of the island. For a second, giant trees and tops of mountains had been ejected off the ground.


"…That's a transcendental weapon, huh? A weapon that reached a higher level than a classic soul weapon," the upper body of the gargoyle opened its mouth while floating in the air. The legs moved on their own and jumped to reunite with the torso. "Hm, it appears I won't survive this fight if I attack you head on."


The gargoyle flapped his wings and flew up. His eyes glowed with a bright silver light. The island did the exact same and transformed into a giant silver slime. A powerful roar that didn't seem to match any kind of existing creature pierced Arima's ears.


He whirled Karma and sheathed the blade. He gathered dark lightning and then added fire before chanting, "[Fortasse Aeterna Noctem] (Flamboyant Eternal Night)."


Arima's eyes opened wide and his blade couldn't be seen as he swung it.


A huge threatening flying-slash made of fire and lightning struck the ground and exploded with the roar of thunder. The whole silver 'island' was first cut in two then totally consumed by fire and lightning. When the two raging elements finally vanished, nothing remained and the water flowed naturally to fill the void caused by the island's literal obliteration.


From above, the gargoyle watched the scene unfold. "Remarkable. To conjured a magic this destructive so efficiently and quickly… No mana was wasted. The theory was flawless. The result was calculated. The fire and lightning were impeccably harmonized. And that sword's devastating power was guided brilliantly."


The gargoyle praised his attacker with an emotionless voice and turned around. Arima was standing behind him with sparking electricity at his feet. He pointed Karma at him and smirked.


"Bring it on. I want to destroy you. Until nothing remains."
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                Arima didn't wait further, he readied Karma and charged at the gargoyle. The latter crossed his arms and their color changed from black to dark blue. The same color then spread over his whole body in less than half a second.


Now, the gargoyle appeared to be made of blue steel. He waved his claw and clashed with Karma to deviate it. Result; a crack formed on his now steel-like hand and Karma’s momentum created a new maelstrom in the ocean below.


The Seed grunted and the crack on his claw closed. He used his wings to block Arima’s following strikes and retaliated afterward.


The two of them fought in close combat while flying around, barely using any magic. Their figures just kept appearing and disappearing. Everywhere they went, the water would either evaporate until the seafloor or go away to return as a tsunami later.


"[Karma, Verto] (Change)," Arima chanted and Karma transformed into a great sword. He swung it vertically and conjured lightning around it.


The gargoyle changed his hand into a blue shield and tried to parry the strike. But his arm was instantly sliced and he was sent flying away. Even before reaching it, the water had already dispersed and the gargoyle crashed at the bottom of the sea before he was submerged.


When he looked up after the currents calmed down, his uncanny silver eyes wavered. Arima was aiming at him with Superbia fully charged with lightning and plasma.


"[Gun Metuunt Blasphemantes] (Rail Gun)," he intoned and pressed the trigger.


The huge black pillar boiled the water and instantly shrouded the gargoyle before piercing the earth below. The pillar only remained visible for a few seconds, but the bullet was actually still going down underground, dragging the gargoyle with it.


Arima snapped his fingers and the semi-transcendental adamantite bullet exploded with the plasma and produced a massive cavity underground. The water began to enter the huge hole created by the bullet and the siphoning never seemed to end.


Arima stored the still fuming Superbia and gripped Karma with his right hand while grabbing Ira with his left. He sneered and turned his head slightly to the right. A few seconds later, the gargoyle emerged from the water. His body was full of cracks and he had lost one wing but it was already healing at a speed perceptible by the human eye.


Arima snorted. "As expected, you're not a living being. Killing you physically will be hard. This is troublesome."


The gargoyle looked at him as a new wing grew on his back. "You're saying that, but aren't you ashamed of the grin you maintained since the beginning?"


Arima laughed. "Ashamed? Why? I always enjoyed fighting. Now, it’s for revenge. How can I not enjoy the situation?"


The gargoyle fell silent and his eyes shined and started spinning in a circle. His body started growing in size. He continued becoming bigger until he was twenty meters tall. The color of his body changed to sparkling silver and his eyes turned black instead.


Arima's eyes sharpened and he moved instantly. He vanished from his original position and reappeared next to the gargoyle. He hacked with Karma while using lightning magic. His blade was moving faster than the sound.


But, different from what Arima predicted, the massive gargoyle evaded and placed himself behind him in the blink of an eye. Before he could react, Arima had already been kicked away. 


His eyes widened and he coughed blood. He jumped in midair and hurriedly looked back at the gargoyle.


‘Too fast. What's going on?’ Arima thought and pointed Ira at the gargoyle. He fired a simple electrified bullet.


The black ray of light went through the gargoyle and faded away in the distance. The Seed had actually shifted his position so fast that he left an after image.


Arima's mouth twitched when he realized what was happening. "Hey, that's cheating, you freaking bastard," he said while putting Ira away.


The gargoyle stared at Arima with a face that couldn't express any emotion. "I told you, didn’t I? I can't take you head on," the Seed stated and disappeared again.


Arima's eyes narrowed and he suddenly placed his katana above his head. The blade actually stopped a silver claw trying to attack him. But before Arima could even see the body of that claw’s owner, it blurred and vanished.


Arima gave up on trying to parry. He jumped away from where he was whilst using every way possible to increase his speed. But he was still hit on the back and a huge cut opened from his shoulder to his waist.


He clicked his tongue and brushed the pain off. He could only rely on his instincts as he started blocking attacks that were coming from random and totally unexpected directions.


For the first time in a while, Arima was surprisingly on the defensive and it lasted for more than a few minutes. Each blow aimed at him had only a tenth of a second of decalage, while also being sometimes from completely opposite directions.


Although he was already healing thanks to his enchanted clothes, it was the first time Arima got that many injuries since he arrived in this world.


"That's enough!" He finally snapped and his aura exploded and the sky darkened. Two massive magic circles appeared above and below him. These formations seemed to be even bigger than the average town. The two circles connected themselves together with a sort of blue ray.


Then, the blue light illuminating the space between the two circles was disturbed at some place and the figure of the gargoyle appeared there. Arima glared at it and his eyes glowed with a purple light. Thunder roared and the sky brightened. Multiple purple lightning bolts fell from the sky and impaled the gargoyle.


The Seed roared and lost an arm on top of being pierced in the chest. After that, he immediately vanished as he was doing just before. Arima frowned and groaned. "Just because you're used to this soul realm, you can move freely in here. This is past cheating. That's just unfair."


The gargoyle revealed himself far away. His arm was restoring itself and the hole in his chest was closing.


"It's not that unfair against someone like you," he retorted and was preparing to continue his assault when he suddenly trembled and felt a part of his body crumble.


He looked down at his chest and saw a dark red sword piercing through the almost entirely healed hole. He turned his head and looked over his shoulder. Arima was there with a smirk in his face, stabbing him with Karma.


"[Accelerans] (Accelerando)," Arima exhaled a cloud of vapor and chanted. The gargoyle gawked at him in astonishment. His mind abruptly stopped working as he glanced at the empty space where Arima was a second ago.


"How did you move so fast?"


Arima snickered. "I didn’t master it yet, but time magic is pretty useful."


The gargoyle was dumbfounded. Even for Heavenly Gods, time was no small matter. How could a human in the Mortal realm use time magic? The Seed recovered from his shock and concentrated on the situation again. His figure blurred and the area around him was warped.


"Do you really think I’d let you that?" Arima's voice resounded.


"[Catena Meam] (Soul Chain)," he chanted and five purple chains sprouted from the tip of Karma's blade and bound the four limbs and neck of the gargoyle. At that moment, the Seed lost all control over his own soul and body. He couldn’t teleport anymore, nor could he even move a finger.


"A Life Hunter's soul is indeed too strong…" The gargoyle remarked as he saw his soul being compromised by those chains.


Arima grinned. A dark purple circle was drawn below the gargoyle and shined along with Karma’s blade. The clouds in the sky produced a vortex of lightning and thunder roared at the same time.


"[Vigilate in caelo est, cadere in te] (Watch the sky, it will fall on you)."

"[Tenere onto a morte cor tuum pupugerunt] (Hold onto your heart pierced by death)."


The gargoyle attempted to escape by utilizing everything he had but he was crushed by Karma’s pressure and couldn’t free himself from the chains.


"[Tenet Noctis Sensisse] (Feel the darkest night)," Karma was starting to generate black lightning and along with the purple lightning congregating around the vortex in the sky, the air itself was vibrating.


"[Ultima Aeterna Noctem] (Final Eternal Night)," Arima finished chanting and swung Karma which was still embedded in the gargoyle and cut in half the latter's upper body.


With this slash as a trigger, the lightning that had been gathering around Karma exploded into a black sphere encircled by a red glow. At the same time, thunder rumbled and a terrifying purple lightning bolt came out of the vortex in the sky and hit the sphere.


Three colors merged together in a single attack. The black sphere fused with the dark red aura. Purple lightning covered it and penetrated it from all sides.


Of course, it didn't take long before the whole thing detonated into an enormous bouquet of energy. The ground shook and the shockwave warded off the water for more than a thousand miles. Even the thunder clouds that had been used to fashion this magic were completely dispersed by the explosion.


Even if you were to look at that scene from very far away, you would still feel your entire body quiver. The bouquet of lightning launched a few stray bolts that landed and burst on the now barren ocean. There wasn’t even a single trace of water. It just looked like a charred battlefield full of craters.


Arima eluded any damage by phasing his body with his own magic. In other words, he altered his body in a way that it wouldn't be injured by an attack possessing his mana’s signature. But even so, he was still blown away from the center of the explosion which was the gargoyle itself.


The explosion lasted for a good minute. It may be short, but the destructiveness surpassed what you could even imagine. After the explosion, Arima waved karma to disperse the amalgam of smoke and vapor. He could still hear some sparking noises from time to time.


Suddenly, a petrifying roar resounded and it was Arima's turn to be pierced in the heart by a silver claw. Right in front of him, a smaller version of the gargoyle had appeared. He was as small as a child and still had a few parts that were restoring themselves but his dark eyes stared at Arima with vigor.


"Once again, that magic was impressive. The theory and image were perfect. The fusion of summoned lightning and induced lightning proved to be devastating. If you had managed to take my life force, you surely would have entered into the Earthen realm…" He icily said and stirred his claw in Arima's chest which made him cough more blood.


"It's a shame. You should have realized. Why did you try to destroy me? My body means nothing here," the Seed added and tried to pull his hand to snatch Arima’s heart but the latter grabbed his arm and prevented him from doing so.


"[Communis humane nature uirtutem] (Superhuman Strength)," Arima chanted. His muscles bulged and the strength of his grip on the gargoyle's arm increased.


"What are you trying to-" The gargoyle froze in the middle of his sentence. He was stunned because of Arima's chilly grin and also the fact that he was gradually losing the feeling of touching the beating heart.


He watched agape as Arima’s skin and flesh turned into powder and scattered. Around the area he was pierced, only bones remained and even his heart had disappeared. Then, the rest of Arima's body started becoming ashen powder which was carried away by the wind.


The gargoyle gawked at the skull which had now flames occupying the eye sockets. "How? How can you do that? That's not just an imitation or just a discard of flesh. You actually turned into an undead."


Arima deformed his jawbones and grinned. "How would I know? This should be your last worry, you know? You’re about to die after all," he declared and his 'eyes' burned stronger.


An azure silhouette slowly appeared behind him. That silhouette was a giant blazing skull which glared at the gargoyle with its flickering red eyes.


"[Quid tu, qui alta in abscondere tenebrae tuae?] (What do you hide in that deep darkness of yours?)" Arima intoned with a sinister voice that echoed strongly inside the gargoyle's head and soul.


"[Nec refert] (It doesn't matter)."

"[Oro te interficiam] (Let me destroy it for you)."

“[Hic quondam morbo fatum] (This tainted fate).”

"[Si cicatricem habens meam] (Soul Scar)."


When Arima finished his incantation, the skull behind him converted into a blue light that entered the eyes of the gargoyle. The monster then started to roar in agony although he shouldn't be able to feel emotion or pain.


Arima smirked. "You may be physically invulnerable, but don't believe you can fool me by saying it has no effect on you. Look at you now; too weak to resist a direct attack to your soul."


While the gargoyle was still howling, the water that had been vacated earlier returned as a thousand meters high tsunami that shrouded the figures of both Arima and the Seed.
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                When the tide had passed and the currents calmed down, Arima coldly looked at the gargoyle who was slowly crumbling away. The dark light in the eyes of the Seed stared at him.


"You just took my memories, huh? And destroyed my soul at the same time…"


"Is that true?" Arima asked with a frown. It was about the memories he had just received. It's not like he had received the memories of Karaskan. He only got the memories of this Seed of Chaos. But in those memories, there was something that he couldn't ignore.


The gargoyle laughed for the first time. As if all of his emotional restrictions had been lifted after his defeat, he appeared to be enjoying the moment.


"Come on, you took it from me. You perfectly know it's true," he grinned. "A Life Hunter that can wield death… I heard something like that from my Lord once. If I’m not wrong, you should be able to steal absolute affinities from your victims as well."


Arima grabbed the gargoyle's head. "I understand. If it's true, I don't care. The thing I'm trying to know here is where your god is. But it seems you don't know. So, bye."


He crushed the head and the rest of the gargoyle's body immediately disintegrated. The Seed died without any last word.


"[Vita Venari]," Arima chanted and the life force of the gargoyle burst and entered his body. That energy was incredibly dense and he staggered the moment he absorbed it. His whole body was aching and he almost raised his voice.


His aura started rising exponentially. His mana pool was pulled out forcefully and even his killing intent was released. His three auras were now going wild without Arima's control. The soul realm was turned upside-down by the auras.


***


Outside of that reality, back at the elven city. Night suddenly shuddered. His aura, killing intent, and mana pool surfaced as well.


"Master?!" Lanya worriedly called and went to his side.


"This is…" Lilis gawked at Night with widened eyes. "He's breaking through."


"Breaking through?"


"That means Arima is breaking through the Earthen Realm as we speak and his soul beast is doing the same. Although Night is at the ninth level, his body will still evolve to match his partner’s."


Lilis rushed to Night's side and began to manually draw a magic formation. "I'm not like these two, but I can keep it for around two hours…" She muttered and a complex magic circle encompassed both her and Night.


Lanya could only back away with an unwilling expression. "What are you going to do?"


"If he breaks through here, he'll destroy this place. I'll bring him into another dimension for now."


"Then what about Karia? Arima is experiencing the same thing, right?" Lanya glanced at Karia who was shivering and had a pale expression. Right after Arima intruded her soul, she had lost consciousness and Lanya had laid her on the couch. She would occasionally groan and tremble but nothing too serious.


Lilis glanced at the elf and shook her head. "There’s nothing to worry about. Arima's soul magic didn't dissipate yet. He should still have a minimum of control. That man can easily do it without hurting her. The soul manifestation he established is almost like a different dimension. Otherwise, that girl would have died when Arima fought the Seed," she said and activated the circle and disappeared along with Night.


***


Arima was silently sitting cross-legged. He was focused on maintaining the integrity of Karia’s soul whilst checking what was going on with his body.


Strangely, his height decreased to be around 1.9 meters. He actually shrunk a little bit but at the same time, his overall physical ability underwent a massive change. At this level, maybe he could beat a ninth level with his physical prowess only.


Also, without him knowing, his facial features were gradually becoming even more refined. His hair grew a bit and his pupils were unnaturally bright as if it was constantly being illuminated. Also, the faint pattern he had in his pupils became clearly visible. It was light blue in color and looked like a snow star.


His mana pool expanded by at least a tenth, and his aura became stronger by around five folds. Arima opened his eyes and the light blue star revolved once. He inhaled and his three auras were sucked back inside his body.


He stood up and sighed. Until now, his expression was a bit tense since the moment he heard Karaskan's name. But now, it had totally returned to normal.


He smiled like always and raised his palm. A circle made of different spheres of colors formed above his palm. When Arima saw the result, he smirked in satisfaction. He then dispelled those spheres and activated the enchant on his clothes to restore his appearance.


"Well, I thought that I’d need more time to break through into this realm…" He uttered while getting used to his body. He kicked empty air with nothing but physical strength, but it still made a loud sound and the water’s surface was deformed. "But this is definitely welcome."


***


In the dimension Lilis had created, Night reverted into a dragon and roared. This same roar demolished the place they were in.


Night's body slowly began to morph. Like Arima, he didn't become bigger but actually shrunk to around 15 meters. What mainly changed with Night's body were his wings that became more tough looking and his scales which had gained a sort of second layer.


His horns grew longer and his red eyes inherited the same pattern as Arima. Lastly, although he was a dragon, he grew a gray mane going from the top of his head to the end of his tail. It was fascinating how it complemented his looks.


Lilis was captivated by the transformation. When Night finally retracted his three auras, Lilis gave him a thumbs up. "Good. You look cool, you know?"


Night glanced at her and groaned. After that, he waved his arm and a strong gust swept everything around. He looked at his hand and clenched it. "This is quite pleasing."


"Your body is at the Earthen Realm, but the rest of your power is only at the late tenth level thanks to the Seed’s life force. But I'm sure you will catch up really fast. Now, let's go. I'm sure Arima will get out soon. Turn back into your wolf form," Lilis smiled and rushed him.


Night nodded and conjured a magic circle. His body shined and his form gradually regressed.


Lilis quietly watched but at some point, her eyes widened grandly. When Night finished his transformation, she couldn't help but burst out laughing.


***


Arima was the first to come back to the elven castle. He reappeared from the gate he had made previously and closed it once he was out. Karia trembled and almost fell from the couch she was lying on. He swiftly caught her and checked her state. Although she wasn't injured, she was exhausted because her soul had been opened for so long.


After he rested her on the couch again, Arima looked around the room and spotted Lanya shyly sitting in the corner of the room while staring at him. He tilted his head.


"What the heck are you doing?"


Lanya yelped. "N-nothing…"


Arima raised an eyebrow and then recalled something. "Ah…" He exclaimed and grabbed a chair. He sat down just in front of Lanya. Like that, they were face to face.


"Um…" Lanya felt awkward and opened her mouth to say something but when she noticed Arima’s usual and calm expression, she stopped. She also noted the changes in his appearance but she couldn't focus on that for now.


"I'm human too, you know? Anger is just one of the numerous emotions I can feel. I'll never change, I'm still me," Arima spoke and patted Lanya before standing up. He then walked away.


Lanya lowered her head. It only lasted a few seconds. It was only three sentences. But that was enough to soothe her. She looked up to Arima. He always could be composed, no matter the situation.


People can either envy or admire those who can do what they can't.


Lanya believed that she had not enough control over her emotions when she decided to kill her father alone and it always dragged her down. When she witnessed Arima lose control, she felt as if she had lost hope about herself. She blamed herself for selfishly using her esteem toward him as an outlet for her angst.


Then, the same person changed her point of view in just a few sentences. Emotions cannot be rejected or ignored, just suppressed and respected.


Lanya stood up and sighed. She turned toward Arima who was already sitting at a table with a lollipop in his mouth and elegantly bowed. "Thank you. For everything."


Arima gently smiled and nodded. At that moment, space distorted and Lilis appeared with a flushed face and her mouth curved into a smile. She seemed to have laughed really hard.


Lanya was confused. "What’s wrong? Where is Night?"


Lilis snickered and looked away while covering her mouth. Another distortion appeared next to her and a second figure came out. Dark fur, sharp fangs, red eyes, and resplendent patterns spread across the coat. Yes, it was unmistakably a wolf. But there was something a bit odd.


Arima chuckled and Lanya gazed with starry eyes. What appeared was actually a wolf cub in all its splendor; small and cute.


"Don't laugh," the cub spoke, and it definitely was Night's voice. But it was slightly higher than usual and a lot cuter.


Lilis grinned. "After his breakthrough, when he tried to turn back into a wolf, he ended up like that. He did it several times, but the result was the same each time. Eventually, he decided to come here and ask you for an explanation."


Arima smiled. "I have already an idea as to why it doesn't work like before."


Night's small ears straightened up. "Seriously?"


"Yeah," Arima replied positively and Night's countenance brightened. "But I don't think I will tell you. You're too wholesome in this form."


Night knew he was dead serious as he said that and completely froze. Lilis almost failed to hold back her laughter again and sat at the table with Arima.


While Night was motionless, Lanya took advantage of the situation and sneaked behind him. She grabbed him and held him against her chest with a cheerful expression. Night regained his senses and showed his fangs, but it looked adorable.


"Hey, put me down!"


"Why not? Let her carry you. You also can go anywhere like this, not like your other form," Arima casually countered and Night fell silent. Lanya started petting him and his ears twitched but he didn't complain.


"Lilis," Arima suddenly called and she turned her head toward him.


“Hm? What is it?”


"Have you ever heard about Death Hunters?"


"…What?"
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                "Death Hunters…" Lilis muttered. "Did you learn that term from the Seed?"


Arima nodded. "Yeah, he insinuated that I'm one of them. I also took his memories."


Lilis shrugged. "Well, that's not really surprising. I thought myself that you might be one since the beginning. Death Hunters are said to be very rare among Life Hunters. In fact, there are only three recorded appearances. The nuance between 'death' and 'life' is not that difficult to understand. We don't know much about Death Hunters, but it's written in the archives that they were capable to control Death itself and that their life hunt was impartial and dominating."


"I see, that's more or less what the Seed knew. But what annoys me is not those characteristics."


Lilis gravely nodded. "Yeah, the most significant thing about Death Hunters was their so-called destiny. They apparently had a mission to accomplish since the moment they were born. That mission was supposed to be given by their ancestors.”


“And each time a Death Hunter was given a mission, he was obliged to follow it until their death. One of them tried to escape that destiny but when he did so, it's said that the world itself turned against him, forcing him to fulfill his duty."


Arima shook his head. “But the problem is that very duty. What was it? Did the three Death Hunters before me get the same mission or was it different? And did they even succeed?”


Lilis’s expression darkened. “I don’t know what the mission was. But we know that they were all extremely powerful, stronger than most gods. But still, the three of them died in unknown ways. When Heaven discovered the body of one of them though, we found out that the cause of death was internal mana disruption. As if he had lost control over his own magic…”


Lanya and Night were listening attentively. The former wasn't stupid so she, of course, understood that Arima was one of those so-called Hunters and that Lilis was a real goddess, perhaps even stronger than the entity who gave her an inheritance.


Night placed his paws on Lanya’s arms and stuck his head out.


"So, what's the advantage of knowing that?"


Arima sighed. "Who knows? If I ever feel that something is pushing me toward a predetermined goal, then I guess I won't fight it. There would be no point in doing so. And at least, I won’t be lost about what is happening to me," he paused and chuckled. "Well, let’s just hope that I’m not destined to die for nothing,” he said and Lilis bitterly smiled.


“Anyhow, according to what Lilis said, the reason why my three predecessors failed wasn’t an external foe. Maybe it’s something that will attack from the inside somehow. I’ll just have to be careful from now on."


"True, but there's also a case where the Death Hunter died as he tried to escape his fate. Seemingly, it was because he was going against the world so much that he was punished. Don’t ask me how that works because I have no idea. Some of the High Gods hypothesized that the progenitor of the Life Hunters put a curse on the lineage.”


“That’s also one of the reasons why they were called with the word 'death'. Because no matter what they did, they would always end up dead as if it was their goal; the target of their hunt."


Arima glanced at Lilis and frowned. "That wasn't necessary."


Lilis laughed in return and at the same time, Karia moaned and opened her eyes. She slowly sat up while holding her head. She spotted Arima's group nonchalantly eating at the table.


Arima looked at her. "You're awake. How do you feel?"


Karia stared at her hand wide-eyed and generated a bit of light with her magic. The result was a simple glow but it really shook her. She then closed her eyes and inspected her soul.


She immediately stood up and went toward Arima. She bowed incredibly respectfully. "Thank you very much," she spoke with a very composed voice, even more than before. Maybe that's how the elven Priestess was supposed to be without the Seed corrupting her.


Arima awkwardly smiled, because it was the second time he was thanked so sincerely on the same day, and nodded at her. "Sure, it's not a problem. It's actually a stroke of luck that the Seed tried to infect you. Your soul is too pure and the Seed had a hard time corrupting it."


Karia revealed a faint smile. "If it allowed me to protect others by keeping it in me, there's absolutely nothing to complain about."


Arima chuckled. "Elves are really fascinating after all."


Karia tilted her head. "What do you mean?"


Arima smiled and looked at her in the eyes. Karia tensed when she saw those silver eyes observing her. She noticed the depth in that look and noticed the snow star in his pupils. That made her feel as if she wasn't being stared at by a human but an omniscient being.


"You're fascinating in one particular way. You have what humans lack the most. Respect, humility, self-control, and kindness. These four characteristics; you possess them at all time. That's fascinating. Admirable, I’d say."


Karia giggled. "Thank you for that praise. But you're saying that humans lack it the most… You as well?"


Arima laughed and waved his hand before smirking. "No, of course not. I possess them. If you expected me to hold myself back here, you were mistaken. Saying that you're the same as others although you're not is just unwanted humility. You're degrading yourself. I grasped what humans lacked the most because I have it."


"True, you have those four qualities,” Lilis joined the conversation. “But you can’t say the same thing with other things."


"Indeed, Arima is the last person that we can qualify as a perfect human," Night added. It was unfortunate that his appearance didn't look that convincing.


Lanya just innocently hummed before nodding and acknowledging what the two others said.


Arima shrugged and Karia chuckled. "Where are you going after this?"


"The demon city, I guess. Let's say I owe a fight to Raal now," Arima said while pulling out another lollipop.


Karia blinked with a blank expression. "…Sincerely? You're actually going to humor that man?"


Lilis served herself a cup of coffee and smiled. "That’s not a fight anymore though. You're at the Earthen Realm now. It will be tough for him to even injure you."


"I’m aware. I'll suppress my life force to the peak of the tenth level," Arima casually replied and Lilis shrugged and didn't press further. In fact, forcefully reducing one’s life force was not recommended but she couldn’t do anything if Arima had made his choice.


Arima stood up and stretched his arms. "Well, let's go then. Also, Karia, I erased the source but there should still be some remnants sleeping in your soul. Be careful and slowly get rid of it."


"I understand. Once again, I’m very grateful for your help. I don't know what would have happened if you weren't here."


"Don’t mind it too much. It wasn't a big deal anyway. That Seed was troublesome, but it wasn't that strong," he responded and waved his hand. Night jumped off Lanya's embrace and four magic circles formed at the feet of everyone. "See you," Arima said and disappeared along with the other three.


***


The four of them reappeared in mid-air. Lanya reacted in time and deployed her wings. Lilis was surprised but she spontaneously started floating.


"Why did you bring us here?" Night jumped on Arima's shoulder and asked after determining where they were.


Arima looked at the ground. "I wanted to see something, and it’s as expected."


He actually had teleported above the frontier. What Arima wanted to check was the waterway he had made before which now separated the continent in three. As he suspected, the destruction he had brought there was being ‘cleaned’ and he predicted that it would only take around three days for everything to naturalize itself as if there had always been three continents.


"Lilis, what kind of being is this planet?" Arima asked the one who was most likely to know.


"A Natural Earthen God. This type of existence usually lives without any troubles whatsoever. They have their own ego, but they are extremely simple. Usually, they're very caring about the species that live on their surface and always do their best to maintain a good environment for them. Their most valued characteristic is their incredibly pure mana," Lilis briefly explained. She was used to it at this point.


Arima mused. "If he wanted to, could he move on his own?"


"Move? In space you mean?" Lilis was puzzled. "Well, yes, he could. There’s nothing stopping him. He's not compelled by any gravitational field coming from the main star after all."


Arima smiled. "Good then." He released his spirit and condensed it around his hand. He stopped levitating and landed gently on the ground. He crouched and put his hand on the ground.


"[Infragilique Vinculo] (Unbreakable Link)," he chanted and a powerful spiritual force was expelled from his palm. It penetrated the earth and started 'digging' at great speed.


"What are you doing?" Night, who was still resting on Arima's shoulder, asked.


"I'm trying to establish a connection between me and this big guy," he answered then Lanya and Lilis landed beside him.


"What's the point in doing that?" Lilis was confused but then opened her mouth wide. "Oh… I see…That’s why you asked me if he could move, huh?" She exclaimed and Night also revealed an enlightened expression.


"Hm?" Only Lanya was left out, not understanding what was going on.


"Precisely. If this guy can move, then it would save me time."


"Will he listen to you?"


"If he's as simple as Lilis said, then it should be also easy to motivate him… Keep it quiet now," Arima closed his eyes and dived in a telepathic connection.


The first thing Arima received was a pure sentiment of curiosity. There was no voice, just a thought saying 'What do you want?'. He smiled and honestly responded. They started conversing and only finished ten minutes later.


Then, Arima exhaled and stoop up. He rubbed his temples. "Finally done. Sustaining a link like this is rough."


"So?" Night inquired.


"He agreed. He told me that he would go to the place where Errastas is right now. You should be able to feel it moving soon."


Lilis smiled. "I see, how fast did he tell you he will go?"


"He will arrive in three months at a casual speed. Oh yeah, I also told him to create a new 'sun' with magic."


"How can he do that? The sun is not something you can reproduce that easily."


"He doesn't need to create a real sun. He just needs to create a source of energy capable of emitting UV's, IR’s, and visible light. I explained to him the basic theory and he said he understood it."


"Oh, I see," Lilis nodded and sensed a slight trembling coming from the ground. She reflexively looked at the sun and noticed that it moved off his normal position by around a centimeter.


"He'll try to make it as natural as possible. The majority of people won't realize we're moving," Arima stated then scratched his hair with a wry smile on his face. “Though… I’m kinda sorry for astrologists now…”


"In the end, how did you convince him to do this?" Night waved his paw in front of Arima's eyes and changed the subject.


Arima glanced at him and grinned. "I said it, right? If he's simple, then it should be easy to make him move. That’s exactly what happened. I just said this to him: ‘the one who sent an asteroid in your direction is there’. And I added that if he could bring me to that place, I would be able to take revenge for him."


Night was speechless. "…true, I guess you can call that simple," he uttered with a blank expression and the two girls nodded.


"Well, that's it. Now let’s go, I have a meeting," Arima said and teleported his group away in an instant.
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                Arima's group appeared on firm ground this time. The place they arrived at was just a plain with small hills here and there.


Arima frowned and took a step forward before taking another backward. He waved his hand and a transparent sphere formed above it. He threw it to the front and it exploded in mid-air although there was no obstacle. After the small blast, the air was slightly distorted and it returned to normal after a second.


"It’s neither a physical barrier or an illusion, huh?" Lilis remarked and Arima nodded.


"What kind is it then?" Lanya asked in curiosity. She didn't even bother about questioning whether or not they could pass through it. With Arima and Lilis there, no barrier could possibly stop them.


"I'd say it's something like a projection," Arimane replied. "What I just threw wasn’t offensive magic at all. It was just a bunch of mana that was disrupted before exploding. My guess is that this is a formation that hides things from outsiders. We can't see the city from outside, but they can see us from the inside. But most likely, just entering isn't enough to get rid of this projection. It's like walking in the enemy territory while being blind. Well, I can sense their presence though."


"How do we break it?" Night asked. It appeared that he was liking to be carried on Arima's shoulder since he didn't move at all since the moment he jumped on it.


"We don't break it…" Arima said and drew Karma. “We cut ourselves in."


"What's that supposed to mean?"


"[Primum, confractus] (First, Break)," Arima undid the first seal and unsheathed Karma. The blade became endowed with a transparent, white and blue aura.


"[Quod Temporaria Inanis] (Temporal Void)," he chanted and swung his katana effortlessly.


An energy wave made of the two different colors slashed something invisible. A vertical cut appeared in mid-air and through the gap, one could see the landscape of a city. It felt like a sort of painting.


Arima sheathed Karma and it dematerialized. "See? Done. Space magic is the best to cut physical barriers. Add time magic to it, and it can breach any kind of magic array," he explained and casually jumped in the crack of the barrier.


"…Did he just say time?" Lilis mumbled. "The hardest magic theory to understand and practice in the entire universe?" She said with a twitching expression and turned toward Lanya who was staring at her with innocent eyes.


She sighed. "Of course, you don't know how tremendous it is. If Chronos knew this, he'd go on a rampage," she muttered and followed Arima. Lanya let out a chuckle and went after her. The crack on the barrier closed afterward.


Inside the city, Arima admired the vehicles that were used there. It was simple carriages but they weren't pulled by beasts or monsters but simply by using magic crystals that collect mana and drive the wheels.


"And here I thought I will never see anything like this in this world. But apparently, the demons are actually a kind of scientific race… Well, seriously though, this should be something anyone capable of using magic should think of. Why isn’t it more popular?" He said and started appreciating the view.


The city was a bit different from the ones he had seen before. It was perfectly ‘arranged’. The houses and buildings looked very neat and clean and had been built following a really precise design. Even the type of glass used was different, it was simply of better quality than what Arima had seen until now.


The second thing he noticed was a cake shop in which he directly entered rendering speechless the two girls behind him. He searched for the most good-looking cake and chose it. He directly cut a slice of it and ate it. The cream on the exterior melted in his mouth and tasted like candy. His teeth then reached the layer of biscuit and bit the chocolate inside. It was so good that Arima almost cried.


"Is it that good?" Night asked and a flash passed through Arima's eyes. He cut another slice and put it in the mouth of the wolf cub on his shoulder. Night was caught off guard and almost spat it out to complain. But when he tasted it, his expression endured a complete change. He began to chew on that cake earnestly and asked for more after.


Lanya laughed and Lilis sighed. "Let's go visit by ourselves. They'll come back once they're done."


After that, it was, of course, shopping time. For both sides. Arima unsurprisingly began to buy every patisserie in the city.


As he was walking on the streets while looking around, he felt something odd and looked at the sky. He discerned that the sun had bulged a little bit. "Well, of course, it can't be perfect."


"True," Night nodded. "By the way…"


"What’s wrong?”


"People have been staring at me for a while now. It's uncomfortable," he grumbled with an annoyed expression.


"Oh, that…" Arima smiled and glanced at the passersby. There were a lot of them who would smile and look at Night. No matter if it were girls or boys, they would find him cute holding onto Arima's shoulder. How would they react if they knew that even in that form, Night could kill all of them in one magic?


"Don't bother. It's normal. Everyone is attracted to cute things."


Night's eyes twitched. "It doesn't make me feel better."


Arima snickered and his eyes fell on an interesting shop. In front of it, a short man, who seemed to be a dwarf was working on a man propelled vehicle with two wheels, you could see a saddle and a handlebar.


Basically, it was a bike. He was working on it while it was upside down.


Arima became curious and approached. "Hey, how do you call that?" He asked the dwarf.


"…I called it ricycle," he eyed Arima with a strange expression and answered to the question


Arima chuckled. "You should just call it bicycle. ‘Bi’ for two wheels,” he said and the dwarf glared at him one more time before continuing his work.


Arima and Night looked at each other and shrugged. "Why are you working on that? I'm sure a lot of people wouldn't like it. It's not made to work with magic after all, and it's not that fast."


The dwarf trembled and stopped his movements for a second but then resumed. "…Because I have a poor magical ability, I decided to live without it. The things that weakness brought me in the past made me like this."


Arima smiled. "I see…" He walked toward the dwarf and crouched down on the other side of the bike. He gazed at the dwarf and conjured a hot flame in his right hand.


“Look at this," he said and the dwarf frowned irately but waited. Arima then conjured a ball of water in his left hand. "You know what happens when water is heated to its extreme, right?"


"Of course," the dwarf responded.


Arima nodded and placed the fire he had created under the water. The heat of the fire was so powerful that the water evaporated instantly. He caught the vapor with magic and made it sustain its gaseous form. He then made it fly around him. "That's what you call steam."


The dwarf watched the steam hovering in the air. "Why do you want to show me this?"


Arima grinned and waved his hand. The steam followed his orders and flew toward the pedals of the bike. The steam was then released at high pressure and the pedals started revolving around the shaft, making the wheel turn as well.


At first, the dwarf watched in confusion but then suddenly thought of something as he rushed inside his store. A few seconds after, he came back outside with a hurried expression and bowed his head to Arima.


"Thanks," he said and returned inside.


"What did you do?" Night asked while eating a small slice of cake he had taken from his storage


Arima smiled and made his way to the center of the city. "I just taught him a cool thing. Anyway, call the girls, tell them the play time is over. We go to the castle," he instructed and disappeared from the streets without anyone noticing.


***


An hour later, near a giant gate made entirely of titanium enhanced by orichalcum that connected the castle and the citadel together, Arima was sitting down on a wood bench with a straight face.


He suddenly bit his lollipop and opened his mouth to speak. "Hey, Night."


"Mh…"


"I've got an idea."


"If it's anything related to destruction, it's denied."


"…"


"…"


"I never said that… nor thought of it."


"Yeah, sure."


They fell silent. "…Why don't you teleport them back here?"


"Lilis concealed herself along with Lanya. I can't detect them," Arima replied and put another sweet in his mouth.


They waited one more hour before Lanya and Lilis arrived. When the two girls came back, the first thing they spotted was black lighting in the sky and electricity filling the air. Then, it was a vein popping on Arima's forehead. Even with all of that though, Night had fallen asleep on his shoulder.


"Well, it's not really anger… right?" Lilis wryly laughed and Lanya instantly hid behind her.


Ultimately, Night woke up and pacified Arima before they could advance toward that gate.


"Who are you?" When they arrived at the main gate, a soldier stopped them in a rude way. The lightning that was gathering in the sky until earlier had put them into an alarmed state.


When Arima was stopped like that, he smiled in a way that made shiver his companions. Even the dozen or so soldiers at the gate. But he was smiling after all. No one said anything him. He took out a gold and silver card and handed it to the soldier.


The latter grabbed it, trembling, and inspected it. When he saw what was on it, his eyes widened. He rushed inside the castle by a small entrance on the side at a speed befitting a fifth level.


"Are you still angry? Stop bullying these soldiers and restrain your intent. That lightning was your doing in the first place. Don’t fault them," Night scowled at Arima.


"I’m not angry. I'm just irritated. You know the difference. It's good now though. I spent it."


A few minutes later, the soldier came back with a higher ranked officer and they brought them inside by the smaller human-sized gate.


"What's the point of that huge gate?" Lanya asked an innocent and candid question that made all the soldiers look away.


"Well, it must be something like this; the main one is too big to open casually, so they just built a small gate to use instead," Arima speculated and the soldiers felt like they took a critical attack.


"That's stupid," Lilis and Night exclaimed at the same time. This time, the personnel of the castle wore a defeated expression.


"Why are you all so depressed?" Arima asked and that was the final attack that brought them to their knees.


Seriously, a technologically advanced city had to have this kind of gate for the castle, that was almost humiliating. It was just all because the King wanted an imposing and really strong gate to be at the entrance of his castle. Because of that, they couldn't open it unless someone at the eighth-level acted.


"That's dumb," Arima complemented and he almost killed the mental of these poor demons.
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                When they entered the castle's hall, they were directly guided to the King's room. Apparently, Raal ordered them to do so when he heard it was Arima.


When they reached the room, they spotted Raal who was waiting for them along with his wife. They were chatting at a table and invited Arima's group to join in. Night jumped on the room's bed and laid down on the pillow. He had found the best way to use that small body.


"Welcome," Raal said with an unnatural smile.


Arima tilted his head. "Is something wrong?"


"No, of course not, don't worry," the Demon King answered. He glanced at his wife and noticed that she was conversing with Lanya and Lilis. He sighed in relief. "{Let's just continue with telepathy. Sorry, she can be extremely scary. I don't know what she would do if she learned that I want a match with you.}"


Arima smiled. "{Sure, no problem. When do you want to do it? I have all the time in the world. I'm going to the Main Land after this.}"


"{Well, what about today? Just help me, saying to my wife that it is a friendly spar to improve ourselves and it should be good,}" Raal answered and Arima nodded in return.


"What are you talking about?" The Demon Queen in question suddenly raised her voice.


Raal shuddered and looked at her with a smile. "Nothing much. By the way, I want to set a spar with Arimane here. Today would be good, after all, he leaves to the Main Land soon," he said and distorted a bit the fact that Arima had all the time he wanted.


The Queen studied Arima from head to toe. "You actually want to accept that spar?"


Arima smiled. "Of course, it should be exciting to fight the man said to be the strongest on the continent."


The Queen was a bit surprised. "Are you saying that you are qualified to fight my husband?"


‘Aaah, that's what you meant… Arima wryly exclaimed in his mind.


"Ratia, don't be rude like that. Arima is strong. I would even say that he is a level above me," Raal intervened.


Ratia glanced at him and looked back at Arima. "Did you set a sort of bet?"


"A bet?" Arima and Raal exclaimed at the same time.


"You're not saying that you're really just fighting for fun, right?"


The Demon King's expression stiffened while Arima wore a pensive expression. "What about this? If you win, I will serve your country."


"What?" Raal was shocked. "Then what if you win?"


"Well, before that, I have to ask you something. Do you have a prison in this country or a place where you lock up criminals?"


Raal strangely looked at him. "Yes, we have one, of course. We should have around ten thousand locked up just in our city."


Arima grinned. "If I win, I want the permission to destroy the life force of all of them. Obviously, the reason is a secret. That shouldn't be an unreasonable request, right?"


Raal's eyes widened. "Of course, it isn't. If you can destroy the life force of all of those criminals then you're welcome. Well, we'd lose some labor force, but as long as you don't kill them, it should be fine."


"Then it's decided, let's start then," Arima declared and stood up. He then pointed to the east. "Let's do it around twenty thousand miles in that direction."


"The sea, huh? It's not a bad idea. At our level, no terrain can make a difference anyway," Raal agreed and stood up as well. Night opened his eyes and jumped on Arima's shoulder. On the other side, a two meters tall bull appeared beside Raal. The four stared at each other and the entire castle was already shaking.


"Hey! Don’t tell me you’re-!" Ratia tried to say something but was interrupted by her husband.


"Sorry, can't go back on it now. Can you safeguard the continent?"


"You two as well, Lanya, Lilis. Help her protect the coast."


The two fighters smirked and disappeared at the same time along with their soul beasts. The three girls that were left looked at each other.


The Demon Queen clicked her tongue. “Who said they could go all out? They even brought their soul beasts.”


"What do they meant by protecting the continent?" Lanya asked.


"They meant that their fight would cause many repercussions. Devastating tides is one of them. We need to look out," Lilis casually shrugged and stood up. 


"We should hurry. Just a single punch from them could produce a tsunami," she added and teleported. Lanya and Ratia soon followed her. The former was nearly at the ninth level and had learned how to teleport and manipulate space from Arima and the Demon Queen was already at the late ninth level and didn’t need any help whatsoever.


***


Far away, in the middle of the ocean, Arima and Raal stood on water. Night changed form and the same thing occurred with the bull.


Night transformed into a fifteen-meter-tall dragon while the bull simply changed into a ten-meter-tall beast. Raal whistled as he observed Night.


"So, that cub really was your soul beast, huh? I actually heard that your soul beast was a dragon but I never imagined that he was able to transform into a small wolf like that. That's impressive. I guessed it was just a tamed wolf at first."


Arima laughed. "If it’s the moment of praises, let me tell you that the bull at your side is the biggest I’ve ever seen," he quipped and Raal grinned.


"Let’s go. It has been a while. [Resonance]," Arima intoned and Night turned into a black and red light that shrouded him.


"It's time Rayord," Raal said and the bull beside him nodded. "[Resonance]," the same phenomenon occurred and Rayord became a light that merged with Raal’s body.


Even before their resonance was completed, their auras had already started fighting. The sky was slowly darkening. The wind blew strongly and the water became agitated.


After their transformation; Raal had become bigger by at least a meter. He grew a second pair of horns which were a lot bigger than his natural ones. His skin blackened and hardened. He summoned a huge great sword which he shouldered.


Arima grew scales on his arms mainly. They were a lot thinner than before but looked stronger at the same time. His hair grew until the middle of his back this time around. His irises became crimson and his pupils narrowed to a slit. The snow star pattern carrier over and glowed with a silver light. His wings were bigger and his tail seemed to be longer and had a short gray mane on it. Arima summoned Karma and unsheathed it, he broke two seals straightaway and its aura was released.


Arima and Raal evaluated each other for a moment then vanished from their position. The water also exploded under their feet and they reappeared in mid-air with their blades colliding. That first strike had already pushed back the water and made the earth quail.


At that moment, Arima had suppressed his strength. So, he returned to how he was at the tenth level. It was without saying that the physical strength of Raal was great but the difference of weapon was obvious. Karma was pushing back the great sword without much difficulty.


Raal smirked and his sword glowed and suddenly started winning over Karma. Arima then deviated it and used Karma's sheath to hit him. That minor exchange created another shock wave that could destroy a fortress if there was one.


"That was unexpected, I never thought you would specialize in Spirit magic," Arima commented once they were apart by a few hundred meters.


Raal laughed and waved his sword. A huge gash opened on the water’s surface from that casual move.


"Is it that strange? Spirit magic is really useful. You can control every element and even enchant several layers of equipment during a fight."


Arima smirked and thunder roared. The sky brightened with purple lightning and Karma was shrouded with black flames and sparks.


Raal became serious and the water near him elevated and heated up as it vibrated. A cyclone formed in the sky and pushed the thunder clouds away.


On one side, lightning was raging, and on the other, a cyclone was turning the water and the wind into a massive threat.


"[Aeterna] (Eternal Night)," Arima swung Karma and a dark energy flew toward Raal.


"[Undine's Wrath]," the Demon King hacked with his sword and a two-colored wave clashed with Aeterna.


The resulting explosion drained the water until the bottom of the sea. And while that explosion wasn't even finished, Arima and Raal charged at each other in the middle of it and engaged in close combat. Tornadoes also appeared from time to time and clashed with the purple lightning that fell from the sky.


"[Fortasse Aeterna Noctem] (Flamboyant Eternal Night)."


Karma combined the fire and lightning and condensed a large momentum force. But Arima didn't send it as a flying attack and used it to parry his opponent’s sword.


"[Elemental Sentence]," Raal followed his example and infused his weapon with high tier magic that harmonized the four primary elements.


The new discharge of magic overtook the precedent that still wasn't finished and transformed more of the sea into a desolate field. Arima and Raal both phased their body and crashed on the ground which was the former sea floor.


They soon got up and clashed one more time with a grin on their faces. They continued to fight in that way for almost an hour, without stopping once. They kept clashing with swords and magic.


They were in the middle of the ocean but barely any water could be seen on the horizon. Only lightning bolts that were digging craters and tornadoes that were going wild.


At some point, the two fighters became separated by a kilometer.


"[To Defeat the Strong, the Devil has his Ways.]" the Demon King chanted and started growing taller and bigger. “[A Single Signature is Enough.]”


His eyes reddened and he grew sharp fangs. His body became entirely covered with blue fur. His face deformed and his legs bent forward like the hind limbs of a quadrupedal beast. Ultimately, what was left was a six-meter-tall minotaur holding a brand-new great sword even bigger than the last one.


"[Agnitio Vultus Unum Centum] (One Hundred Parade)," Arima used his own augmenting magic and his body also grew bigger, although it was a lot less than Raal. At the same time, he discarded his skin and flesh to reveal a skeleton with blazing eyes.


"That's quite an evil looking form," Raal commented.


"Look who's talking."


Raal snickered gripped his sword tightly. It started glowing even stronger than before. Arima also released the third seal of Karma.


"It's time for the second round," they both stated and disappeared simultaneously.
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                In this second round, both Arima and Raal elevated things to a completely different level. Maybe their combined power could contend against the Earthen Realm at that point.


Though after their enhancement, the battle's flow visibly fell into Arima's hands. After all, Karma was still a transcendental weapon and although it could sound like a vague assessment, it was still a weapon supposed to be above anything you could find in the entire world. At its maximum power, it could easily push Raal's sword back.


Also, the One Hundred Parade was Arima's enhancing magic that needed both him and Night to maintain. Something like that would obviously be strong.


In the end, Raal was the one on the losing end. Regardless of the size of their bodies or their weapons, Arima had an unquestionably superior explosive strength. No matter if it was the magic output or physical output, Arima was above. By continuously slashing at him with Karma and storming him with lightning, he was putting Raal into a tight spot.


They fought for a while with him on the defensive, casually destroying at least a hectare of land with just a single swing of their weapons.


At some point, Raal's grin became wider and a blood-colored aura surrounded him. His sword shined with the same light and he swung it in a really strong motion.


Arima felt something was wrong and urgently grouped his lightning. "[Aeterna]."


He swung his sword to meet Raal's. At the impact, Aeterna detonated and released a black lightning sphere. A bloody aura then encompassed it and literally erased the magic as it grew stronger. The explosion was suppressed and the two fighters took their distance once again.


"I heard of that," Arima remarked and Raal smirked. "The ability that a small number of demons possess, ‘Blood Eater’. If I'm not wrong, Blood Eater allows the user to integrate the aura of his victims by drinking their blood so that he can use them for himself. It's not really strengthening yourself, but more like using a secondary limited source of power."


"You're correct," Raal nodded. "That's what you call a Blood Eater and I am one of them. Then, are you prepared?"


Arima laughed lightly and flapped his wings. He charged toward Raal and both of them once again riled the elements as they battled.


The blood aura around Raal became even stronger as the two fell into a stalemate. The attacks such as the earth uprising or the lightning falling down were being ignored as they assailed each other with their swords.


Because of their recent enhancement techniques, both Arima and Raal couldn't find the time to cast large-scale magics anymore.


At some point, even their ways of fighting started changing. Raal began to parry some strikes with his horns and even let some attacks reach his flesh.


On the other side, Arima started using his tail and wings to variate his actions, and contrary to his opponent, he couldn't let Raal hit him once. Although his skeleton form was almost invulnerable from most damage, it wasn’t indestructible. A single swing of the Demon King’s great sword could shatter a lot of his bones and he would need time to repair them, which would give the advantage to Raal.


After half an hour of strenuous battling, Arima decided to bet his victory. The inconspicuous snow star pattern in his eyes glowed and revolved once without Raal noticing. Arima then tightly gripped Karma with his two hands and used all of his strength to oppose Raal’s blow.


The result was that both he and Raal lost control over their weapons for a second. Arima obstructed Raal's horn with his tail and then mobilized a huge amount of lightning and fire in his hand.


Raal reacted quickly. His fist was endowed with his blood aura and he added as many spirits as he could call in that short period of time.


Subsequently, the two opponents threw a punch at the same time. Because of Raal's size, Arima had his whole upper body punched while Raal got himself a bloody hole in the abdomen.


The two fists met each other head-on and generated a great shockwave. The ground was flattened and the sky was cleared. They both were sent flying away by the strike and were rapidly separated by more than a hundred miles.


Arima groaned while fighting against the air pressure and the momentum. He straightened his neck and swapped Karma for Ira. Thanks to his wings, he recovered his stability before Raal. His skull and ribs that were splintered started regenerating. Fortunately, the injuries as an undead are completely different. Otherwise, he wouldn't have been able to heal the effects of Raal's attacks so easily.


He lifted his gun and started firing without inhibition. Ten shots would leave the muzzle every second. Each bullet was in adamantite and was enriched by the ‘leftover’ energy of Karma's transcending. Additionally, the ones Arima had just fired were all explosive bullets that he personally enchanted.


Of course, Raal couldn’t be defeated by that. But a single bullet could still injure him and his body size was rather large, making him an easy target. Ultimately, he chose to carefully dodge or block the incoming bullets. Even when Arima used an enhancing circle to boost the bullets, they still weren't enough to pressure Raal.


‘The main advantages of a gun are their range, their firing speed, and their low consumption. But their damage is not to be ignored,’ Arima thought then summoned Superbia in his right hand. The rifle immediately started loading electricity and plasma.


Raal spotted Superbia and furrowed his eyebrows. He kicked the ground and propelled his huge body. But at that exact moment, thunder roared and lightning fell just in front of him. Before he could react, a literal rain of lightning started falling while he was being shot at with Ira.


It didn't take him a lot of effort to disperse the lightning, but he suffered some nasty burns and got hit by three bullets that were aimed at his biggest injury. Furthermore, the head of the bullets detonated and made him cough more blood. Unfortunately for him, he wasn't like Arima and couldn't heal his injuries so easily. But he was nonetheless recovering at a speed visible with the naked eye.


Because of that storm of lightning, Raal lost around four seconds. That was plenty enough time for Arima to make his move. The Demon King looked at the sky where Arima was and saw Superbia pointed at him, releasing a dreadful lot of energy.


Raal’s expression darkened then he thought of something. If the weapon Arima had in his hand at the moment had the same concept as the previous one, then he would be able to dodge it since it would come in a straight line.


But in the end, he had no choice. He invoked his spirits and flew toward Arima at full speed while trying to stay out the firing line. The jump he performed to leave the ground shook the planet itself.


Arima smirked and a complex magic circle formed in front of Superbia's muzzle. When Raal perceived that circle and recognized the runes on it, his entire body froze and his countenance radically changed. After that, turning around was his first reflex. But it felt like slow motion to him and his eyes widened as he realized it was too late.


When he caught a glimpse of what was behind him, his mind started working without rest. The exact same magic circle that he saw in front of Superbia was also right behind him.


“[Dolus Iaculat Scriptor] (Dolus’ Shot).”


Arima pressed the trigger and a massive black energy pillar left the muzzle before entering the circle. The attack then resurfaced behind Raal and engulfed him along with the raging thunder and the echo of earth trembling as the black pillar penetrated the ground.


After the pillar subsided, Raal reappeared with a severed arm. Apparently, he had discarded it to minimize the damages. Of course, he didn't stand there like an idiot afterward and promptly jumped away. No matter if there was something coming at him or no, he just couldn’t afford to stay immobile because he had lost Arima’s figure.


Even though the latter was now a big skeleton with blazing eyes and should be easy to find.


"[Accelerans] (Accelerando)."


Raal heard an eerie voice resounding very close to him. His eyes drifted downward and spotted Arima reaching for his sword’s handle whilst in an Iai stance. Karma was already infused with three different magics. Lightning, Fire, and surprisingly, Light.


The blue flames inhabiting Arima's skull turned into silver ones and the aura surrounding Karma also turned into a shiny and beautiful silver.


"[Et Convertam Aeterna Lux in Aeterna Noctem] (Eternal Light will turn into Eternal Night)," Arima chanted very slowly but Raal couldn't prevent it even if he wanted to. It felt like Arima was talking to him from another dimension and for every single move he would make, his opponent would do ten more.


Arima slowly unsheathed Karma and a silver light illuminated the area for at least a thousand miles’ radius. When the blade was halfway out of its scabbard, the light died down and Arima returned Karma inside its sheath.


Raal then noticed that Arima was once again moving normally but at the same time realized that his body had been paralyzed. There was a menacing silver cut going from his shoulder to his waist. Considering Raal's size, it was indeed terrifyingly large.


As Raal was giving his best to free himself, Arima's flesh started coming back and when he totally returned to normal, he exhaled heavily and a blue mist came out of his mouth.


He faintly panted and smiled at Raal. "How was it? I used time magic to land that blow. Even in my undead form, the rebound was quite challenging. I even cast light magic in that form, which worn me off even more… Now I think I can't return to that form for a while."


Arima complained a bit as he stretched. He knew that overuse of time magic would cause hazardous and alarming harm, but he still tried to use it longer to see how far his undead body could go. Result; now, even his fleshly body had some internal damage. Perhaps that if he hadn't suppressed his own strength, maybe he could have managed to resist the rebound.


As time passed, the silver light on Raal's chest glowed brighter.


"…So, that was time magic, huh? This is the first time I witnessed it in action."


Arima shrugged and extended his palm toward Raal. "Clench your teeth. This will hurt."


"[Stella Noctem Aurora] (Dawn Night Star)," he intoned and the silver mark was finally unconfined.


The detonation was mysteriously silent and Raal became shrouded by a dazzling light that took the form of a giant silver cross. The few clouds that had survived until now were annihilated and the sun vividly illuminated Arima’s magic.


Even the water that was coming back, stopped flowing altogether. It wasn’t pushed back but actually started floating around the light cross instead. Soon, a sphere of water enclosed the cross and was illuminated from the inside, creating a magnificent scene resembling a kaleidoscope.


After a moment, the cross gradually shrunk and the water fell from the sky and filled up the ocean again. Arima idly observed his magic under the ‘rain’ without moving.


Then, as expected, Raal came back with injuries over his whole body. He was panting violently and his body had failed to heal. But, unlike Arima, he had managed to hold his transformation as a minotaur.


If the two were to continue this fight like before, they would both receive wounds that would need urgent intervention and the winner would be uncertain.


As Arima and Raal were silently staring at each other, the former lifted his hand and pointed at the sky. In the direction following Arima's palm, space cracked like a mirror.


"To be honest, this was a close fight,” he said and Raal frowned.


“You’re saying that as if you've already won.”


Arima grinned. “Of course. Frankly, I’m quite weak at the moment after using time magic. I’m not confident I can beat you. Additionally, I couldn’t use any hard to cast magic since our physical strength was similar and you’d stop me every time. In the end, I chose to use this to conclude," he declared and their surroundings literally changed in the blink of an eye.


The temperature suddenly rose dangerously. The water disappeared. It wasn't being repelled or anything, it had just entirely evaporated. But the most intriguing detail was that the whole place was being illuminated by a reddish light of unknown source.


Raal slowly raised his head to look at the sky and his eyes narrowed. The sky had been overtaken by a burning star that was risking to collide with the planet at any moment.


If you were to compare that star with the actual sun, it wouldn’t be an exaggeration at all. Although its size was definitely several times smaller, its appearance was exactly the same. The heat as well may not be that different from the real one.


When Raal saw this, he burst out laughing. "I see. You created another dimension to prepare a magic that didn’t need incantation but is extremely flashy and slow. You must have begun this the moment you chose to use your long-range weapons. Afterward, you kept distracting me so that I wouldn’t detect the massive amount of mana leaving your body. Because if I had noticed it, I could have escaped from the zone in which you are able to send me here."


Arima smiled. "Correct. This is my last attack. Do your best to resist,” he declared and flew up toward the falling star. He then looked down at Raal and deployed his wings. Because of the light, he appeared to be a shadow and only his eyes could be seen.


"Don't worry, I'll retrieve you before you enter into a critical state and I'll heal you the best I can. Good luck," Arima disappeared and his voice echoed everywhere in the dimension.


"[Supernova]."


Raal grinned while staring at the falling fun that was getting hotter every second. "Rayord, at least, let's try to not fall unconscious."


"{Unlikely, but fine,}" his soul beast jested and Raal laughed.


The huge minotaur landed on the ground then stamped. "[Spirits of Earth, Wind, and Fire. Help me Get Through this Ordeal]," he chanted and used every last drop of mana he had left.


The earth quaked and fissures opened over a large surface of the planet. Raal shaped the terrain around him into tall mountains. He also used the wind to fight against the sun and tried to control a small part of the fire spirits dwelling it.


After a while, the star touched the tip of one of the mountains and the whole thing exploded. The nova drowned the world with an orange radiance and turned half of the planet to ashes.

            

    
        54. ''…Oops.''

    
    
    
    
                Back in the Republic’s continent, Lilis fended off a fifty meters tall tide for the umpteenth time. Lanya and Ratia were resting since the moment they understood that Lilis had enough mana and spirit to do it alone. It was quite selfish but Lilis didn't really pay mind to it.


"Looks like it's over," suddenly, she exclaimed. She then spotted a silver light on the horizon which was slowly fading away. "They should come back soon now. Let’s leave."


Lilis sighed before heading back to the demon city. Ratia and Lanya looked at each other and followed after her. They were already back in the castle after ten minutes. Ratia fell on the bed and Lanya laid her whole body on a sofa, while Lilis just sat down.


"You are strong," Ratia glanced at Lilis and remarked.


"Of course, I am. I'm even stronger than Arima. But, well, I'm sure he'll catch up to me in no time. The scariest ability of a Life Hunter reveals itself just before he enters the Heavenly Realm. At that moment, he will be stronger than me without a doubt.”


Although Ratia didn't understand a thing, Lanya had a pensive expression.


"And what is that ability?" A familiar voice resounded in the room and the three girls looked at the source. They found Arima standing in the room; carrying Raal on his shoulder.


They immediately recognized Arima as the winner. They also noticed that he had no injuries. But the thing that caught them off guard was his appearance. He was still in his draconic form and was quite intimidating. Especially for Ratia and Lanya. They felt as if Arima could crush them with a single wave of his claw-like hands.


Lilis leisurely smiled. "Sorry, I can't answer that."


Arima glanced at her and threw Raal on the bed. His wife was startled when Arima threw her husband like that, but she noticed later that he had no external injuries as well.


"I healed him. Raal can't heal injuries that I made to him. But it's a different story when I’m the one nursing them," Arima uttered and his scales, wings, and tail turned into a dark light that converged and was remodeled as a small wolf cub.


Lanya instantly caught Night as if she was waiting for it since the beginning. Arima snickered and massaged his own neck. He then sat down on a couch and closed his eyes.


Everyone in the room looked at him curiously. Arima didn't move for five minutes straight. When he finally opened his eyes, he eyed Lilis. "Can you help me a bit? I need to heal my organs that were affected by the alteration of my internal time flow," he asked and Lilis’s eyes widened. She giggled and sat next to him. She put her hand on his shoulder and also closed her eyes.


"That's what you get for suppressing your power. But I don't know much about time magic to be honest with you. I won't be that much of a help."


“Don’t mind. I just need a little bit of support,” Arima replied and they began to work on it.


Lanya waited by playing with Night and Ratia took care of her husband. Only after ten minutes did Arima and Lilis finish. Arima stood up and casually waved his hand. A pleasant breeze blew in the room.


"It's all good now. Thanks."


Lilis smiled and nodded. "No problem."


At that moment, Raal grunted and rolled on the bed before falling down on the floor.


"Ah," his wife exclaimed and everyone else blankly watched the scene. Of course, the Demon King was awake and slowly stood up while rubbing his head. He saw Arima looking at him, then he looked at himself and tilted his head.


"A dream?" He asked and Arima laughed before sitting down.


He shook his head. "No, it wasn’t. You can be sure of that."


Raal wryly smiled. "I lost, huh? …Where is Rayord?"


Arima pointed at a window with his thumb. "Outside. He was too big to get him in. He’s sleeping out there right now.”


"I see. I should let him rest a bit then," Raal said and sat down on the bed. He extended his hand toward a nightstand beside his bed and opened a drawer. He took a scroll that was inside and threw it to Arima. The latter caught it and looked at its contents.


He studied the scroll for a few seconds before giving it back to Raal. "Thank you. I've memorized it."


Raal smiled. "It’s nothing much. I should be thanking you for the fight you gave me. Also, the fact that you suppressed your full strength; I heard it. I'm sure you did it because it would've been unfair to me. I'm not blaming you, don’t worry."


"I never did worry about it," Arima replied and no one knew if it was a joke or not. "Anyway, I suppose I can get the reward for my victory now, right?"


Raal nodded. "Go ahead, I gave you that map for that. Do as you please."


The scroll that he had given Arima was actually the fully detailed map of this city with all of its secret facilities.


"Well, see you," Arima said and snapped his fingers. He disappeared in an instant. He even teleported Lanya and Lilis without bothering to notify them.


***


Arima's group reappeared on a stone road, on the outskirts of the city. You could even see a wheat field nearby.


"Why are we here? Weren't we supposed to look for a prison?" Lanya asked after looking around.


Arima pointed at the ground and Night cringed. "Again?"


"The prison is down there. That's what the map said. Basically, it's underground," Arima explained and crouched. He knocked on the ground a bit and hummed.


"We should go to the entrance then. What are you going to do here?" Lilis asked in wonder and he smirked at her.


"[Vita Venari] (Life Hunt)," he chanted, but unlike his previous instances using Life Hunt, a giant black magic circle appeared in the sky. The runes in the circle were drawn in Latin and the structure of the inner circles was extremely unusual and complex. There were many intriguing forms such as a clock of which the needles were inverted, a sun shadowed by a full moon, a sword stuck halfway through a shield, and more…


In fact, each symbol had a concrete meaning that Arima diligently composed to enhance and stabilize his ‘hunting’ ability.


Lilis stared agape at the five miles wide circle spinning in the sky. Some of the mysteries of that circle were still being drawn and replaced like gears gradually meshing together.


"That's a custom circle… you created a circle for your Life Hunt. This is the first time that this ever happened. How far does your understanding of magic go? It should be impossible to convert something as incomprehensible as the ‘Life Hunt’ into an elaborate formation…” She was astounded.


“The worst is that Heaven also worked for centuries trying to imitate Life Hunter’s ability but never reached a single positive result. But you… even if this circle is made to work only with a Life Hunter, I’m sure you would be able to convert it to anyone’s use,” Lilis turned toward Arima and didn’t know what to say anymore.


“…you’re insane,” she mumbled inaudibly.


Arima grinned and the circle in the sky glowed. A transparent energy caused a whirlpool to rise in the area and penetrated the ground. But although that energy spread far and wide, no one actually managed to sense it. They could only see the circle in the sky which was completely alien to them.


"I can only take the life force of those below level ten I think…" Arima muttered and his custom circle started spinning faster. The runes on it also started moving in a strange way.


At that moment, a massive amount of life force resurfaced and integrated with the magic circle. If one could perceive the effects of the circle with their eyes, they would see countless tentacle-like tubes going underground and pumping life force that they gave to the magic circle.


Obviously, when the life force of thousands of people was involved, everyone on the continent could feel it. They all looked on with a sweating and pale face, fearing that it would drain their life force too.


Arima's eyes shined strongly and the stars deeply inscribed on his pupils started spinning crazily. The black circle kept growing bigger and bigger. After a minute, the magic formation already had taken over the sky of the entire demon city. That phenomenon wasn't omitted by the various powerhouses of this continent, or to be exact, the ‘three’ continents.


The Demon King silently observed with a smile on his face.


The Elven Priestess also watched from afar.


Rex, Hieran, and Evergreen only knew one person who could do something like that.


Even one of the powerhouses that Arima didn't meet, the Vampire Lord, was looking at it from the monster territory.


The old mage who had been granted the SSS rank by the guild and titled ‘True Magus’ squinted his eyes as he analyzed from the top of his tower.


His eyes flashed. “This is… impossible. A circle that collets Life Force and gives it to its caster. Does something so outrageous really exist?” He muttered.


The life hunting circle seemed to never stop to operate. Its size already covered an area that could fit a megapolis. Even Arima was surprised by the result, he gawked at the sky and whistled.


"That's big," Night commented while trying to keep a calm face and Lanya nodded.


Arima scratched his hair. "Actually, as the circle was growing bigger, I thought that I could also take the life force of every criminal I found by looking into their darkness… and it became scarier than I expected," he stated and dryly laughed before looking one more time and the circle in the sky.


"…Oops," he innocently exclaimed.


"You don't have time to regret! Quickly! Stop this thing!" Night snapped. "At this rate, it'll take the life force of every person holding even a bit of darkness! It’s essentially everyone excluding toddlers!”


Arima forced a cough. "[Altera Rationem Terram] (Next Dimension Territory)," he chanted and immediately set up a dimensional connection.


He looked up and surveyed the giant circle. He pointed his hand at the sky. "[Veni ad me] (Come back to me)."


The circle wildly spun like a wheel until it became a whirlpool that was siphoned by Arima's palm. It took around five minutes for the whole thing to be absorbed. After it was finished, he fell silent and froze in the same position. His eyes were closed and his expression was not that good.


"Hey, Arima…" Night tried to call him and only received a signal to be silent. It lasted for a good ten minutes. During those ten minutes, Night gradually understood what was happening. There was a tremendous amount of strength building up inside his body. He also had to concentrate on controlling the energy rampaging in his soul.


Arima then exhaled and sat down."…It's finally under control. I got much more life force than I thought I would," he uttered whilst trying to regulate the strength in his body.


Lilis's was trembling nonstop. "Arima… at which level are you right now?"


Arima mused. "If I take reference on what you explained me, I should be around the peak of the first sky," he answered and Lilis almost suffered a breakdown.


"He improved by an entire level in just half an hour…"


"Sorry, but I will like to have a day before leaving to the Main Land. You can do what you want in the meantime. Be careful to not be late when I call you," Arima told Lanya and Lilis.


Night jumped from Lanya's arms and turned back into a dragon before sitting down as well.


Lilis sighed. "Let's go Lanya. We have time to spare," she said helplessly and disappeared from the dimension. Arima had already fashioned this place to let them go in and out freely.


 "See you tomorrow," Lanya smiled to Arima and Night then also left.


***


Twelve hours later, Arima stood up and practiced his body a bit. He also ‘played’ a bit with death, space, and time magic.


Night opened one eye. "You already finished refining it?"


"Yeah," Arima smiled and then eight spheres of different colors formed above his palm. When he looked at it, he couldn’t help but smirk. "Success.”


Night glanced at the affinity spheres. "So, you finally attained Absolute Dominance over all elements, huh?"


"Yes. The main reason I wanted to extract the life force of those criminals was for this. Now, I can experiment something I wanted to do for a moment," Arima stated and conjured eight other spheres for each element. But these were a lot bigger than the previous ones and were not made to measure affinity. 


He flicked his fingers and every sphere fused together to create a rainbow orb that only lasted for a few seconds before exploding. Arima shielded himself and dispersed the smoke.


"I see… If you succeed, that would be extremely frightening," Night commented after he saw what Arima had just done.


"Say exciting. Well, anyway, I can only try," Arima replied and resumed his research.


The next day, Arima called back Lilis and Lanya to leave the continent. Fortunately, this time, Lilis spared him of waiting an hour before departing.

            

    
        55. ''It should work somehow.''

    
    
    
    
                Arima flew above the sea in his draconic form. He was going so fast that it would carve the surface of the water. He was thinking about the map he had on the Main Land as he flapped his wings every ten seconds.


The Main Land was definitely a lot bigger than the continent he had just left. In fact, Arima didn't really look into it before leaving and there was not really much information about it. So, the map he had wasn't complete and was a little inaccurate.


"But still, it gets bigger and bigger. What is this? Some kind of game? And the difficulty changes too in a certain way," Arima frowned.


"{Yeah, it's the most peaceful continent but also the most dangerous at the same time,}" Night responded and Arima nodded.


The Main Land was the continent with the greatest population on the planet. It possessed the best institutes and armies. It was primarily ruled by the humans along with the other races. The beasts were the most passive; living in forests spread around the continent.


But, as Night said, there was something quite dangerous. That thing is monsters. In the Main Land, monsters tend to gather and attack all at once, creating situations like raids.


The strongest intelligent monsters are said to live in the Main Land. Also, from what Lilis said, the strongest human on that continent was only around the Second Sky of the Earthen Realm. But she also stated that the strongest beings on this planet, omitting the Earthen Gods which are almost all at the peak of the Fifth Sky, were magic beasts.


"Yeah, that's not surprising,” Arima commented. “Beasts have a clearer mind than humans once they acquire intelligence. Especially the older ones. They have a ‘clean’ mentality and have impressive self-control."


"{Of course,}" Lilis’ voice resounded through telepathy. Arima had put Lanya and Lilis inside his storage to move toward the Main Land. Of course, he had done some modifications to it. At that point, it could have been compared to a luxury hotel.


Arima remembered something and smiled. "Even before that, actually. Night, you didn't forget Jorga, right?"


"{Huh? Of course, I remember him,}" Night was confused.


"I can’t say if he’s an Earthen God but his strength should be around the Third or the Fourth Sky now that I can associate it to something."


"{…Seriously?}"


"Yes," Arima plainly answered.


"{Then, that time when you argued with him…}"


"Yeah, of course, I lost. At that time, he could have crushed me with a single attack. When you think about it, a beast that lived thousands of years, and had an inheritance, should not only be around the eighth level."


Arima wagged his wings and accelerated. "The reason he put me in high regards was most likely because he noticed that I wasn't normal, or my soul to be exact. I didn't know anything about Life Hunters then, but Jorga might have understood more than me with just a glance."


"{That was unexpected… and you owe a debt to someone like him.}"


Arima shrugged as if the wind pressure didn't affect him at all. He would also fire with Ira from time to time and no sea monster had managed to even stick out its head from the water since the beginning.


"{Who is Jorga?}" Lanya asked afterward.


"It's a very old serpent we met on a smaller continent. He also was Night's master for a day. So, in a way, he is your grandmaster, I guess."


"{Jorga… Now that I think about it, I remember him being the inheritor of Jormungand, we keep a record of the inheritors in Heaven,}" Lilis mused. “{From what I recall, he had quite some talent and Jormungand was a mysterious existence that even gods didn’t know much about. Not only must he be strong, but he should also have some special power.}”


Arima hummed. "By the way, Night. I never asked you. How did Jorga train you that day?"


"{…}" Night fell silent for a while. "{Basically… he beat me up over and over again until I could more or less resist him and then break through. Now that I think about it, it's indeed strange that he overpowered me so easily.}"


Arima laughed. "Learning directly with the body is the fastest way to improve," he remarked and increased his speed once again. He generated a tidal wave and left an afterimage behind him.


***


It took Arima twelve hours to reach his destination. The Main Land was actually pretty far and he was going there with a casual speed. He even passed by another continent.


He landed on a beach and blew away the sand. He cracked his neck and released his resonance. Night reappeared as a cub and immediately jumped on his shoulder. Lilis and Lanya also stepped out Arima’s shadow and stretched while yawning.


Lilis sighed. "It's a shame. Your storage was so comfortable. You even made a fake sun and eco system. That was like paradise, I wish I could have stayed there forever," she said with a yearning expression.


"I'm not a hotel. I already demolished it. It takes mana for nothing," Arima retorted and even Lanya revealed a longing expression after she heard that he destroyed that place.


"Anyway, I'll memorize the detailed map for now."


"[Bestia Falcon]," Arima chanted and hundreds of small spheres of electricity materialized in mid-air. These spheres soon became birds that flew off in the sky.


"With this, I can scan the environment without alerting anyone. Well, let's check the surroundings at least," Arima looked at the sky and teleported away.


Lanya and Lilis followed him and they all reappeared a mile above the sea level. Arima stared at the ground and observed every detail.


"Well, for now… let's go there," Arima declared and once again teleported everyone without their opinion.


The four of them directly appeared at the gate of a town. As usual, no one noticed them thanks to illusion magic. Only when Arima took a step forward did the guards and citizens at the gate notice his presence.


Most of them locked their eyes onto Night. But he wasn't the only one being stared at. Arima was quite good looking himself, and along with Lilis and Lanya accompanying him, they gathered a lot of unwanted attention.


Arima casually walked to a guard whilst ignoring the waiting line and handed him his card. When the soldier saw the gold and silver card, he started sweating and instantly bowed. He pointed behind him and let Arima pass without any further ado. That scene surprised the adjacent people, who had quite the diversity.


There seemed to be absolutely no barrier between races. On the previous continent, there were still cities that pertained to a certain race such as the Demon City. But in this town, humans, beast-men, elves, demons, dwarves… they were all strolling and laughing together.


After entering the city, Arima discretely invoked a few familiars like cats, dogs, mice, and spiders. He only had to wait for a minute to get all of the useful information he wanted.


"As always," Arima popped his fingers and smiled. "It's library time."


"Then, can I go with Lanya?" Lilis grinned and asked.


Arima glanced at her. "Sure, but don't go sightseeing or anything. If you want to pass time, help Lanya break through the ninth rank," he instructed and the star pattern in his eyes spun once. "The dimension’s open. Go inside."


Lilis wryly smiled and shrugged. "Fine, I'll coach her,” she accepted and turned around. “Oh, right. Your mastery of the sigil is perfect," she added and disappeared with Lanya.


Arima snorted and directly went toward the biggest library of this town.


***


In the other dimension, Lilis was getting prepared to 'beat Lanya up’.


"What's the sigil you were talking about?" The latter asked in curiosity.


"Hm? Right, I didn’t tell you yet," Lilis smiled. "Well, I’m sure you noticed the strange sign Arima has in his pupils, right? The small stars," she asked and Lanya nodded.


"That's what we call a magic sigil. When you want to conjure a magic, you usually interact with the world around you to cast it. You can use gestures, magic circles, the glow of your eyes, a sound such as a clap or a snap and, of course, chanting. To invoke magic, it's imperative to interact with the world.”


“You can see it like this; to activate magic, you need to warn the world so that it can welcome it. This concept of interaction with the world is very important," Lilis carefully explained and Lanya silently listened.


"It’s obviously possible to do magic with just a thought. But those magics are really weak and inefficient. The people who purely want to look cool by doing it are just puerile," Lilis stated with a grin.


"Now, this is where the magic sigils come into action. Sigils can be defined as something like a separate organ or limb. When one uses magic to a certain degree, and if he has enough talent, then he might obtain a sigil with time. The stars Arima has in his eyes are sigils. He has a double sigil which is quite rare."


"Basically, the actual utility of that sigil is to interact with the world for you. Sigils are things that were created by the magic circuits entering our body and modifying it. In the end, they can greatly reduce the time you spend on casting and even totally disregard it if you practice enough. For example, earlier, Arima created the link to this dimension by just making his sigil spin once."


Lanya nodded. "Do you have one too? A sigil?"


Lilis smiled and pulled the collar of her shirt. "It's right here," she uttered and Lanya approached to inspect it. There was a sort of blue tattoo depicting a flower on her neck. Lilis covered her sigil again and then pointed at Lanya's hand.


"I don't know if you realized, but you also have one on the back of your left hand."


"Huh?" Lanya looked at the back of her hand and squinted her eyes. She barely succeeded to spot a faint white mark which looked like the wings of a dragon. "It's true…"


"Of course, you're the heiress of Chronepsis. It's a matter of fact that you would get this."


Lanya nodded as she stared at her own hand. Lilis watched her then contemplated about something. “…Lanya.”


"What?"


"Do you like Arima?" Lilis asked in a casual tone.


Lanya put her hand on her chin and mused for a moment. "Maybe… I think?" She tilted her head and answered.


Lilis wryly smiled. "Well, that's still better than being flustered about it. Still, your character is slowly turning into a silent type. It's not good. You're being influenced too much by that guy," she grasped Lanya’s shoulders and gazed at her seriously. "To cope with someone like him, you need to have a personality that counters his. Do you understand?"


"Y-yes, sure…" Lanya awkwardly answered.


"Good," Lilis nodded in satisfaction. “Don’t forget that.”


If Arima was here, he would've already smacked that’s goddess’s head to shut her mouth.


"Let's start. You also need to get stronger. Right now, you're far too weak.”


Lanya nodded with a determined expression this time. Her body was gradually covered by beautiful silver scales. She grew a pair of wings and a tail. The transformation itself looked greatly like Arima's but Lanya's draconic form looked less fierce and had more elegance to it.


Lilis whistled. "You're really pretty in that form…" She praised Lanya and released her aura afterward. "Arima is keeping this dimension active, so let's use it to our heart's content. I want you to enter the ninth level in the next six hours and maybe even advance to the tenth level by the end of this session. You have an Earthen One's inheritance; it should work out somehow.”

            

    
        56. ''Dungeon?''

    
    
    
    
                In the library, Arima gaped at a certain book in his hands.


"I never really searched it before… but I believed that I more or less knew what was awaiting me. But, hell, it's freaking huge," he exclaimed and Night also agreed as he looked at the book.


"This Main Land has a surface of more than a hundred and fifty million square kilometers. No wonder they call it ‘Main’. At this rate, my falcons will finish scanning this continent in two days or so," Arima put the book back in its shelf and then started looking for other records that could interest him.


"Are you looking for something in particular?" A staff member asked when she saw Arima surfing through the titles of every book he walked by.


"Oh," Arima turned around. "Well, if you can tell me about the interesting things in this continent, that would be good."


"Interesting?" The staff member muttered then assessed Arima. "…Are you a mercenary?"


"Indeed. I arrived recently."


"I understand. It's fairly rare to see mercenaries travel that far. Then, for someone like you, apart from the HQ of the guild, what attracts mercs the most are dungeons."


"Dungeons, huh?" Arima mumbled.


"What is that?” Night raised his voice but the staff woman wasn’t surprised as if she knew he was a soul beast.


She smiled. "If you want to learn more about dungeons, you can try this shelf over there," she pointed at a row of books that weren’t that far from them.


"Thanks," Arima thanked her and went there right away. The woman smiled, she slightly bowed and left.


Arima picked the most relevant book and started reading it. Apparently, a dungeon was an artificial structure created by humans. The dungeon itself could be compared to an artificial creature or something like a homunculus. Dungeons are capable of enticing monsters by liberating a nature of mana they like and also by baiting them with different odors and sounds.


Once they are inside, they can't leave unless they're strong enough to break the magic array set around it. So, in the end, they become some kind of nest. But it's also true that dungeons need to be 'cleaned' often. If there are too many monsters in it at once, there is a risk of overflow that would put nearby human settlements in grave danger.


Killing monsters in those dungeons was the main job of this continent's mercenaries. Arima deliberated a bit then took another book which gave the emplacement of every dungeon in the Main Land. Apparently, only one could be built every decade and they started doing it around five hundred years ago. So, there were approximately fifty of them on the whole continent.


There were some that were more dangerous than others and always kept in check. A few were so unsafe and they were only visited by the strongest mercenaries or the army. You could also find dungeons that were specifically used as training grounds for young soldiers and students.


Arima closed the book and put it back. "Well, let's go to Center City next. Although the name is bland, it’s the largest city on this planet. The HQ of the guild is also there, I'll pass by before trying out a dungeon."


"What are you going to do before that though? You said that your falcons will need two days."


"Well, by tomorrow I'm sure they will have finished scanning until Center City at least. As for what I'm going to do while waiting…" Arima chuckled. "I will, of course, see for myself what kind of candies this town has to offer," he said and left the library in high spirits while Night sighed deeply.


***


Five hours later, it was late in the afternoon, Arima was quietly eating in a restaurant with Night lying on the table. He then sensed something happening in his dimension and was a bit surprised.


"Oh, Lanya broke through the ninth level already."


Night rolled on the table and stood up. He chewed a piece of meat and glanced at Arima. "By the way, you never explained the words you said when we met Lanya."


"What words?"


"You said that you looked alike… No matter how much I think about it, you two are not similar at all," Night replied and sat down.


“Ah… that,” Arima exclaimed. "It’s literally what it means though. When I saw her, I felt like she looked like me when I was younger, much younger."


Night tilted his head. "I'm not sure I understand."


Arima laughed. "What I recognized in her was not only her hatred but a really peculiar sentiment. This instability she gave off… and the very memorable expression you have when you killed a parent," he said with a dark tone and Night's expression sunk.


Arima patted him. "Don't mind. I got over it since. And to be fair, it wasn’t for revenge or something like that nor was it me who directly did it," he added and continued to pet Night.


"…Stop petting me,” Night groaned and Arima snickered.


***


Eighteen hours later, Lanya and Lilis finally exited the dimension. Lanya had reached the upper class of the ninth level. Arima could have kept the dimension active longer since he had more mana than before, but he still told them to stop the training for now.


They spent the night in the town they were in and directly left the next day when Arima's falcons had finished scanning Center City. Arima first transferred above the city to observe it with his own eyes.


"This is really huge after all."


"As expected of the biggest city on the planet," Lilis commented.


If you looked at it from afar, the size and the 'colors' of this city could be compared to a modern city. Even if you were to look closer, the buildings and the houses looked really clean and if it wasn't for the slightly old streets, everything would be very similar to modern habitations. Even those 'motorized vehicles' were present.


Arima could also see four important buildings from where he was. One was a church, another was a massive castle in the middle of the city, the third one was a neat granite building that also possessed a large domain, and the last one seemed to be the HQ of the guild; a grandiose three-story wooden structure filled with traces of space magic.


"Let's go," Arima spoke and teleported his group to one of the city's gates. As before, he gave his silver-gold card to a soldier and the latter bowed before letting him pass. He knew that the news of him entering the city would most likely spread to the big shots in no time but he didn’t mind at all.


Inside, he observed his surroundings and when he started overhearing the conversations of the people on the streets, he suddenly recalled something.


"Lilis, the fact that I'm able to understand this world's language, is it thanks to that old man?"


"Oh, right. I forgot. Azes actually didn't make you learn the language or anything, he actually imparted with you the Gods' Language.”


"The Gods' Language?"


"Yes, our tongue is something universal. You'll understand every other language and everyone will understand you. That's also why you can understand the meaning of others' chants. When you write something, the Gods' Language makes you write the right words unconsciously. The reason why you understand everything as English is because it was specifically that language that was overwritten.”


“And finally, the reason why people can't understand your incantations is that when you chant, you start thinking and talking in a different language than actual English, which was replaced by the Gods' Language," Lilis explained whilst walking.


"So, that's how it was… It makes sense now.”


Lilis smiled. "Well, in this world there are actually only two different languages that are commonly spoken. Then you have all of the runic tongues that are used for incantations. So, you can't really use our tongue to its full potential."


As they were discussing, they coincidentally passed by the church they had spotted earlier. Arima glanced at it. The façade was extremely beautiful, with carvings, statues, and stained glass. But he felt something really uncomfortable emanating from it and he couldn’t identify the cause.


When he happened to pass just in front of the church, its steeple vibrated and the bell started ringing. The sound echoed strongly in the streets. Even Arima unconsciously covered his ear. After that, a huge amount of light magic congregated around the steeple. A golden aura was invoked and quickly turned into a threatening pillar that directly fell on Arima who instantly grabbed Night and threw him away before he was struck.


He had an extremely unsettled expression as the golden light hit him. The strange impression he felt before was growing in intensity and his head was starting to hurt. The area was illuminated by the pillar and everyone on the streets moved away from him.


Arima coughed blood and lowered his body with widened eyes. The ground cracked as he did his best to continue standing. He gritted his teeth as his feet were buried. But strangely, he wasn’t fighting back. It seemed that the sound of the bell which was still resounding was putting him in a sort of dazed state.


"Arima!" Night shouted to wake him up and Lilis and Lanya were already preparing to pull him out of there.


At Night's shout, Arima’s pupils narrowed. He glared at the tower of the church and his sigil made a turn. A single thunder cloud appeared in the sky and shot a lightning bolt that destroyed the steeple.


It was only afterward that the pillar vanished and Lanya and Lilis relaxed. After the light entirely died down, Arima shook his head and rubbed his temples.


"Shit…" He cursed and called Karma. He was infuriated enough to destroy the whole church at the moment. Additionally, even after destroying the bell along with the tower, there was still more magic that was being collected by the entire infrastructure of the church.


"Wait! Please!" When he was about to unsheathe Karma and destroy the building in front of him, a panicked voice coming from the structure in question made him stop.


An old man wearing a white robe appeared with flash at the entrance of the church with a difficult expression. He waved his hand and a certain object appeared in his hand. It was a sort of key that made the church stop gathering energy.


The old patriarch sighed and turned toward Arima. "I don't know why the sacred bell attacked you. But if you surmounted it, that can only mean that your power is impressive. Please, to prove your sincerity and that the bell made a mistake, don't release your anger here," he pleaded with a polite and respectful tone.


Arima was so taken aback by the attitude that man showed that he lost all of his frustration in an instant. He clicked his tongue and put Karma away. "…It’s fine. I won't do it. I believe it's my fault after all. There’s no point in getting angry," Arima replied shortly and walked away.


The patriarch of the church sighed in relief. He was perfectly aware that if he hadn't stopped Arima, his church would have been razed. He looked around and noticed a lot of people looking from afar. He bowed to them to keep his image.


"{Sorry for the inconvenience. Please have a good day,}" he telepathically apologized to everyone and disappeared with a flash.


After that incident, Arima directly headed to the guild HQ. When he stepped inside, he recognized the habitual configuration of the guild; a lot of administrative receptions in the ground floor, the restaurant and mission notices were just above, and the master's floor at the top with, in this city, the SS and SSS rank missions.


When Arima displayed his card at the first floor, someone hastily brought him to the master's floor and led his group to a certain room.


"Welcome. You are the Kind Demon, Arimane Blade, correct?" Inside the luxurious room, a burly middle-aged man greeted Arima and the latter scowled at the mention of his title before nodding.


"It’s a pleasure to meet you. Please sit," the guild master pointed at a big couch in the room for Arima's group to sit.


The master sat down in front of them and smiled. "What brings a newly appointed Z rank like you here?" He asked while serving some drinks and appetizers. Night jumped on the table to snack and the two girls didn't restrain themselves as well. Arima just pulled out a lollipop and didn't touch anything on the table.


"Well, I'm here to kill time while waiting for a certain thing. I was looking for something fun to do and then I thought the guild could maybe offer me something interesting to do, such as dungeons. So, I came here," Arima casually answered.


The guild master wryly smiled. "Sorry, but there's no dungeon that requires the involvement of someone as powerful as you right now."


"Then, do you have something noteworthy to do? Like stopping a war in another continent or killing a strong monster?" Arima asked blankly after thinking about what he had done since he arrived in this world.


The guild master mused for a bit then got an idea. "I have something that could prove to be interesting. They specified that only S ranks or higher could take it. But for now, no one has accepted it and I'm in a bad position to refuse the request," he muttered and opened a drawer. He took a folder that was inside and handed it to Arima.


Arima grabbed it and looked at the first page. The first lines he read were: 'Providence Academy'.


"…huh?"
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                "What do you think? I think it's not bad to do things like this from time to time," the guild master spoke and Arima silently flipped through the folder before putting it down on the table.


"Well, indeed, this could be entertaining. That’s for sure," Arima answered and Lanya, who was curious, took the document he just put down and started reading it. The more she did, the brighter her expression became.


"Please do it!" She stood up and supported whatever was written on that document with obvious enthusiasm. Lilis was surprised and snatched the folder from Lanya's hands and swiftly read it. Night jumped on her shoulder to look at it. Afterward, Lilis' expression welcomed a broad smile.


"Why not?" Night just said that as he waved his paw. Arima glanced at him and shrugged. He looked at the guild master. “Sure, I'll do it."


The master beamed. "Thank you very much. I’m sure this will be a good experience for you," he stated and gave Arima a sealed letter. "Bring this to the 'PA' (Providence Academy) in five days."


Arima stored the letter then stood up. "Got it, I'll do it. But give me some dungeons to clear as well. I would be bored otherwise," he added and the master chortled. He walked toward a small closet and opened it. He took out some maps and gave them to Arima.


"These are the hardest dungeons we have. I’m supposed to send an SSS and an SS to those two locations respectively in a week. But if you can clear both of them by then, there won't be any problem."


"Thanks," Arima smiled. He waved his hand and made the maps disappear. He beckoned Lanya and Lilis and exited the room with them.


When they walked out of the guild, the ‘fake’ sun was already setting down.


"I'm already impatient to be five days later," Lilis claimed and Lanya wore a happy smile. Arima glanced at them and sighed. He then focused on the city's map he had constituted from the falcons’ reconnaissance. He looked for the nearest Inn and directly went there.


"By the way, Lilis," on their way there, Arima raised his voice.


"What it is?" She responded and smirked. "Do you have another question?"


Arima ignored her sarcastic remark and continued. "Who is the owner of that golden light?"


"Ah… you noticed after all, huh?"


"Of course. That freaking light wasn't something a human created. It was clearly made by at least an Earthen God’s power. If it wasn’t because the source was vulnerable; I would have not been able to do anything. And more importantly, I already stumbled upon the same light before."


"You're right. When you fought the Emperor and the Pope back then. I still remember how you overpowered it with darkness magic. You really don’t know how crazy that was," she laughed and Arima glared at her to make her continue.


"Ahem, well, basically, he's a Heavenly God. His name is Tiatus. He has absolute dominance over Light and Fire. He is a well-known god for having a huge number of believers in the lower world,” she paused.


“Now that I think about it, why did the bell ring for you? It shouldn't be Tiatus directly aiming at you. He doesn't have the time to do this kind of prank. Additionally, if it was really him, you would undoubtedly be dead already. That church had just been blessed by him."


Arima grunted. "My death force probably alerted it. There were still some remnants from last time that I didn't get rid of. Perhaps that bell took me for a real undead and then tried to kill me."


"It’s plausible," Lilis nodded.


When they reached the Inn, Arima rented two rooms. One for him and Night and the other for Lanya and Lilis.


"You can sleep with us if you want, you know?" Lanya tilted her head and said in an almost too innocent way.


Arima blankly stared at her. "…No," he uttered and entered his room with Night. Lilis giggled and went in the other with Lanya.


When Arima entered his room, he directly sat down on the bed and used his dimensional magic.


Once he was on the other side, he started working once again on the eight primary elements. The eight colors merged together. Sometimes it would be rainbow, other times it would be totally white or black, or even transparent. All kinds of results but none satisfied Arima.


Night was quietly watching. He looked around the room they were in and sighed internally, Arima had actually disrupted time when he created the path to this dimension.


Now, an hour here only amounted to a minute in the normal dimension. It means that an hour in the normal world amounted to two and half days in the other dimension. Although it took more mana, it also was a lot more worthwhile.


Night slightly shook his head at the absurdity of this magic and left the Inn. The shadow of a black dragon then emerged outside. A roar that crushed many houses echoed. Night could destroy anything he wanted since it wasn't the real world. He could finally go wild and didn’t need to hold back with his training.


A few days later within that dimension, Center City had been reduced to ashes except a certain Inn that had been kept unscathed.


***


The next day, Lanya and Lilis woke up and left their room to take their breakfast. Arima only got out an hour later.


He had spent all night on the ‘other side’. Basically, he had just lived twenty days in the span of a night. But he didn't look tired or any different compared to how he was before going in his room.


When Lilis saw Arima, she was prepared to tease him about how late he woke up but her expression oddly changed.


"You… you're in the Second Sky already!" She exclaimed in disbelief.


"How did you breakthrough in one night? No, even before that, I should have been able to feel it…." She mumbled to herself and Arima ignored her.


He ordered some milk from the staff of the Inn, then took out a cake and started eating with Lanya. Night also began to eat a plate of food. The biggest advantage of his small body was the fact that he didn't need to eat that much to be full.


"Wait, I sensed some time magic… but I thought it was just you playing around," Lilis suddenly envisaged something and turned toward Night who was idly eating. "When was the last time you saw me?"


Night looked at her and tilted his head. "Hm? I’m not sure. Around twenty days ago, I think?" He said and Lanya choked on the water she was drinking while Lilis stared at Arima in shock.


"You actually created a space-time independent dimension! Even for a Life Hunter- no, even for you there are limits…" Lilis stopped ranting as she realized she was losing it and just sat down gawking at the sky, ah no, the roof.


"Well, I was actually trying to do something else. The breakthrough was just a bonus."


Lilis smiled wryly. "If you spent twenty days on something then that means it's already mastered."


"No, actually, I still can't do it," Arima replied with a shrug and a helpless expression.


This time, Lilis dropped her fork and Lanya's eyes widened to the maximum.


"Are you okay? Are you sick or something? Did Tiatus's light infect you?"


Arima frowned. "What the heck are you saying?"


Lilis fell silent. "…Are you actually working on something harder than time magic?"


"Yeah, I'm sure it's at least a hundred times harder."


"I can't believe this…" Lilis muttered and laid her head on the table. "Are you even aware that time magic is the hardest magic theory that has ever existed? Something harder than that, it would be something that even gods don't know about."


"Oh," Arima chuckled. "Then you will know what it is once I achieve it," he nonchalantly said and put a lollipop in his mouth.


"If I can have something that Heavenly Gods don't, then it'll be one of my biggest advantages. And to be fair, time magic is only hard to master because it’s a theory which has a very complex and unclear meaning while also being scientifically ambiguous. The main barrier to overcome if you want to use time is to change your own mind set," Arima uttered and stood up. Night already had finished his meal and was back on his shoulder.


Meanwhile, Lanya who was shocked after hearing that Arima didn't succeed to do something, sighed in relief when she learned it was something that even Lilis didn't know about. Her last thought was: ‘It's normal then.’


Lilis was speechless and just quickly finished her meal whilst pouting before Arima transferred them.


***


The place they reappeared in was inside of a canyon surrounded by escarpments.


"Where the hell is this?" Lilis complained already. It was obvious that she was infuriated about what happened earlier.


"A dungeon location apparently," Arima answered, totally unfazed by Lilis' mood. "If I'm not wrong, it should be around here," he said and started walking, following the direction the gorge had delineated.


Lanya and Lilis silently followed him, the latter was still sulking and the former seemed to be curious about what was ahead. Five minutes later, they arrived at the dead-end of the canyon. But at the same place, a large entrance to an underground cave was opened.


"Well, it's not hard to notice where the dungeon is," Arima snickered and went through the entrance.


Lilis sighed. She followed Lanya who enthusiastically went in.


When Arima took a step inside the cave, the sound reverberated around the whole place. The walls of the dungeon seemed to made of a strange and polished gray stone. He strode in there for a while before reaching a staircase that went even deeper underground.


Arima didn't hesitate to go. His sigil glowed a bit and the staircase was illuminated out of nowhere. Lanya and Lilis stayed behind him with blooming interest about this place.


When they took the last step, they had reached a huge room with perfect cubic dimensions. Indeed, it was a perfectly square room that probably had a volume of around a million cubic meters.


When Arima stepped on the floor of that room, high pitched squeaks resounded. He generated a stronger light and completely lightened the room. The room had many tunnels connected to it and from inside of them were coming out an incalculable number of small monsters with green skin, sharp teeth, and a really grotesque appearance. Simply said, they were goblins.


Arima watched the influx of monsters with bored eyes. His eyes flashed and locked on every goblin. The supposed incalculable number had just been calculated by him. He then snapped his fingers and every goblin coming at him halted in their tracks before collapsing and colliding against each other. When the dust was dispersed, they all had their heads separated from their necks as they laid on the ground.


Just like that, Arima had killed thousands of goblins. "Well, they're weak, but I'll still take it," Arima said and retrieved the life force of these goblins with a magic circle.


He then burned every corpse as if nothing happened. He chose a tunnel to go in then immediately used it. Lanya followed him without questions while Lilis sighed once again.


After that, nothing really interesting happened, the strongest monsters they could find were around the eighth and ninth level. Each time Arima met one, he took it to the other dimension and sent Lanya and Night with them for their training.


Then at some point, they arrived at a really big chamber that only had one monster waiting there. It was a huge humanoid cockroach which seemed to near the upper rank of the tenth level. The sounds he made were quite sickening and it really annoyed Arima.


"[Accelerans](Accelerando)," he just took a step forward and the noise disappeared as the world slowed down until everything was frozen in place. He slowly walked toward the monster whilst unsheathing Karma. He undid the three seals in one go.


"[Aeterna] (Eternal Night)," when he was just in front of the motionless cockroach, he conjured a huge amount of lightning then slashed the monster with his sword.


The wave produced by Karma directly exploded and fragilized the monster's defense. The dark and electrifying explosion filled the entire boss room and the earth began to quake as the foundations of the dungeon were fissuring. Afterward, Karma easily cut through the monster's neck and beheaded it. Arima then suppressed the rest of his attack's energy to prevent any unwanted damage.


The monster's head fell on the ground and the flow of time reverted to how it was supposed to be. Only Lilis who had enough power to resist the time lock witnessed the death of the tenth level monster who died in literally less than a millisecond.


"This was a lot easier than I thought it would be," Arima lamented as he put away Karma.


Lilis laughed. "You're at the Second Sky of the Earthen realm and you can use time magic, what did you expect?"


Arima shrugged and prepared to teleport the group away. Even Lanya and Night didn't understand how a tenth level monster had died just like that. Because Arima had only gathered time around him, even Night was left in confusion.


Arima didn't wait for them to recover their spirits and brought them to the other dungeon he had been given by the guild master. But that one was even easier, and he finished it in twenty minutes, without breaking a sweat.


Ultimately, he transferred his group back to Center City. He had decided to spend the four remaining days there before he had to commence his temporary job as an instructor at the PA.
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                In the end, Arima returned to Center City and what happened afterward was as he expected.


"I'm bored," he complained while eating. His eyes were so unfocused it seemed like he would fall on the table at any moment.


Of course, the three others were accompanying him, "Well, it's true that there's nothing really interesting to do in this world for you when there's no conflict," Lilis remarked.


"I think it's a good thing to have some days of rest though," Lanya added and served some food to Night who was beside her. "When you do nothing except fighting you can never really relax."


Night saw how naturally Lanya gave him food as if she was feeding a pet and stiffened. His eyes became blank and he totally ignored what they were talking about and just ate the food he had in front of him with a deadpan expression.


Lilis clapped her hands. "Then let's try to find something to do."


Arima slowly turned his head toward her. "If it was that easy, I wouldn't be so troubled."


"Why don't you train?" Lanya asked and Arima shook his head.


"Because I don't want to right now," he said and started eating some sweets. "You know, it's like writing a book. You can enjoy doing it but you're so fucking lazy that you never do it. Ultimately, you finish the book in more time than you should have taken. And, right now, I'm essentially lazy and bored at the same time, which is a very distressing predicament. So, I need something interesting enough to motivate me to move."


"What a simple way of thinking…" Lilis retorted and then mused for a few seconds. At one point she smirked and stared at Arima.


"What?"


"Why don't you just go sightseeing with Lanya. It could get rid of your boredom," Lilis suggested and Lanya froze.


"Sightseeing?" Arima frowned. "I already know every detail about this place to the millimeter. Why would I do that?"


Lilis grunted. "The point here is not about the sightseeing but the time you spend with a gentle and pretty girl. Get it?" She stated while pointing at Lanya, putting the latter in an even more awkward situation.


Arima scowled at Lilis then glanced a Lanya with a helpless expression. "Sure, why not," he sighed and Lanya smiled while Lilis started laughing for some reason.


"Then, I will leave you two alone. I'll take this little guy with me too," Lilis grabbed the still blank Night and held him.


"Huh? What?" He snapped out of his daze when he felt Lilis hugging him. He looked around and then saw that he was slowly getting farther away from Arima and Lanya. That also meant that the one who was carrying him wasn't any of them. He looked at who was carrying him and started panicking a bit.


"Wait! Arima, don't let her take me!" He shouted. "Shit! Why can't I release my form?" Night cursed after trying to turn back into a dragon and failing. He instantly assumed that Lilis had blocked his magic somehow.


Lilis took him away and even as they were getting far, Arima could still hear Night howling. Arima and Lanya looked at each other and smiled. "Let's go then," the former said and walked out of the Inn with Lanya.


"Well, where to go?" Arima mused as they were walking on the streets. "Is there somewhere you want to go?"


Lanya trembled a bit and then started thinking. "…Is there something entertaining in this city?" She asked hesitatingly, not even actually answering the question.


In fact, she was actually too embarrassed to speak normally. Generally, if you had to describe Lanya, she would definitely not be shy. But the obvious intent Lilis had shown earlier only managed to make her awkward about this whole thing.


"Entertaining, huh?" Arima snickered. "Now that I think about it, there's something which seems to be fairly interesting. It's should in this direction," he pointed at a street on the left and went there with Lanya.


Lanya then felt weird and stared at Arima with a strange face. He noticed that and raised an eyebrow. "What's wrong?"


"Nothing, but…" Lanya shook her head. "Usually, you teleport to everyplace you want to go."


Arima smiled. "What? Do you prefer that I transfer us there directly?"


Lanya shook her head and smiled sweetly. "No, I was just surprised."


During their stroll, they visited several shops. Lanya would stop to observe clothes, jewelry, but also sometimes it was for weapons. Although she knew that the rapier Arima had given her was most likely the best sword she would ever find, she still was attracted to it. It was a bit like how a professional musician would still be interested in trying new instruments.


On the other side, Arima observed her and followed her calmly, without being impatient at all. He also bought every kind of sweet that caught his attention and offered some to her.


Lanya seemed to enjoy the moment a lot. Although she wasn't that talkative, she still expressed her joy easily.


When the two passed by a precious-stone showcase, Arima thought of something. He took out a huge boulder from his storage and made it appear on the streets. The sudden appearance of the rock surprised everyone around.


Arima quickly drew Karma and cut the boulder into a bunch of small pieces which he then stored away.


Lanya curiously watched the entire process. "That was the trinite, right?"


"Yeah," Arima nodded and a pocket-sized piece of trinite appeared in his hand. "[Verto] (Change)," he chanted and Karma in his right hand started changing form. It became smaller and smaller before ultimately becoming a dark red carving knife.


At the same time, Arima's sigil revolved and a black flame ignited the trinite. It became a sort of soft substance in an instant. Arima used the knife to shape it to a new form. He slowly turned it into an ellipsoid while paying attention to not roughen the edges. Then, he carved an exquisite sort of magic circle and the stone glittered.


Lanya observed fixedly. Arima then continued by refining it with engravings of all sorts such as roses. It was an utterly stunning piece of art that attracted the eyes of many people walking by.


After that, Arima took out some mithril and mixed it with the stone. It gained a metallic allure and a silver frame along with a thin and elegant chain. It was a stunning necklace. Arima then took out some orichalcum and this time, the necklace started shining and the silver parts became beautiful blue jewels and the stone itself gained a diamond-like luster.


Finally, for the last touch, he returned Karma to its original form, and on the blade, you could see something like a red liquid drop forming on the edge. The drop slowly slid all the way down to the tip of the blade and fell down on the necklace, making it 'evolve' as two identical stones emerged on the chain along with a new purple glow.


When this was over, Arima took the magnificent ornament in his hand and closed his eyes. The necklace transformed into a ray of light that flew toward Lanya's chest and entered her soul.


Her eyes widened and she then lifted her hand. A purple and silver light flashed and the necklet reappeared in her hand. She gawked at Arima who was smiling.


He lightly laughed. "That's the greatest necklace you'll ever find. I guarantee it."


Arima had used the toughest natural stone, a magic alloy, orichalcum that even gods had actual use for, and more importantly, a 'drop' of Karma. On top of that, it was bound to Lanya's soul.


Lanya looked dumbfounded at the necklace in her hand. It was indeed gorgeous but at the same time, she could feel the tremendous power it contained. "…Is this really for me?"


"Of course, I wouldn't make a necklace like that for myself. Let me help you," Arima grabbed the necklace again and went behind Lanya to put it around her neck. The latter didn't move at all. It wasn't that she was calm, but more likely because she was so flustered that she couldn't even move.


"Done. Let's move."


When Arima finished, Lanya exhaled then admired the necklace around her neck. She beamed a smile and followed Arima who went a bit ahead.


***


Meanwhile, Night was being dragged by Lilis like some pet. In the end, he gave up and just clung to her shoulder. He didn't actually think she was a malicious person, but in his head, this woman was too 'mischievous' to be left alone with.


"By the way, Night," she called him while they were lunching at some restaurant.


"What is it?"


"Are you ready to follow Arima everywhere?"


"Huh?" Night was confused. "What stupid question is that? Of course, I would follow him. Even if I have to die," he replied with utmost sincerity.


Lilis smiled. "Well, that's the problem. Night, your existence is really important, you represent Arima’s biggest strength. But you are a living being, and you can die, if that happens, Arima will lose at least half of his full power."


"What are you getting at?" Night frowned; he wasn't liking where this conversation was going.


Lilis lifted Night from her shoulder and put him on the table right in front of her. "If Heaven really targets Arima at some point, then the first one they'll try to eliminate is you. Because they know that a soul beast represents at least fifty percent of a human's power, if they can get rid of that threat, then they would be more at ease when confronting a Life Hunter."


Night fell silent. "…Why are you telling me that now? It's not like it will help me survive."


Lilis sighed and put up a smile carrying more than simple empathy. "The reason I'm telling you this is just to make you aware a little bit. I honestly don't think Arima would ever let you be harmed in his stead. But that's not the only thing I wanted to tell you. In a sense, I'd like to prepare you."


"Prepare me?" Night questioned with a dubious expression.


"Listen, I will tell you what is the most terrifying thing about Life Hunters and why they are so feared by Gods. That concerns his racial ability. Even if I can't disclose it to Arima, at least it wouldn't be a bad idea to inform you. I temporarily severed every telepathic connection you have with him. After that, it's up to you to keep it secret," Lilis sternly explained.


Night didn't say anything for a while before nodding. "Tell me. "


***


Meanwhile, the dating duo had arrived in a completely new area of the city. The streets and habitations were not in sight anymore. It was just a giant plaza filled to the brim with people. There was human activity bustling everywhere.


Arima made his way through the crowd by scaring a bit the people with his aura. Those who dared to have some thoughts about Lanya instantly fainted. Ultimately, everyone passed the word; Don't approach that couple!


"Apparently, this place is a kind of public sharing zone. You come, buy, and sell anything you want. Some people come here to spectate some shows as well," Arima said to Lanya when they had found some peace.


Lanya's eyes brightened and she started to wander the place. She glanced at some stalls, then stopped at one of them. She picked a small pendant that depicted charming dragon wings.


"Can I get this for master?" She turned toward Arima and asked.


He smiled and shrugged. "Do as you wish. I'm sure he'll be happy."


Lanya nodded and bought the pendant from the seller. It apparently cost a white silver which almost made Arima choke. He even contemplated if they were being scammed but he didn't want to raise a commotion and Lanya seemed to be happy nonetheless. He didn't want to spoil the mood and additionally, she seemed to be completely uncaring of the price tag.


Well, after all, Arima had plundered the treasuries of two countries. He was terribly rich and had already given her a bit of it before.


A few minutes later, while Arima and Lanya were walking and talking together, they heard a loud noise spreading through the whole plaza. When they looked over at the source, they spotted a big and fancy carriage that was surrounded by a large mob.


That carriage was around a kilometer away from Arima, but he inspected it as if it was right in front of his nose. He distinguished a family crest on the carriage and his eyes widened.


‘That emblem… if I'm not wrong, it's this city's…’ Arima's thoughts were interrupted by a sudden burst of auras in the crowd. Killing intent was mixed in them and appeared to be directed at the carriage.


Watching this scene, Arima grinned. "Well, well… isn't this a very interesting thing?"
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                A dozen auras surfaced from the dense crowd and the same number of people charged toward the carriage. These people killed at least a hundred innocent people who were around them by just kicking the ground.


As expected, panic ensued and the citizens in the plaza started fleeing while the ones who released their auras attacked the carriage with their magic.


Fire, ice, lightning, earth, wind; all kinds of magic exploded at the same time on their target and created an explosion that covered the entirety of the plaza. Everyone there died almost instantly, only the stronger ones barely survived.


Also, the people behind Arima, which included Lanya, were totally safe. They saw that Arima hadn't moved at all nor used magic. He also didn't protect them on purpose. He just stood there and the explosion was blocked by his body. Nothing more, nothing less. But still, no damage was made to him.


"What's happening?" Lanya asked, maybe a bit too calmly in the eyes of surrounding victims.


Arima hummed. "If I'm not wrong, that carriage was from the royal family of this continent. Well, it also means that it relates to the most influential family on this planet. And someone just tried to assassinate the person inside that carriage, in public."


Lanya didn't respond and just looked at where the magic had detonated. When the smoke and dust scattered, the carriage was still there with not even a single scratch on it. Though, all the soldiers around it had become dead bodies, destroyed, and disfigured.


"Those attackers must be around the ninth level, but not higher than that," Arima commented and Lanya nodded in agreement.


Those same attackers surrounded the carriage and started gathering their mana. At the same time, a man opened the door of the carriage and stepped out. It was a young man with good features and a really imposing aura. He looked around coldly.


"Who dares to assault the royal family?" He inquired coldly to the people encircling him.


No one responded to him and they just conjured more magic. This time, it was even stronger than before. The man sneered and a circle appeared below him. He waved his hand and the magics flew toward the sky the moment they entered the circle's boundary before exploding in the sky.


"Oh," Arima exclaimed after seeing that. "Tenth level. That guy is talented. He deviated all these attacks with only neutral magic," he said and created a bench to sit on and Lanya sat down next to him.


"So, is he strong? Can he deal with this?" Lanya asked. At that point, the people who had been saved by Arima just decided to run, they didn't want to rely on these two bizarre people.


"He's quite strong. There's no doubt. But he may not be able to actually ‘win’…" Arima paused and squinted his eyes. "There's another factor in this fight," he added and Lanya focused her eyes on the battle again.


A few of the attackers rushed toward the man with swords in hands. The man took out a beautiful silver sword and clashed with them. Each swing of their weapon could slaughter another hundred people. Fortunately, there was no one around anymore. The man easily pushed back the assailants and even severed the arm of one of them.


When the sword-wielding attackers retreated, their accomplices released magic once again. For this one, it was compressed fire magic cast by all of them at the same time. The man clicked his tongue and his surroundings froze in an instant. Only the carriage behind him received no damage whatsoever.


He put his hands on the ground and an even bigger area was frozen. "[Ice Pillar]," he chanted and ice started rising from the ground and forcefully rammed the fire wave.


Just after that, as if they had predicted that outcome, the attackers once again charged and continued their fight.


"Why is he doing this?" Far away, Lanya was perplexed.


Arima smiled and glanced at her. "That guy is at the tenth level. Normally, he should have been able to kill those guys easily. But right now, it's a bit different. He can't use magics too powerful or else he could harm the city and its citizens by accident. It seems that he doesn't want that to happen. He could have killed them already if he had clashed with that fire head-on. But it would have caused irreparable consequences. Also, he hasn't moved from his position once. He must be protecting that carriage.”


“Although it appears to possess some really good resistance, the aggressors shouldn't be underestimated. If they dared to target that vehicle, they should have a plan for it. That man took it into consideration and is staying next to it. He is also paying attention to see if there's maybe a stronger person who is waiting to strike him by surprise," Arima slowly and clearly explained everything.


Lanya listened wide-eyed. She couldn't believe Arima had analyzed the situation so patently by literally watching from a bench. She couldn’t even fathom the amount of experience it would require.


A few seconds after, he stood up.


"Well, shall I intervene, now? It will soon be five minutes since it began. It will be too late by then," he uttered and disappeared from his position; leaving Lanya behind for her to observe.


At the same time, one of the attackers chanted something and instantly died as he vomited blood. Above his dead body, a red orb appeared. Another attacker grabbed it and started intoning along with all of the other assailants.


When the man they were battling saw that, his countenance changed drastically.


‘One of them killed himself and expelled his life force out his body for his comrades to use. They're crazy! What should I do? I can't deviate this one…’ He started thinking really hard but it was too late. A deafening sound resounded and huge fireball, a thousand meters large, fell toward him.


His eyes narrowed. "Bastards! That's a large-scale magic! They want me to choose between the carriage or the lives of tens of thousands of innocents!?" He shouted and eyed the carriage behind him. He bit his lip so hard that it bled.


"Sorry," he gritted his teeth and was prepared to send that fireball as far as he could to minimize the number of deaths.


"You don't need to be sorry. I will take care of it," the man's actions halted when he heard a voice behind him. He immediately tried to look. But the person who had talked to him was already in front of him when he turned his head. That simple thing stunned him.


"[Libera Fratres Tuos Fame] (Relieve your hunger)," Arima slowly intoned, and the world around him decelerated.


"[T'ao t'ieh]."


After Arima pronounced his keyword, a six-legged creature, which gave the impression of having two bodies but only one head, emerged. The body and head were undeniably that of a tiger.


The creature roared and opened its mouth. It began to inhale strongly. The fireball in the sky deformed and was sucked in by the big creature. The latter burped and bowed its head to Arima to thank him for the meal before disappearing.


The flow of time returned to normal and the fire attack had vanished. Before the assailants could react, Arima had already disappeared, leaving thundering lightning at his original place.


They looked around hurriedly and then felt something warm splatter on their neck. When they put their hands on it, they saw the blood coloring their fingers. This was their last view before they fell to the ground and died beheaded.


Arima then reappeared with Karma which he sheathed and put away. The man who watched the whole scene unfold was shocked beyond words and imagination. But it wasn't the end of it.


Arima crouched and put his hand on the ground. A magic circle encompassed the entire plaza and the temperature rose.


"[Abstulit Haec Animas Pauperum Inferos] (Take back these poor souls from hell)," Arima chanted and the sky lit up with a vivid orange fire. Pure and beautiful. Everyone in a ten miles radius was entranced by the sight.


"[Venite Phoenix] (Come, Phoenix)."


The orange flame took the form of a magnificent bird and started singing. Everything inside the circle began to light up with orange flames. But that fire didn't hurt or burn. It was just warm and enveloped everything caringly.


At some point, the Phoenix shrieked and the flames instantly grew in size. They became brighter and brighter until no one could see anything anymore.


It lasted for a good minute until it stopped. When the unknown young man and Lanya opened their eyes, everything around them had been repaired. Every single damage caused by the fight was completely gone.


But there was something even more petrifying that had happened. For some people, it was a miracle, but for others, it would be considered a dreadful scene.


The bodies lying on the ground, even those that should have been entirely dismembered or atomized, were restored, and all of them twitched and stood up. They looked around with a pale expression. When each of them realized that there was nothing wrong with their body, they all started crying in joy.


"…Impossible," the man uttered after he saw what was happening. Then, he heard a loud gasp behind him. He turned around and spotted a pale girl around eighteen years old, with pretty blue eyes and long blond hair, standing by the opened carriage.


"Ofia!" The man shouted softly and approached her. "Why did you come out?" He asked while taking a chair from one of the plaza's stalls. He gave it to the girl for her to sit.


"Don't worry, Kyle. Things had calmed down. I was worried so I opened to see what was happening," Ofia sat on the chair and replied. She looked really weak. "Then… I witnessed what happened," she added while glancing at Arima.


Kyle put himself in front of the girl and stared at Arima. "Who are you?" He tried his best to be severe but he knew that he couldn't protect Ofia at all if the man in front of him decided to make a move. Forget about defending, he would be dead in seconds without realizing how.


"Brother! Please stop, that person saved tens of thousands of our people. You should be more respectful," Ofia raised her voice and her brother could only sigh and step back. In the end, he bowed toward Arima.


"Sorry, and thank you very much. I don't know who you are, but you saved me from doing something that I would regret for my entire life."


Arima smiled. "It's nothing much." By the time he had said that Lanya had already arrived next to him. She was viewing the situation with a serious mindset.


"By the way," Arima suddenly looked away and drew Ira. He aimed at a totally random-looking direction and fired. The bullet flew and landed on a single person in the crowd that had woken up.


Ofia widened her eyes. "What are you doing?" She wanted to shout but stopped when she saw that the person who was aimed at had caught the bullet with his hand.


The same person gazed at Arima. "My apologies… but I do not want to fight you. Could you let me go?" He requested with an emotionless voice.


"Sure. Go. Don't do things like this in the future," Arima responded which surprised not only the two siblings but also Lanya.


"Thank you," the man said and vanished.


"…Who was that?" Kyle asked carefully. He knew he couldn't be forceful against Arima. He didn't want to put himself or his sister at risk.


Arima glanced at him. "That guy was most likely someone hired by the attackers. I instantly realized it by the tone of his voice. It sounded like he had nothing to do with all of this. And also, if I fought him here, the city would really be destroyed. Consider yourself lucky that he didn't act first, or else you would have died in the first minutes."


Kyle shuddered and Arima turned around to leave.


"Please, wait! Could you tell us your name at least?" Ofia asked before Arima had left her sight.


He snickered. "Took you long enough," he spoke without turning around. "I'm Arimane Blade. It shouldn't be that hard for you to find out about me. I'm also called the Kind Demon," he waved his hand and left with Lanya.


Ofia kept staring until Arima wasn’t in her sight before sighing. "Kyle, let's return. We need to report to Father quickly. I'm sure the guard is already coming too."


Kyle nodded. "Yes, I didn't expect them to attack so daringly in town. Also, those assassins, I felt like they didn't have any emotion…" He remarked and scanned the corpses of the assailants. Arima had restored the bodies, but of course, he didn't resurrect them.


"You're right. Let's bring them back," Ofia said after she saw the corpses. "I'd really like to know their motive…" She declared and returned inside the carriage along with her brother.


Their escort who had also been revived was lost from the beginning to the end. They only reacted when they were ordered to return to the castle.

            

    
        60. ''Is he hibernating or something?''

    
    
    
    
                In another continent, the hired mercenary Arima had let go previously was meeting with someone who seemed to be the King of some country.


When he faced Arima, the merc had a disguise on. Now, his true appearance was revealed. He was a young-looking man with dull and dark eyes. His hair was gray and he wore black clothes with a leather jacket.


"What do you mean you couldn't do it?!" The king he was conversing with shouted in indignation.


"It's as I said. We stumbled upon a man who foiled the whole operation," the other party responded with an indifferent tone.


"Don’t fool me, Arister! You're a Z rank! Why do you think I gave that mission to you?!"


Arister suddenly released his aura and closed the mouth of the King. "Don't push your luck. I accepted your request because you paid for it. But I failed, that's all," he declared with a cold voice. He pulled out a pouch filled with shining golds and threw it on the ground.


"I give you back the payment. I can't take it since I failed my mission. But I won't accept anything from you anymore. That guy let me go by telling me to stop doing this. It wasn’t some sort of childish warning. I feel like he’ll seriously hunt me to death if I even say the ‘y’ of ‘yes’ to another task from you, even if we’re continents apart. That’s how dreadful he was."


Arister turned around to leave. "Don't try anything against me, I can easily destroy your entire country alone. Also, friendly warning; stop targeting the Main Land. At least… as long as that guy is there," he teleported away and the King collapsed on his knees, exhausted.


He gritted his teeth and shouted a name. He didn’t look like someone who was prepared to give up at all.


***


The same day, in a certain Inn's restaurant.


"What the hell happened?" Lilis asked Arima with a reprimanding look. It looked like she was going to lecture him.


"Weren't you supposed to enjoy a day with Lanya? Why did you release two magics like that? You also used time, right? And you even revived them? Before even asking how the hell you can restore a soul and reconnect it to its body, why did you use it so openly? Do you want the gods to pursue you even earlier?"


Arima looked away with a groan and Lanya smiled wryly. "It's fine… He saved a great number of lives, you know?" She tried to pacify Lilis.


The goddess sighed and glanced at Lanya. Then she noticed what was hanging around her neck. She saw the beautiful purple necklace and her eyes widened. She hastily grabbed Lanya by her shoulders and dragged her to a corner.


"Did he actually give you that?" Lilis asked after putting up a soundproof barrier. Escaping Arima's senses wasn't so easy as only moving away from him.


Lanya smiled and held the necklace in her hand. "Yes, he actually made it in front of me."


"Seriously?" Lilis was stunned. She had just suggested the idea of going with Lanya because she wanted to speak with Night alone. She never expected Arima to do something so considerate.


"Wait a second… can I see it for a moment?" Lilis asked after she observed the pendant closer.


Lanya nodded and handed it to her. When Lilis touched the necklace, it transformed into a purple light that flew back to Lanya's neck and reformed.


Lilis was staring at her empty hand in a daze. "…Semi-transcendental…" She muttered in shock and laughed dryly. "That pendant, it was refined by Karma, wasn’t it?"


Lanya tilted her head at first then recalled about the peculiar drop that fell from Karma’s blade onto the pendant and nodded.


Lilis chuckled. "I won't tell you to take care of it… Simply because it's most likely that necklace that will take care of you. Besides, as it's bound to your soul, you'll also never lose it," she said and dispelled the soundproof barrier. She started walking back toward Arima. "It will protect you."


Lanya looked at her pendant one more time in wonder then remembered something. She went to Night who was idly eating. "Master, here," she showed him the necklace which had the dragon wings hanging from it.


Night's eyes widened and blinked. He glimpsed at Lanya’s face and received the pendant with his magic. It then became a silver light that flew toward his neck. As Arima did, Night could also bind things to his soul.


"Thanks, Lanya," he said and Lanya brightly smiled.


"Well, it's good and all. But I still have three days to spend in boredom," Arima commented and everyone looked at him blankly.


"Why don't you just go to sleep then?" Lanya, Lilis, and Night replied at the same time. He fell silent and silently ate the rest of his cake. He stood up and climbed the stairs.


"…I actually think he took that seriously," Night stated and the two girls looked at him.


***


The next day, Lilis and Lanya left the Inn together. Night stayed and befriended the owner of the Inn who was a warmhearted old man. He lazed around while snacking and chattering with him. And, as expected, Arima just slept.


In the afternoon, a middle-aged man wearing some flashy clothes entered then Inn. "Where is Arimane Blade?" He asked the owner who already had knelt down in front of the man.


Night was a bit startled by the owner’s behavior and guessed the newcomer’s identity to some extent. "What do you want with him?" He raised his voice before the owner could even open his mouth.


The man frowned and eyed the wolf cub sitting on a table. "How does small a beast like you dare to address me in such a way? I'm Jerio, oldest prince of Center City’s Royal family."


“Huh?” Night’s pupils changed to the ones of a dragon and a concentrated aura shot out from his body. "Repeat that."


The prince froze and started sweating. He bowed almost instantly in a beautiful 90° angle. "I’m sorry! Please don't kill me!" He cried. The owner and all the customers of the Inn watched wide-eyed as the oldest prince bowed to a small wolf cub.


Jerio wasn't actually haughty or anything. His character was just like that. Also, his strength was only at the ninth level. So, he suffered the full blow of the threat of a tenth level dragon who had an Earthen Realm constitution.


Even Night got awkward because of the prince’s abrupt submission. He forced a cough and his eyes reverted to normal. "I'm the soul beast of the one you're looking for. What do you want?"


"Yes," Jerio replied obediently and sat at Night’s table. He straightened his back. "Your summoner helped my brother and sister through an ordeal yesterday. I'm here to thank him and bring him along with me to the castle."


Night scowled. "Sorry, but Arima is sleeping right now. He most likely won't wake up for at least three days."


Jerio blinked once with a dumbfounded expression. "Is he hibernating or something?"


"Nah, he's just bored," Night said and the entire restaurant was struck with silence. He coughed again. "I'll go. Bring me to the castle. I should be amply adequate for anything you want to tell Arima."


The prince mused for a moment. "There’s no problem, I guess. It should be alright if the soul beast comes."


"Then let's go. What are we waiting for?" Night jumped on the prince's shoulder and pointed at the door with his paw. "Onward, Jerio!"


The prince stood up and bitterly smiled. “Um… could you not say that… please?"


"My bad, I just felt like it was a funny bit."


"I-I see…" Jerio walked toward the exit. Outside, a huge carriage of the same type Ofia and Kyle had yesterday was waiting for them. A young knight was also standing beside the carriage, wearing black armor.


Although Night wasn't as perceptive as Arima, he could still realize that this black knight was at the tenth level. "Your highness," he greeted and opened the door of the carriage.


Jerio nodded and stepped inside the carriage; alone. At least, from the knight's perspective. "Sir, weren't you supposed to bring back a certain individual with you?" He couldn't help himself from asking.


"Mh," inside the carriage, Jerio turned back to look at the knight and pointed at his shoulder. "He's right here."


"Sorry?" The knight stared at the wolf cub, cutely hanging from prince's shoulder with his front paws. "Him?"


"Correct," Jerio answered plainly. "Now don't waste time, Yoran. Let's head to the castle.”


"Yes," Yoran complied and entered the carriage. The inside was incredibly luxurious with two high-end couches. There was also a magic crystal placed on a pedestal in the center. Yoran put his hand on it and the crystal glowed with a blue light.


The entire carriage glowed before advancing toward its destination. After starting the carriage, Yoran serenely sat down on the couch opposite to Jerio.


While they were slowly, but surely, approaching the castle, Yoran's expression didn't stop twitching as he glanced at Night from time to time.


It took them about ten minutes before they reached their destination. The three of them got off the carriage which was now in a parking lot of the castle's citadel. Once they were out, Yoran sighed, relieved of the awkwardness he endured on the way here.


"Sir Yoran. Your Highness," a group of soldiers approached them and one officer greeted them. "You're back. Where is the Z rank mercenary?" He asked. Apparently, they had already found out about Arima's identity.


"He couldn't come," Jerio shook his head. "But his soul beast came in his stead."


"Huh?" The officer displayed the same reaction as Yoran previously.


Yoran felt enlightened though. So, it was his soul beast… He exclaimed internally then looked at Night. When he saw the cute pup eyes, he lowered his head again. ‘No, still doesn't cut it.’


Afterward, Jerio brought Night inside the castle and immediately made his way to the throne room with Yoran following him. On the throne, there was a middle-aged man, with white hairs, wearing a red robe. At his side, stood a well-built man with a taciturn expression. He had his hand placed on the hilt of his sword.


Sitting on the other seats beside the throne, there was Ofia, Kyle, and two other people. One of them being the Queen and the last one, the youngest daughter who seemed to be around sixteen years old.


"Jerio, where is the Kind Demon?" The King asked his son.


Jerio slightly bowed. "Father, he couldn't come. But I brought his soul beast in his place," he told with an earnest expression while pointing at Night.


The entire royal family stared at him with dead eyes. "Jerio, are you perhaps joking? How could you bring a wolf child here?" The King retorted and squinted his eyes. "Why did he not come himself?"


"He was sleeping," Jerio answered in complete honesty. Ofia chuckled and Kyle opened his mouth wide. Only the King, the Queen, and the youngest daughter felt indignant since they had never met Arima.


"I shouldn't have nominated you…" The King shook his head. "Go back there, and bring him back even if you need to wake him up."


At that moment, Ofia and Kyle had a sudden change of expression. "Wait! Fa-" When Kyle was about to say something, Night started laughing and jumped off the prince's shoulder.


"Why do you make it sound like I'm not worth your time?"


The King inspected Night. "I have no interest in a soul beast. Tell your master to come here himself. I'm willing to reward him. He should at least be present.”


"Oh? So, you dare to say it, huh?" Night was one more time angered because someone was disrespecting not only him but also Arima. "First, let me tell you, Arima is not my master, he's my partner," he stated and his body started expanding under the astonished looks of the royal family.


The guard next to the King gripped his sword but didn’t move. He observed Night and frowned.


"You're saying I'm not worth your time. When did you assume that you were worth Arima’s? Who cares about your reward? You’re just a puny king," Night continued to talk as his body took the appearance of a dragon. His aura also burst out inside the throne room.


When he finished his transformation, he coldly glared at the King and the latter started to somewhat regret his words.


"Now, if you take that back, maybe I will ignore it," the fifteen meters tall dragon snarled.


Thankfully, the throne room was big enough to welcome him. But the temperature in the castle rose and might have very well be able to melt the walls.


"Make your choice. Apologize, or say goodbye to your city," Night lowered his neck and his head which was bigger than a human halted right in front of the king. He snorted and smoked came out of his nostrils. His crimson eyes made the royal family shiver. "A King is nothing without a land. I'll be happy to teach you what respect is by turning it into ashes."

            

    
        61. ''Life Judgement.''

    
    
    
    
                "Father, please. They are the last people you'd want to offend," Ofia spoke calmly to the King. The latter glanced at her a bit surprised. He knew his daughter was always composed and rarely did mistakes. She could be considered the brain of the family and the best strategist of the military whenever she got involved.


The King looked back at Night who was staring at him. "…I deeply apologize for disrespecting you and your partner."


Night sneered. "I'll let you go away with that," he still didn't like his attitude but still returned to his wolf form and settled down. "So, what's your reward? Arima isn't materialistic. What do you want to offer him?" He asked. At that point, he just wanted to leave right away.


"What would he want?" The King asked in return, more courteous than before.


"If it was Arima, he would just have asked you to owe him one," Night replied and the King's expression fell. For a King to be in debt was never an ideal situation.


"You can also list me what you could give him, I'll check if there is something interesting or not," Night added after a few seconds.


The King extended his hand toward the man standing beside him, the same person who didn't say a thing since the beginning and just grasped his sword as Night was transforming. When the King extended his arm to him, he handed him a certain folder.


The King skillfully threw it to Night. The latter caught it with magic and flipped the pages with telekinesis. It took him a few minutes to look through everything. After that, he threw back the folder and fell into deep thought.


The royal family patiently waited.


"No. There's nothing that could interest him in there," Night ultimately stated and the King sighed.


"Do you have any suggestion then?"


Night mused for a moment. "I think that the most valuable thing your country possesses is the manufacturing method of the dungeons."


The King fell silent and debated in his mind.


"It shouldn't be a problem," Ofia asserted before he could even decide anything though.


The King scowled at her. "You know as well as I do that there is the way to destroy a dungeon’s defenses in the plans. It's too dangerous."


Ofia smiled and nodded. "Yes, I’m aware. But from what I saw, that man isn't someone who would do that for no reason. He also saved thousands of lives yesterday, even though he wasn't accountable for it. You can give him the blueprints without worry."


The King listened to her and closed his eyes in surrender. "…Fine, I'll grant your request,” he said and Night indifferently nodded.


“But you'll have to wait. We only have the original prints, so we'll make a copy for you in the shortest time possible," the king added and gestured to the man standing next to him. The latter nodded and disappeared.


"Well, just send someone to bring it to the Inn we're staying at," Night uttered and was ready teleport when Ofia hailed him.


"Wait!" She urgently said and Night looked back at her. "From the records of the guild, your name is Night Bahamut, right?" She asked and Night answered with silence. "Sir Night, can I ask what Arimane plans to do in the future?"


Night frowned. "Why would you want to know that?"


At his question, Ofia smiled wryly. "Please, understand that we possibly can’t have a peaceful mind when there’s someone like that wandering our city."


"Fair enough," Night shrugged. "In three days, Arima will head to the Providence Academy to work there as an instructor per the guild’s appeal," he said and tilted his head and tried to remember the details. "I think it was for around… two months?"


When the royal family heard that, their eyes widened. Especially the two daughters. "This… was unexpected," Ofia muttered and smiled. "In that case, we’ll be able to meet him sooner than I thought. My sister and I are students there."


"Oh," Night exclaimed. "I'll notify him. Well, on this note, goodbye," he said and teleported without any extra comment.


After Night left, Ofia let out a sigh of relief and turned toward a corner of the throne room. There, the man who should have been gone to make a copy of the plans reappeared


"What do you think, Elion?" The King spoke.


"At first, I assumed that I was going to meet the individual directly. But I now realize that his soul beast was actually more than enough to give a conclusion," Elion replied with a darkened expression. "That beast… that dragon's strength is probably equal to mine. He has transcended the tenth level as well," he affirmed and the King's eyes narrowed.


"There's no doubt. The man who fashioned such a soul beast can only be a monster among humans. I believe he can destroy not only Center City but also this entire continent alone. I do not even dare to imagine what he’s capable of when he resonates with his soul beast.”


The King sighed. "Thank you for your work. You don't need to investigate about him from now on. Focus on what happened yesterday and find out who those assassins were."


"Understood," Elion complied and surely left the throne room this time.


"Ofia, Lena," the King turned toward his daughters. "I'm counting on you to watch that man. Try to keep a friendly connection with him," he instructed and stood up. He gazed at where Night was a moment ago.


"Resurrection, huh? What a horrifying word…"


***


"So, you asked for the dungeon manufacture method?" Lilis questioned Night at the usual Inn. The latter had explained to Lanya and Lilis what happened.


"Yeah, there was nothing that could interest Arima other than that.”


"The dungeons, huh?" Lilis muttered. "When that thing was created, even us gods were surprised, you know?"


Night's eyes widened. "It surprised you? Is that even possible?"


Lilis laughed. "Normally, no. But, did you know? The man who single-handedly invented dungeons and the one who designed the soul beast summoning are the same person."


Night and Lanya turned to be extremely shocked at her revelation. "That human wasn't that strong. But perhaps his understanding of magic theory and even science was better than the current Arima. Truthfully, Heaven already has things like soul summons and dungeons, and they are of better quality too. But that freak made those things from scratch as a weak human. That really impressed us," Lilis told while reminiscing.


Night shuddered. "Wait, gods use soul beasts as well?"


"No, they use ‘Soul Manifestations’. Though, to be fair, this is not something we created per se. Anyone who reaches the Heavenly Realm will awaken it. In a sense, Soul Summoning is something for people who can’t reach the apex. Once you use it, you will lose the opportunity to gain a Soul Manifestation."


“To explain to you what it is; fundamentally, gods directly refine their soul and enter in a state resembling resonance without needing a soul beast. But Soul Manifestations are not necessarily a transformation like you and Arima. It can be a weapon or a definite ultimate magic.”


Night was thunderstruck. "That’s actually really better than soul beasts. They don't need to resonate with an external force and their transformation is practically infinite since it’s their own soul and body.”


"Indeed," Lilis pointed at Lanya. "For example, Lanya's draconic form is something that is integrated into her body thanks to Chronepsis. It's kinda the same thing. But don’t worry. You and Arima have a strong bond and since you already mastered resonance to an unbelievable extent, you won’t be disadvantaged."


"Is that so?" Night nodded in understanding. "By the way, Lilis, about the thing you told me about Life Hunters. I thought about it for a while, but why do we need to keep it a secret from Arima? To be frank, he is the last person that needs our consideration," he suddenly changed the subject.


Lilis smiled and took a sip of some wine. "Well, you’re most likely correct about that. I'm sure Arima wouldn't be very shocked about it. But, in this case, it might actually affect him and there will be chances for him to fail the Life Judgement," she explained and also spoke a word that Arima or Lanya never heard before.


The latter was present and, of course, got curious. Lilis smiled at her. "You don't need to know. Well, you can divulge this to Arima if you want. Either way, he already knows we're hiding something from him. But I won't give you any details. You don't seem to be very good at acting."


Lilis giggled and Lanya groaned. She couldn't deny that. She really wasn't that good at keeping secrets. And in front of someone like Arima, she would definitely be like an open book.


***


Then, finally, three days later. At some huge building which looked very sophisticated and immaculate, some young people were walking and babbling in the corridors.


"Did you hear? There's a temporary teacher coming, starting off from today," the most spoken line of the day was definitely this one.


"Yes, I heard about it. Apparently, it's a newly appointed Z rank mercenary."


"Nonsense. There are only three Z ranks. Why would someone like that, who stands at the top, come here to teach at a school?" Some would also deny it like this.


In a courtyard, there was a sizable gathering of people. A bunch of students surrounded a pretty girl that looked very fragile. It was Ofia.


"Yes, it is really a Z rank. I even had the chance to meet him," she told the students around her. All of them were curious about a mercenary teacher so they kept asking questions about him.


"From the guild’s archives, his name is Arimane Blade and the title given to him was Kind Demon. About him personally, I can say that he has a really imposing personality, he's quite handsome and extraordinarily strong. Elion, our royal guard, qualified him as a monster among humans just by encountering his soul beast," from Ofia’s introduction, the whole academy was enthusiastically talking about him.


The girls would think of someone really dependable and strong while the boys would come up with the image of someone really cool to which they could look up to.


***


Meanwhile, Arima was already meeting with the headmaster in a well-decorated room, filled with trophies and art pieces. Night was on his shoulder while Lanya was sitting beside him. Lilis wasn't there, she said that she had something to do and sorrowfully returned to Heaven without being able to attend his tutoring.


"I'm greatly honored to welcome someone like you as an instructor. Actually, I don't know if you're aware but, our academy actually sends this request every year. Most of the times we get the same S or SS rank mercenaries who were eager to teach and only once did an SSS rank come. It was really a surprise when I heard that a Z rank was coming this time," the old headmaster started chatting happily.


"I think it will be very interesting and entertaining. This is also a way to transmit even a small portion of my knowledge to the younger generations," Arima had a really respectful attitude for an unknown reason.


The headmaster laughed. He handed a document and a certain key to him. "Here's the class you were assigned to. The content of your lectures is your choice. We are just asking you to train them physically and mentally.”


Arima smiled. "No problem. I will do my utmost to satisfy your request."


The principal smiled and stood up. He extended his hand toward Arima shook it.


"I hope you spend a good time in our academy."


"Do not worry, it's my pleasure," Arima replied and the two laughed together.


Lanya smiled awkwardly from the side, not knowing why Arima was so respectful and good-natured with that old man.

            

    
        62. ''Your impressions?''

    
    
    
    
                After Arima left the principal's office, he attempted to decipher the map of the academy. It was actually pretty big, with an imposing main building, a vast terrain, and tens of annexes.


His assigned classroom was in the main building. The latter was simple to find since it was the enormous building that was erected in the middle of the courtyard. To give a clear image; the entire academy was built in a sort of ‘square pattern’.


At the center, there was the main building welcoming the most visited classes. Around that building, there was a square courtyard and beyond that, there were the many annexes that were put together forming, once again, a square.


The only edifices escaping that ‘square rule’ were the training grounds, the several magic towers made for hazardous laboratories, and one smaller tower made for the headmaster to work and the teachers to consult each other.


After going through the courtyard, Arima stepped inside the main building. This giant structure could maybe be compared to the largest hotels back in the modern world. Arima was pretty sure that if the main building were to be accommodated for livelihood purposes, it could very easily welcome more than 10 000 rooms.


Thus, it was at that point that Arima started grumbling. Finding this building was a matter of fact. As for the classroom, it was completely different.


"Why do they classify them with a letter, a number, and then the topic of the class? It's a fucking mess," Arima complained. Night and Lanya were also staring at the map trying to understand it.


As they were walking in the corridors and losing themselves in the halls, every student they passed by would whisper to each other. Of course, it didn't pass unnoticed by Arima.


His expression sunk. "School… one of the most dangerous things there is… gossip," he muttered and looked around. The students were trying to avoid his eyes for some reason.


Arima sighed and approached a certain group. The only one who actually didn't avoid him. "Hey, can you tell me where this class is located?" He showed them the classification of the room written on the document.


One of the girls viewed the number and thought for a second before smiling, "It’s really simple to find. It’s at one of the top floors. I can bring you there if you want."


"Thanks, that would help a lot," Arima smiled and responded.


He followed her and they used a spiral staircase that went from the bottom floor all the way to the roof. It was connected to all of the floors and anyone looking at it from below would be able to glimpse a small part of each floor. It was a really modern-like experience. Even more when the high-quality glass had been brazenly used to illuminate and decorate the entire building.


The student led Arima to an especially open area of the sixth floor and pointed at a big door on the wall. But it was almost indiscernible because of the huge gathering of students in front of it.


The girl who brought Arima there smiled wryly. "This is your classroom. You are the new teacher hired by the academy, right? Because you're a Z rank, a lot of people are interested in you and came here to wait."


Arima shrugged. "I see, thank you for leading the way," he glanced at the mob then disappeared from where he was before appearing inside the classroom. Fortunately, the room’s door was closed until the teacher opened it. If it wasn't, then it would be full of students already.


Lanya saw Arima teleport and smiled at the girl. "Thank you again, bye," she said and teleported too.


The student gazed at her until she disappeared. "She was really pretty…" She mumbled afterward and smiled. "They were able to teleport so easily… it means they're really strong," she concluded and was filled with excitement.


Arima observed the class and thought it should be called an auditorium instead. It was incredibly spacious and obviously was enchanted with space magic to be bigger. It could very well accommodate more than a hundred students with the elevated seats alone.


From Arima’s point of view, at his left was the entrance and at his right, the wall was almost entirely made of glass which let the sunlight in without actually heating up thanks to certain enchants. In fact, the whole classroom was enchanted to keep an optimal temperature.


And, of course, there was a desk and a ‘blue board’ for the instructor. The latter seemed to be made to work with mana instead of outdated chalk.


"Will you start right away?" Lanya asked with a smile and Night jumped on the teacher’s desk.


"Before that," Arima approached the bookshelves placed at the very back of the room. He looked through the books and mused.


Lanya walked to his side and picked up a book. “What is all of this for?”


"These are all manuals and encyclopedias,” Arima answered while staring at an opened book in his hands. “To be fair, I don't think they’re useful in any way. But I need to know what they are learning currently.”


Arima flipped through the entire book in a few seconds. And at the same time, his magic sigil glowed faintly. He repeated that for all of the one hundred or so books there was.


Once he was finished, he rubbed his temples and groaned. "Overexerting my brain is not a good idea after all," he remarked and went toward the door of the classroom. "Lanya, you can sit anywhere you want. You wanted to attend the lecture as well, right? Make yourself comfortable."


Lanya chuckled and went to sit near the glass wall on an extra chair she had brought, ready to listen. Until now, she only had been taught by Night and it's not like she had received a full lecture. So, she was excited to see what Arima would do. Meanwhile, Night yawned and nonchalantly readied himself to take a nap on the desk.


Arima sighed and unlocked the door. He immediately went back to his desk afterward and waited. In no time, from the moment someone noticed the door was open, the students started 'pouring' inside.


When every seat was occupied, the rest sat down on the ground or remained standing while others were even prepared to listen from outside. Arima spotted Ofia and Lena coolly entering the room before they sat at the front row as if it had been reserved for them.


"Okay," Arima sat down on his desk. "For starters, I will introduce myself. I'm Arimane Blade, but you can call me Arima. The little guy here is Night Bahamut, my soul beast. The lady over there is Lanya, a companion of mine," he pointed at Night, who was already half-asleep, and at Lanya who merrily waved her hand at everyone.


When the students saw her, they were rendered speechless by her looks and almost mistook her for an angel because of the light coming through the glass behind her.


"As you may already know, I'm a Z rank mercenary approved by the guild, and I'm here to teach in this class for a period of two months from now on. Regarding what I will instruct; most of it was left to my desires. But, essentially, I will develop your ability to improve, survive, fight, and think for yourselves."


All of the students focused to their maximum. The tone and manner of speech Arima employed resonated strongly within them. They wanted to listen more.


"For now, since this is my first lecture, I will teach you a really simple thing," Arima resumed. "Let me ask you; what is the most important thing in a battle?"


A male student raised his hand first. "Physical aptitude!" He unhesitatingly said and Arima lightly laughed.


"No," he smiled and refuted. "Who else?"


A girl raised her hand. "The mana pool's quality?"


Arima shook his head. "No, what you are listing me right now is not the most important things in battle. You’re currently talking about what we use in a battle. That is not my question," he explained and waved his hand toward the bookshelves far at the back. A few manuals were pulled toward him and started floating in mid-air.


The pages of these few books started flipping alone. The students admired the scene silently. Then, each book stopped at one specific page at the same time. The things depicted in those pages were things such as physical strength, aura manipulation, mind strengthening, mana pool, martial arts, and so on.


"These are the things you learn to fight," Arima declared. "Let me rephrase my question now; what do you require to win a battle?"


This time, Ofia raised her hand. "Unshakable determination and courage.”


"You're getting really close, but what you just said is too broad and can't be alleged in every situation," Arima replied and Ofia was a bit surprised.


At one point, a student in the crowd raised his hand. "To fight you need the will to win, the fearlessness before pain, and the resolve to face death," he said with a dull voice. "The mindset of a winner is one of impartialness and mercilessness. ‘Kill’ and ‘live’ are his choice to make in front of his enemy.”


All the students looked at him in shock and were greatly shaken by what he said. They were not dumb enough to not realize that he was talking about killing. They murmured with each other and some even felt slightly indignant. Only a dozen of students didn't raise their voices nor did they say something to refute that student’s words. 


Arima glanced at the boy and smirked. "Correct," he declared and the mouths of every student in the room instantly closed. He flicked his fingers and put the books back in their respective shelf.


"Do you know the main reason why people die in their first battles?" Arima suddenly asked. "Besides inexperience, they could also be like you; having been taught how to fight. In that case, why do they die so easily?"


"In this academy, they teach you how to fight. That will also be my job. But they don't teach you what it is to fight. When you come to face a threat to your life for the first time, you will be scared. It's the same for everyone. But, when people start a fight in that state, they will tend to choose escape and forget about removing the threat. And that's the moment when you’ll realize you lack the motivation to win and the mental fortitude to resist pain and death."


"Now, this example I just gave you was just in the case where you stumble upon an enemy with a minimum of strength, barely capable of matching yours. But there are also cases where the enemy is so weak compared to you that you'll beat him without worrying at all. The problem with that, later on, is that when you’ll need to confront a worthy opponent, you’ll possibly cower in front of one of his strikes and die because of a stupid mistake," Arima kept talking, very calmly and the clearest possible.


"What I want you to learn off of this is simple. You need to always reinforce your mind and self-control. When you fight, remember to never flee, even if death puts a rope around your neck. Because a rope can always get loose."


“That is the basis of everything I believe in and that is why I’m mentioning this as my first topic. Do not fear failure, do not fear death, do not fear talent, and do not fear the future. Because as long as you retain your will, nothing will undermine you for the simple reason that nothing can defeat you. If death harvests you someday, laugh at it. It will be your victory,” Arima grinned and the students gulped.


He stood up just after. "All right, for now, I will set a schedule and some rules in regards to my classes. This was my first lecture so I let everyone enter as they wanted. From now on though, I will set a class every hour. The number of students will not surpass forty each time.”


"One student can only come once a day. Do not even try to challenge my memory. The only ones exempted of those rules are you six," Arima pointed at six students. Three of them were Lena and Ofia, and the dull one who answered his question. Plus, three others who showed an exemplar attitude during the lecture. "These six are the ones that left the biggest impression on me.”


"Also, lastly; for one month I will only be doing general courses, but after that, I'll constitute a class with fifty students that I would have picked myself. The goal of the special class will be to participate in the ranking competition, two months from now on, and win," Arima declared and walked toward the exit.


"This will be effective from tomorrow onward. My class will begin at 8 am. Don't be late. I'm sure someone has already recorded my lecture with a crystal. Spread it. The ones accepted in my class will be the ones that watched this lecture at least once," he added and left the room. Lanya and Night followed him out.


The students left in the classroom stared agape at the empty space. From the beginning to the end, the new teacher had completely overwhelmed them. His presence was such that they couldn’t even raise their voice. They only recovered from their daze a few minutes later. They were eager to spread the word in the entire academy while others wanted to directly start training their mental fortitude one way or another.


As expected, the same day, the recording of the lecture became viral. Every student was deeply impressed by the confidence and consistency in Arima’s words. The other teachers also were profoundly surprised that a mercenary could express himself that well.


For them, the content of the lecture was more of a sort of encouragement, it wasn’t an actual learning-material. Ultimately, what really caught the attention of the academy was Arima’s strong self-assurance and combined with his identity as a Z rank mercenary, making him supposedly one of the strongest, he had become the hottest talk.


***


Meanwhile, Arima returned to the Inn. He considered his first day at the PA as a way to 'launch' things. Coincidently, not long after he came back, Jerio visited and gave him a small safe made of trinite coated with adamantite.


Arima received it and opened it barehanded, completely disregarding Jerio was about to give him the key. The prince’s jaw dropped. Arima gave him back the safe after taking out the papers that were inside of it. It was the first time Jerio had ever seen someone destroy coated trinite with just physical strength.


Arima inspected the document he got after Jerio departed and flipped through the content.


"Your impressions?" Night asked while being stuck in Lanya's arms. Yeah, she would do that occasionally.


"Well, if the two inventors are indeed the same person, then he's irrefutably a genius. This blueprint is basically describing how to give sentience to an inanimate object."


"How do you do that? What could allow an inanimate object to suddenly become a life form?" Lanya asked perplexed.


"The fundamental is similar to the soul summoning, but because you can't use your soul on anything, with this method, we're using our spirit and mind," Arima started explaining.


"To shorten things in the simplest way possible; you first enchant the material in a particular way. It has to be able to circulate mana in itself, like blood in the veins. Then after that, you set an array to converge the mana into a single place. You can call that a core or the heart itself. Then, the last step is injecting your spirit into the ‘heart’ and fashion the personality of the object. It's like programming an AI.”


"Incidentally, that last part is very hard and tricky. If you have a bad vision of things or certain emotions, it will be transmitted to the object. When that happens it’s over. It will be born to hate that particular thing and could lead to a disaster. For example, imagine a world-renowned terrorist. If someone like that were to give sentience to an object, the final ‘product’ would most likely become a world-hating creature, ready to destroy everything it sees," Arima sighed and stored the document.


"That's something…" Night commented and Lanya nodded.


"Well, it’s definitely useful to me. I already have an idea about what I should use this technique on, just that it will be slightly different than a dungeon," Arima said and grinned.

            

    
        63. ''Choose.''

    
    
    
    
                The next day, Arima went back to the PA with Lanya and Night. When he reached his class, he noticed that the first batch of students had already been decided, plus the six he had chosen before.


Arima scanned them. "Let’s go then," he said and opened the door. After he entered, Lanya passed first, followed by the students.


This time around, everyone came with a notebook to transcribe anything Arima would say. The latter sat on the desk like last time and observed everyone taking their seats.


He waited until everyone was seated. "Well, let's start. First of all, I see that there are some of you here that didn't come yesterday. But I suppose you saw my last lecture. So, I won't repeat it. What I said yesterday was the foundation to prepare you all."


Everyone nodded to his words and he smiled. "Okay, for today, I still won't teach you how to become stronger. Actually, this lecture will be about, let's say, morality. Similar to yesterday."


The students tilted their heads. "Don't be fooled. Like the previous one, it's really important. It’s necessary to, not only to become stronger but also to survive by avoiding stupid mistakes," Arima stated.


His sigil glowed and the room was warped in darkness. The students raised their voices but Arima calmed them. But now, they couldn't write anything due to the darkness. So Arima casually highlighted their books with just a thought.


He activated his sigil once again and ‘particles’ of light gathered in midair to form the projection of a human figure that looked just like the average mercenary, with a classical sword and armor.


"For now, view yourself as this figure," Arima said and everyone nodded. "This small lecture will consist of a succession of tests. This is a format of question that was quite popular from where I come from. Then, first question," he waved his hand and conjured two new sources of light to project something else.


Now, in front of the mercenary, there were two different situations. On one side, a group of young newbies was being overpowered by a monster, and on the other, there was a sole veteran mercenary that was slowly dying against another powerful monster.


"In this situation, who would you save?" Arima suddenly asked and the students were pulled back to reality by his voice. They were admirative of his projection that really looked vivid and real.


Then, they started thinking about it. In the end, everyone chose the first option, saving the group.


Arima smiled. "Of course, that's the correct answer. But, let me ask you, why did you choose that option?"


This time the students were a bit taken aback. Ofia raised her hand. "Because there are obviously more people in danger and it’s common sense to save young people with potential."


"Indeed, but there is one more subtle reason. In these circumstances, you didn't think of what would happen to yourself, right?" Arima smirked and everyone was startled.


"There was actually a hidden option; flee. If you escape, you won't have to make a choice and you will save your life at the same time. But, of course, if you want to absolutely rescue someone, you should always go toward the biggest group. Because that’ll give you the most chances of surviving."


Arima smiled at his pondering students and ‘played’ the projection. The mercenary rushed to help the group and saved them at the sacrifice of one of them. Arima then made a reset of the projection and made the mercenary help the sole guy. In the end, they both died.


"What I said could sound a tad unrealistic. Most people don't think that far when they want to save the greater number. But that's how people should think before they try to save anyone. They should always analyze their chances of survival," Arima said sternly.


"You can't possibly save anyone if you can't even care for your own life. Obviously, if you let them die, you will regret it. But, as long as you stay alive, you will be able to save more lives."


Arima waved his hand and the projection returned to what it was at the beginning; the simple figure of a mercenary.


"Now, next," Arima didn't wait to know if the students had recovered or not from the first one. Some of them were even drawing in their notebooks, envisaging even more situations than what Arima showed them, trying to see if there was a better option.


That’s what Arima wanted them to do. He smiled and renewed his light projection, which was nothing more than a hologram with colors made with light magic.


For the second question, there were two different groups being attacked and on the brink of defeat. Each group had an equal number of members and it was the same for the monsters’ side. The hologram was animated and they were fighting in real-time. There was, at first glance, no difference.


"Now, what would you choose?" Arima smiled and asked. This time, the class was put into a dilemma. They tried to think hard about it, and the first ones to give an answer chose the flee option while the rest kept thinking.


At some moment, the eyes of the dull student from yesterday flashed. "I choose the second option," he abruptly said and Arima smiled at him without any comment.


"What's your name?" He asked him.


"Ares Grion," the student answered and Arima nodded. At the same time, the five others of the group of six also chose the second option. They were followed by a few others and the rest chose to flee.


"Good, seems like everyone has made their choice," Arima remarked and put a lollipop in his mouth. "The correct answer was the second one. But that's only for the ones who wanted to save them. Fleeing was also an option, and it's not wrong."


"Now, as for why the second option was correct, the explanation lies in the group itself," Arima waved his hand. The two projections were zoomed in and put beside each other. "One of these groups has something that the other doesn't.”


The students squinted their eyes to stare at the two different scenes. The more time they spent looking at it, the more students started noticing the distinction.


"That's right. As most of you guessed, one of these two groups is actually a lot more coordinated and balanced than the other," two minutes later, Arima gave away the answer.


Ultimately, even if most of them had noticed that by themselves, they were still surprised, Arima could actually project something so detailed to the point of even imitating martial arts.


"What this question teaches you is how to observe and make decisions on what you see and comprehend. This test requires a minimum of focus and reasoning. The ones who chose to flee are not wrong, but you are not made to be some allies of justice. Among you, those who didn't find out but still tried to think about it, are either stubborn or kind. Finally, the ones who perceived it are either really caring for the lives of others, an observer, or someone really pragmatic," Arima glanced at Ares when he said that.


“Never forget. There’s a really thin line between hero and villain.”


Arima clapped his hands and the projection reverted to its initial state. "Next will be the last one.”


This time, the projection was depicting a really important and wealthy figure and not far from him, a group of innocent people was being targeted by an orc while a second monster was closing in toward the noble.


"Now, you're in a situation where you need to choose between an eminent person and a group of innocent people. If you try to save the innocents, in every case, the noble will die but you will be able to save all of the innocents. In this choice, there's no need to worry about your survival. We just pretend that you can only do one at once. So? Who do you choose?" Arima asked the fatal question once more.


After a moment of thought, everyone answered. This time the opinions were slightly more diverse. Around 70% of the class chose to save the innocents while the rest chose to save the noble.


Also, Ares raised his hand to speak. "I'd like to add something," he stated and Arima smiled before allowing him to do so.


"There's a precondition for my choice. If the noble is worth saving then I choose him. After all, he may help others in other circumstances. But if that noble isn't worth that, I’d choose to save the group. That's all," he said and Lanya nodded. She totally was of the same opinion.


Arima laughed lightly. "That's a full score for you Ares," he praised and every other student looked at Ares in envy.


"You're absolutely right. Let's not take that nobles being scums is a stereotype. If the noble is worth saving, then yeah, it's better to do so. On the other hand, if he isn't, then let him die. It's not like someone will blame you if there's no witness," Arima smiled and his students shuddered.


"The thing you need to remember is also very simple. It's silly to say that each person has the same value because we all know that it's not true. Although people can shout equality, there's always someone that is worth more than others in people's minds.”


“But, there's one thing that should never be taken into consideration when deciding about one's value; social status. Instead, you should see if the ones holding those fancy titles can actually do good by using their influence. Power is never in the wrong, only the people who use it," Arima said and snapped his fingers to bring light back in the room.


"Anyway, this is three of the most important things you need to know when you live a life of combat and blood. Survival, observation, and adjudging. The rest comes with experience."


Arima clapped his hands. "The hour has passed. Leave the place. Only the six I mentioned previously and you two can stay as much as you want," he said while pointing at two students.


"For the rest of the day, I will keep doing this kind of lecture. Then, tomorrow, we’ll begin to get interested in strengthening techniques."


Everyone nodded and started exiting the classroom except the eight he had chosen. As they were leaving and the next people were entering, Arima glanced at Ares and formed a telepathic link.


"{So, your motive?}" He asked and Night’s ears perked up.


Ares smiled wryly. "{I don’t really have one. I was merely curious and your lectures seem to be interesting.}"


"{I see. What’s your real name?}"


"{I'm Arister Zeola, Z rank mercenary. I'm the inheritor of Ares.}"


Arima nodded. "{What's your actual age then? Don't tell me you're an old man because it would be unfair for all these kids.}"


"{I'm still twenty. It shouldn't be that huge of a difference.}"


Arima's eyes widened a bit when he heard that. He was actually amazed. "{Impressive. You're already at the First Sky at that age. Even with an inheritance, it's still surprising.}"


"{First Sky?}" Arister frowned. "{What is that?}"


Arima snickered. "{I'll explain it to you after classes.}"


The rest of that day, Arima continued to perform his 'light show' while using different situations each time. He then told Arister the location of the Inn he was staying in.

            

    
        64. ''No, sorry.''

    
    
    
    
                When Arister arrived at the Inn, he had already dispelled his disguise. He appeared as a young man with deep and dark eyes and gray hair wearing casual clothes.


When he entered the guesthouse, he instantly spotted Arima sitting at a table with Lanya and Night. He directly headed there and sat down naturally.


Arima smiled at him. "What do you want to know?"


Arister stared back at him with confused eyes. "Why are you like that? Although I didn't do anything to you, we didn't meet in the best circumstances."


"It's true," Arima acquiesced. "But I like making friends like you. You're quite strong, maybe you could help me at a later date. Who knows?"


Arister looked down at the plate a waitress just put on the table and snorted. "Fine, then let me ask you. You’re my teacher, right? What can you teach me?"


Arima snickered and during the next ten minutes, he explained to him about Heaven and the Earthen and Heavenly Realms.


When he heard all of it, Arister fell into deep thought. “So… I'm in the First Sky of the Earthen Realm, huh?"


"Yep," Arima replied and started eating his dessert. "One more thing," he said and pointed at the sky. "In two months, I'll most likely fight against an Earthen God. In other words, a being at the pinnacle of the Earthen Realm."


"…What?" Arister was startled. Even for him, this kind of information was a bit too much to take with a relaxed expression. "How? Why would you do that?"


"Well, firstly because I want to. Secondly, because he tried to kill me," Arima answered and Night sighed thinking that those two reasons should have been said in the opposite order.


"He audaciously made a meteorite fall on me. Don’t you think it’s a bit too rude?” Arima added.


"Sorry?" Arister felt like he heard wrong. Arima had told him about gods and then revealed that one of them tried to eliminate him. Wasn't that dangerous? It was a god, you know?


"Yeah, well, I did something that might have drawn his unwanted attention and then he targeted me," Arima explained and Lanya groaned.


"Sorry…" She mumbled.


Arima smiled and gently patted her. "As I said, it's not your fault. There was another way to wake Chronepsis up, but I chose the easiest and fastest one. You could say it’s my fault actually."


Arister silently looked at the two. "…how do you plan to confront him? You're not going to defy a god without any preparation, right?"


Arima stopped patting Lanya and she straightened her hair with a pout. "I'm working on something indeed. Also, I have several trump cards. Well, I'm not sure if Lilis will be there, but in any case, I won't ask her for help if it isn't needed."


"That's surprising," Arister commented, he already had heard about Lilis. "You're willing to let someone help you if it's needed."


"Of course, pride and honor aren't useful if you die with it," Arima laughed and stood up. He yawned and headed toward his room. "See you tomorrow, Arister," he waved his hand and said. Night jumped on his shoulder and Lanya also finished her meal to go sleep.


Arister shrugged. He stood up too and rented a room in this Inn before going to sleep as well.


***


"So? What happened?" Lilis asked Azes with a piercing glare. She was unhappy to have been called back so suddenly while she was having fun.


Azes coughed, signaling her to be serious. “Karaskan moved," he said two words and her eyes narrowed. When he saw that, Azes sighed. "As I thought. Arima did something? To a Seed of Chaos, perhaps?"


"Yes…" Lilis slowly nodded. "He destroyed it. Moreover, I have to tell you something important."


Azes frowned. "What is it?"


"He… Arima seemed to know about Karaskan. To a personal level even. He showed extreme anger against him."


"What?" Azes's frown became even deeper. "He lived his whole life in a circuit less world. Even if he is a Life Hunter or even a Death Hunter, he wouldn't be able to interact with magic or gods…" He refuted but then froze. "Wait, did he…?"


Lilis nodded. "I assume a Seed of Chaos was sent into his world and he suffered the direct repercussions of that.”


Azes mused. "Karaskan was most likely awakened because he felt a Life Hunter's presence and the hatred directed toward him," he alleged and glanced Lilis. He extended his hand and light illuminated the place. He grasped the source of that light before it vanished. In his hand, there was now a large and brilliant white key which he threw to Lilis.


"Zesta, head to the Time Garden and look into Arima's past in detail. I already did it, but I could only overview the whole thing with my magic. I don’t even know anything about the first half of his life. Now hurry up, the flow of time is mingled in the Garden. I don't know how long it will take for you to finish your investigation."


Lilis looked at the key in her hand then clenched it. She nodded before disappearing. After her departure, Azes sighed. "I hope Karaskan won't cause too much ruckus for now. I really wanted him to never resurface again. Now, I have another problem besides those irresponsible High Gods," he muttered and closed his eyes.


***


Back in the normal world. Arima, who was completely unaware of what was happening in Heaven, returned to the PA.


As he was walking through the corridors while chatting with Lanya, he heard a ruckus taking form behind him. Of course, he was used to it. Every time he used the corridors, students would exclaim and they would even greet him sometimes.


But the voices he was hearing at the moment weren't directed at him. He and Lanya turned around and spotted a beautiful and mature woman walking toward them. The students were making a path for her as if she was their queen.


She was wearing a red dress that accentuated her curves. She had crimson silky hair and irises of the same color. Coupled with her facial features, she really was stunning beauty on par with Lilis. The main difference was that the latter didn't act sensual at all in opposite to the former.


When Arima saw that, he sighed inwardly. ‘There was that trope too, huh?’


"Nice to meet you, Arimane Blade," the woman greeted him and smiled. "I am Velvet Venu," she introduced herself. She spoke with a really soft and gentle voice. Arima’s expression twitched when he heard it though.


‘Unnatural,’ he thought. "What could Miss Venu possibly want my help with?" He smiled and politely responded.


Lanya and Night looked at him as if he was someone else. He actually didn't want to act like that, but his old school habits got the best of him. It was the same thing with the principal. He laughed bitterly in his mind. It was another one of the things his mother had forced into him; ‘Respect your teachers’.


While Arima was getting irritated at himself, Velvet was surprised by his well-mannerism and smiled in return. "I'd want to talk in private with you, is that okay?"


"No, sorry. I have a class to conduct," Arima declined and immediately left. He even teleported, without waiting for her response. Lanya turned toward Velvet with an apologetic look and bowed to her.


"Bye," Lanya said before disappearing. She always felt obliged to bid goodbye to people in Arima’s stead because he would never do it himself.


"…Eh?" Velvet was left dumbfounded. She could already hear the voices of the students around her.


"Teacher was rejected?" There were voices like that. "She was turned down," and the more she heard it, the more embarrassed she became.


***


Arima and Lanya directly transferred themselves inside the classroom. The latter sat down at her usual spot and Night jumped on the teacher’s desk and laid down like the previous times.


Arima popped his neck a bit and opened the door. This time, there were fifteen students plus forty. The group of fifteen was the one he had picked for the last two days, including Ofia, Lena, and Arister. Among the newcomers, there were two who were quite outstanding.


One of them was coincidentally the girl who led Arima the first day. Her name was Isla and she was 17 years old. Her specialty rested in water magic and she was very smart although a bit too much playful.


The second one was an energetic 16-year-old boy. His name was Irian, and although he wasn't that bright, he had a keen sense for everything regarding combat and survival. His magic forte was fire and he relied a lot on his physical aptitude.


After that, there were the royal daughters. Lena was timid and quiet. She was smart but a bit reluctant to interact with others. She mainly used wind magic.


Then, there was Ofia. Her physical situation wasn't good since birth but in Arima’s opinion, her magic was one of the best there is. She possessed almost an absolute dominance over Light and could use it really easily and smartly. She was also the calmest and the most intelligent one in the class, capable of apprehending things at high speed.


Arima sat down on the desk when every student was ready. Of course, Arister was here as well in his younger appearance.


"Well, today, once again, it will be about the basics. I won't start with magic right away because it's a long process to explain it. There are a lot of things to explore on that topic," Arima said and waved his hand. The room was clad in darkness and a new hologram appeared.


This time, it was a hollow silhouette representing the blood vessels in the body, the bones, the heart, and some other important organs.


"As you all know, a body can be trained," Arima’s sigil glowed and the figure he had created transformed into a ‘non-trained’ one and slowly started changing from that point. The outline of the muscles was gradually getting better until the silhouette became very burly.


"But there are limits and a body badly trained can lead to grave consequences. Now, the second way to improve physically is to break through levels," Arima reset the projection and the figure’s features returned to what you would expect from a normal human.


"This is level one," he commented, then the silhouette progressed. It became a bit taller, the muscles were more refined, and even the bones changed slightly.


"This is level two," Arima continued to do that until level ten. In the end, the figure had become a lot taller and the bones seemed to be larger and stronger. Strangely, even some organs changed in size, place, and even color sometimes.


"This is the best a normal human can reach physically speaking. The body structure changes, allowing it to be able to work with mana, and even without the latter, as an example, you could breathe underwater for hours. Most poisons and illnesses also won't work on you."


"You can also control that growth to some extent. If you want to, you could either become extremely skinny or extremely muscular once at the tenth level. Well, all of this is common knowledge," he added and altered the figure to something resembling someone at the fifth level.


When Arima said that it was common knowledge, the students frantically shook their heads internally. Although they knew that the body changed along with breakthroughs, and also that it could function with mana thanks to that, they never saw that evolution as clear as they saw it in the projection. They all had learned something, especially about how they could somewhat regulate how their body would develop.


"Now, let's go onto the main topic, which is physical strengthening. I honestly think that I can teach you a lot about it," Arima declared and grinned.

            

    
        65. ''Soul Contract.''

    
    
    
    
                At Arima's words, the students focused like never before.


"The general and common way to spontaneously strengthen one’s body is with the neutral affinity. You make mana flow through your body. Incidentally, it's easier when you imagine it flowing through your veins as blood does,” Arima declared and at the same time, a blue glow highlighted the veins of the figure projected to illustrate his words


“Though, that depends on the individual. I personally prefer that method but there are people who show better results by using their skin, bones, or muscles. You can even imagine that mana comes out from the brain or the heart then spreads across your entire body. You all should take some time to determine which one works the best for you."


Already at that point, a big part of the students learned something. They had never really thought about that before. Most of them just covered their body with mana instead of using parts of their body to channel it.


"Anyway, once you finish circulating your mana, you can advance to the next step. Look at the projection. The blue glow represents mana, of course, and as you can see, that same glow is fluctuating and is not stable at all. It's sometimes bigger and sometimes thinner. In this situation, the body is not reinforced at all."


"Now, do you know what comes after this?" Arima asked. "It's not a trick question by the way."


"We need to interact with the mana, usually by chanting, to stabilize and manipulate it," Irian answered almost instantly with a loud and clear voice.


Arima chuckled. "As expected from the expert in the domain. At this point, it's similar to magic. Depending on how you imagined it or how efficient your chant is, the strengthening will be either stronger or weaker," he explained and glanced at the projection.


"Let's go with something like this, [Diamond Body]," Arima intoned an example.


Instantly after, the blue glow in the veins of the projected silhouette started expanding and became extremely thick, shrouding the figure itself. But, although it became bigger, it also turned out to be exceptionally stable and every uneven fluctuation had disappeared.


"There you go; the strengthening occurred. But there is a certain characteristic with this one. What do you think it is?"


"The density and quantity of mana used," once again, Irian spoke first. "When you fill your body with that much mana during a strengthening, it means that will be more concentrated on defense as the mana will exert pressure on the flesh from the inside, repelling external damages."


"Correct," Arima nodded. "Now, let's try the opposite, [Bursting Force]," he chanted and the glow considerably shrunk but the intensity escalated. Additionally, it started converging toward the muscles and around the organs.


"That's for explosive strength. It will help the muscles and organs to exert more vigor than normal. Well, that's the base and you all know about it. You can also concentrate your mana in a single point of your body to make it stronger. To finish, if you want to have both defense and attack strengthened at the same time, you have to create different layers of mana and trigger them separately. That would require a lot of mental power though," Arima uttered and the anatomical figure returned to a mana-less state.


"Next, there’s what we call elemental bodies. These have more familiarities with magic, but I still will talk about it today," Arima altered the projection one more time. "Of course, first, you need to circulate mana in your body," he said and the projection moved accordingly.


"Then, the first thing that changes from the previous one is just after. Before chanting anything, you have to integrate an element to the mana. It can be any of the affinities actually, both elemental and non-elemental. So, technically, strengthening your body with space magic is something possible though very complicated."


In fact, Arima used elemental bodies more than once. He strengthened his body several times with time so that he could move in a different time flow than the opponent. He had used it against the Seed of Chaos and Raal.


"For today, I’ll use fire for a demonstration," Arima declared and the blue glow turned into a red one. "You need to be cautious at this point. If you fail to integrate the fire element like it is supposed to be, your body will combust from the inside," he warned and the students resolutely bore in the mind to never try this casually.


"Consequently, you chant something that resonates with the fire element. Something like… [Salamander's Body]," Arima gave an example. The red glow expanded to fully cover the projected silhouette.


"Well, that thing is not really enough to show you," Arima uttered and the sunlight invaded the classroom and the projection dissipated.


Arima stood up and the students were a bit surprised. His sigil revolved and he, along with all the people in the room, disappeared.


***


Before they could realize what was happening, the students found themselves on a barren land with nothing to describe on the horizon. They fell into a daze at the sudden change of sight.


They were awakened by Arima's nonchalant voice. "Don't think too much. I teleported you here. Nothing else," he explained them. Although their minds were in a mess because they were not at a level where they could even imagine doing that, they stabilized quickly.


"I just brought you here to give you a real demonstration," Arima said to them and stretched his body, popping the bubbles in his bones’ joints. He then circulated his mana in his whole body and since he talked about fire earlier, he added the corresponding element to it. The temperature in the surroundings increased. Even though it was supposed to happen inside Arima's body, his students felt it clearly.


"[Hephaestus]," Arima used the name of a fire divinity to make his incantation. His body started making cracking noises. His skin slowly turned red like magma rocks. His pupils, irises, and scleras also turned red, with barely any contrast between each.


A black fire started burning at his feet and his skin seemed to be on fire. The students around couldn’t help but take a step back because of the heat.


Arima gazed at them with his red eyes. "This is basically what happens. The main benefit of having an elemental body is to protect you from the same element and also to be able to control it more easily," Arima said and crouched. He placed his hand on the ground and inhaled.


"Like this."


The ground began to melt and blaze before becoming literal lava. After that, Arima still kept standing in the middle of that awful heat as if it was nothing.


"You can also use the basic strengthening technique we talked about earlier at the same time. It's a bit harder to do so, but it's simple once you get used to it," he spoke then released his 'volcanic' form whilst freezing the lava with ice. The abrupt difference in temperature caused a small wind to blow.


"Let's go back," Arima snapped his fingers. They disappeared once again and reappeared in their respective seat at the PA. The students felt like it was all a dream.


Arima once again turned the class into a dark room. "Next, it will be about shapeshifting," he announced and his students visibly staggered at his words.


"Humanoid species have a great advantage. They can transform into something else to gain a stronger body. But as you know, it's actually rarely used. Because it has too many downsides when it is used to reinforce yourself past your natural limits. It doesn't last long, it's dangerous for the body, and can cause serious sequels," Arima revealed the inconveniences of that technique.


"But, actually, I found a way to resolve that problem."


"…" Silence. A silence generated by the shock Arima had just given to his students.


Arima smiled at them. "Let me talk to you about something else before; resonance. When one resonates with a soul beast, he is able to attain a stronger body. In fact, it's more or less the same principle as shapeshifting."


"For example, at the Republic, I fought with someone who completely fused with his soul beast," Arima recalled his fight with Raal. The projection he had made welcomed another figure. It was a massive bull. The human and bull holograms fused together and became a minotaur.


Ofia reacted strongly to that projection. She realized that the person illustrated was Raal, one of the strongest persons she knew. Her brother had once brought her to the Republic and she had encountered him then.


"Well, let's start from there. If we can fuse with our soul beasts, why can't we change our body in the same way? Well, that's because resonance relies on the soul. It's not really the bodies that fuse together, but the souls that join and work together."


"Meanwhile, when you try to shapeshift into another species or race, since you don't know about how the change should happen or the different details you need to take into consideration, it unsurprisingly fails."


"Basically, you can't change into a beast or a monster because you don't have enough understanding of their biology, and you will never understand it because it would need an understanding up the molecular level and further," Arima declared and glanced at the snoozing wolf on his desk.


“For the information, my soul beast here is not actually a wolf. But the process he used to shapeshift is completely different. He had to forcefully compress his flesh and mold his bones, so that made him weaker. Technically, he didn’t become a wolf, he altered his body so that it would look like a wolf. That’s the nuance between shapeshifting for appearance and shapeshifting for strength.”


The students were listening agape. Their thoughts didn’t linger on Night for a long time, instead, they thought about the strange things Arima said; molecules. They didn’t know what it was, but they realized that he was slowly getting this lesson to a conclusion that may shake the entire world.


Arima grinned. "This is the important part. You now understand how resonance works. That's because the soul contains information capable of harmonizing the two bodies. Now, all of you, open your notebooks," he instructed and his students did as they were told.


Arima's sigil glowed and a purple magic circle was drawn on each notebook in the class. It shined with a purple light that pierced through the darkness of the room. The runes were written in many languages, there was some Latin mixed in, but there were also Greek words, runic languages from this world, and even some symbols that seemed to be randomly made up at a first glance.


The students couldn't understand it at all. Even Arister was staring at it with a complexed expression. There were familiar forms such as pentagrams and hexagons but the thing that attracted the eye the most was the well-known Yin Yang symbol in the center.


"This is a circle I created myself. I call it the Soul Contract," Arima said and everyone looked at him.


"Its use is simple. When you kill a beast or a monster, you draw that circle on the corpse. Once you do that, the soul of the creature will directly combine with yours. Then, you will be able to transform your body and make it gain the characteristics of the said creature. For it to work you need to do it in the five minutes ensuing death," he explained.


All of his students were already itching to try it. They couldn't believe something like that actually existed. Especially Ofia. She instantly got an idea and her entire body was trembling with fervor. Her sister appeared to have thought of the same thing as she glanced at her with widened eyes.


"But remember, it's really important; you can only do it once in a lifetime. It's identical to the soul summoning. So, you should choose carefully what kind of characteristics you want before deciding what kind of creature you need to hunt,” Arima sternly warned them.


"If you try to do it a second time, you will either lose control of your body or die. Don't make that mistake, please,” Arima paused and interacted with his projection.


“There's also another use for that circle. In fact, you don't need to kill the target. If you were to meet a sentient beast, you have the possibility to reason with it and convince it, then use this circle to unite your souls. In that case, you would gain a pseudo beast soul."


On the projection, the human figure stood beside a beast. Above their heads, there was a blue sphere representing their souls. The hologram was animated and the figure killed the beast before collecting the soul. The human’s appearance changed afterward and changed into an animal form.


After that, Arima did a reset of the image. In the second scenario, the two figures discussed together and willingly fused their souls.


"Well, you get it,” Arima uttered. “You can try that later. Don’t forget that this technique only works if you don't have already a soul beast. This technique is very useful and powerful, but I admit that it's a lot weaker than an actual soul beast," he added and once again cleared the projection.


"Now, let's talk about the last method. This one is quite special and dangerous, but equally powerful," Arima grinned. "Listen well."
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                "Huh?" The whole class exclaimed at the same time. ‘There's still more?’


"When I was younger, I interested myself a lot in anatomy. Mainly to be able to strike the vital points of my opponent with the most accuracy possible. But that’s not the point. I’m sure you all perfectly know about the organs and muscles, such as the heart, and of course, the brain, right?"


"I’m going to tell you about the latter for a moment. Nobody really knows all the mysteries contained in the brain. But it’s undoubtedly the most important part of our body. Some also say that it is where the soul resides. Well, at least, we can be sure that it’s the embodiment of our spirit and mind."


"The brain subconsciously manages our body at every time of the day. In a sense, we can't use our brain at all. We are seeking help from it; would be a better description. Now, the reason I'm telling you this, is because the brain is doing something to your bodies since birth," Arima declared and his students became earnestly curious.


“From where I come from, people started saying we could only use ten percent of our brain’s capacities. Of course, that’s only an urban legend. It’s not true. In fact, our entire brain is used and works all day to manage different things.”


"But, there’s one undeniable thing, we can’t control our brain. And we also can’t be sure if all of its capabilities are operated to their maximum capacity. In the end, most of it is subconscious while our actual consciousness is most likely just a small portion of the brain. This brings me to the main topic; our physical-output threshold.”


"Our body usually can only use around 50% percent of its total strength because of a restraint the brain imposes us. Of course, that's because if the body is forced beyond that limit, it could harm itself in the process. Truthfully, you can withstand 100% of your strength if your body is strong enough. Then, after that, if you could go higher what would happen? 120%? 150%? 300%?" He asked and the people in the room started making their imagination work.


“Obviously, that’s a bit ludicrous. The way our strength is limited is through our varied Motor Units. The secrecies of our muscles and fibers. That’s why my technique relies on overheat. Basically, you’d give energy to your muscles and force it to go over its limits. The energy is not definite. Mana is an option, as well as life force, and even things like ‘internal force’ which still needs to be debunked if it really exists.”


The more the students thought about it, the more shocked they became. If all of this was true, then even if they had to suffer injuries from the downside, it was more than just worth it. A jump from 50% to 100% was huge.


Arima illustrated everything with the hologram. The figure pictured had his muscles suddenly contracted and his heartbeat increased along with his blood pressure. "This is one hundred percent," Arima commented.


Then, after that, the figure's muscles contracted even more and the veins pulsed. Even the organs started to tighten and the body temperature also raised.


"Around 125%, and let's stop here," Arima said. "From what I experienced, this limit break also includes the maximum limit of mana you can concentrate at once," he declared and as he spoke, a blue glow flowed through the veins in the projection and then it started expanding before totally covering the figure. It even exited the latter's silhouette.


"Well, if you try to punch in that state," Arima paused and snickered. "Say goodbye to your hand. Make sure to think through before employing this. I recommend you to only use 100% while training."


The students strongly nodded and light illuminated the room afterward.


"That's all for today. Tomorrow, I'll bring you all to practice outside and personally guide you. Now, time to leave the place for the next period.”


Arima continued to teach about physical enhancement until noon, where he decided to go eat at the cafeteria of the school. There, he found out that the food served was really high quality.


"As expected of the biggest school on the planet," he remarked and inspected his meal. He was eating with Lanya and Night at a table. There was no one around. It wasn’t that people feared them, but more like they weren't courageous enough to accost them.


"Hello again," a voice resounded in Arima's ears as he was slurping his pasta. He looked up with his mouth still full and noticed Velvet gazing at him with a smile on her face. He swallowed and stared back at her.


"Yes, hello," Arima answered with a courteous smile and Velvet's expression twitched.


‘If you are so polite, why the heck did you leave me like that this morning?’ She complained inwardly and sighed. She put down her tray on the table and smiled at Lanya. "I hope I'm not disturbing your meal."


"No, it's fine," Lanya shook her head and replied. Night was feasting on his meal without sparing Velvet a glance.


The latter turned toward Arima and snapped her fingers. She conjured a soundproof barrier to keep this conversation private. The students around were looking at them in wonder. Trying to guess what it was about.


"I'll be frank with you. You said that you will educate a class to participate in the ranking competition, right?" Velvet asked with a serious expression. Her expression had lost most of its gentleness and her words were slightly more familiar.


Arima blinked and nodded. "Yeah."


"In that case, I'm sure you’re aware that at the end of that event, the representative teachers will also compete against each other. I wish for you to step out from that last part. There’s simply no way any of us teachers can beat you. I heard rumors; that you fought with the Demon King, Raal Zalda, and won. Also, from the princess herself, your soul beast is apparently strong enough to threaten the city."


Arima was a bit surprised. Velvet's forced gentleness and politesse weren't meant to trick him or anything. It was just her personality, and she was trying to hide it in public. Her revealing it to him was the same as proving her sincerity.


Arima mused. "Fine… I never intended to participate in it anyway."


"Huh?" Velvet was stunned. "Why?"


Arima smiled and patted Lanya’s shoulder. "She’s the one who'll fight in my place. She needs some experience, you see."


Velvet scanned Lanya with her eyes. "…She's only at the late ninth level. Although I'm just at the early tenth, there's still a huge difference. I don’t want you to step down because I’m afraid. I just wish for a fair battle."


"Don't worry. She has an inheritance and was personally trained by my soul beast. She is on par with you," Arima casually answered. Velvet's eyes widened and a flash of surprise flashed in them.


She looked at Lanya one more time before nodding. "If you say so, then I have no complaints. Let’s do our best for the competition then. I’ll see you then," she declared and left the cafeteria.


"Wait… Why am I fighting again?" Lanya asked after a moment of silence and Arima started laughing.


***


At the end of that day, the information about Arima's lecture freely spread across the whole city. Everyone was surprised by the limit-break technique. But what alarmed them the most was the Soul Contract Arima came up with.


The magic circle he had given to his students landed in the hands of many people already and there were already some idiots that tried to contract more than one soul. After their deaths, nobody ever tried again. People always needed absolute proof to stop doing something dangerous.


When the royal family heard about that, it was without saying that it shocked them to the core. When they thought about it, they knew nothing about Arima. He had just appeared out of nowhere a few months ago and that was the first time someone ever heard of him.


Now, that guy casually gave away those techniques that seemed to be ahead of their time.


From that day onward, the planet changed drastically. The Soul Contract became popular all around the world and people's strength skyrocketed.


It was also heard that a dwarf had created innovative machines with something that he called steam power, which brought a large change to the science.


Then there was Raal who remembered Arima's bizarre weapon and decided to try reproducing it, which then became a phenomenon.


But all of this is part of another story.


***


The next day, at every period, Arima brought his class to a barren land to serve as a training ground. There, he taught them how to break the limit established by their brains.


It was actually pretty simple, in a world of magic at least. You just needed to interact with your brain with mana and then create a sort of telepathic link. That link was a soul magic impulse basically ordering the brain to cut the limit until a certain extent. Arima had made a custom magic circle to help them. At first, it would hurt a lot, but it would go away with time.


While he was overseeing his students, he noticed that some of them already had used the Soul Contract. The average power level in this academy was around the fifth level. The strongest students were around the sixth or seventh level. So, most of those who went to kill a creature to take its soul only managed to kill creatures below the fifth level.


But the level of the creature they killed wasn't actually important. After all, the strength of the ability they gained afterward would be able to grow with them. But it was crucial to choose beasts that could give you some useful abilities.


For example, if one lacks in defense, he should contract the soul of a creature that had a very good one. While thinking that, Arima glanced at Ofia and smiled. The day before, she looked still pale and weak but here she was, practicing stances and sweating as much as everyone else.


When she got the Soul Contract, she unhesitatingly exerted her influence to get herself a live cockatrice. Cockatrices were really rare and although they were really dangerous because of their cursed eyes, if one was prudent enough it was easy to kill one since they were only around the fifth level as well. The reason why Ofia chose this beast particularly, instead of another of higher level was for its strong regeneration ability.


Thanks to that, she healed her weak body that had held her down for her entire life. She was the perfect example of how using the Soul Contract smartly.


The same day, during the last period, when Arima was about to teleport everyone, Isla suddenly called him with an oddly big smile on her face.


He scowled at her. "Do you have a question?"


Isla shook her head. "No, I just wanted to ask teacher a favor."


“What is it?"


"Since you've only been teaching us since the beginning, we've not been able to see teacher in action. Could you show us your own strengthening magic?"


Arima looked around and saw that everyone was staring at him in expectation.


“I guess it won’t hurt,” he shrugged and said. His sigil revolved once and they were instantly put in another dimension. No one actually noticed it except Arister, Lanya, and Night. And perhaps Ofia who had a very good intuition.


"You should take some distance," Arima stated and snapped his fingers. Everyone was teleported away from him. They reappeared far up in the sky and floated there thanks to Arima’s magic.


"Eh? Is that much precaution really necessary?" Isla tilted her head.


"Oh, yeah," Arister snorted.


"Without a doubt," Lanya giggled.


Arima inhaled strongly. He took a combat stance and pulled his fist until his waist.


"[Herculem Corpore] (Hercules Body)," Arima chanted and his body grew a bit taller and burlier.


"[Terminus Confractus, C] (Limit-break, 100)," his muscles contracted and the air-flow wrapped around him each time he made a small movement. There was even some vapor coming out of his body.


He clenched his fist and swung it in a very powerful and fast motion toward the ground. It lasted less than a millisecond. He stopped his fist just before it could touch the ground.


A shock wave struck the ground and instantaneously crushed the ground and created a mile-wide crater. The entire continent started shaking. The crater just continued becoming deeper and larger, as if something was continuously trying to drill a giant hole.


The pressure produced by Arima's fist even reached his students that were in the sky. They were blown away for a few miles but the magic making them float didn't cease. When they stabilized their center of gravity and looked down at the ground, their eyes widened to the maximum and their jaws dropped.


What they saw was Arima standing in the middle of a giant crater covered by shattered rocks and flattened soil. Maybe the ground there would be as strong as concrete if you were to knock on it. You could also see extremely dense dust clouds that had formed around the immense crater if you were to squint your eyes toward the horizon.


"…I-Impossible, how could a human have such a strong body?" Ofia muttered and Lena who was beside her was practically trembling in fright. Even Irian who was a physical strength fanatic couldn't believe his eyes.


Arima exhaled some vapor and looked upward. "Is this enough for you, Isla?"


Isla laughed wryly. "...Yes, it's perfect…" She responded and looked around to only see devastated terrain as far as the eye could see. She gulped and peeked at Arima’s nonchalant smile.

            

    
        67. ''Silver Emperor.''

    
    
    
    
                Arima brought his class back to the PA and ended the day there. At this point, Arima was already the main topic in the whole city, it was just a matter of time before he became a star in the whole continent.


While people were busy talking about him, Arima conjured a space-time dimension and resumed his training to combine the eight elements.


Not that far from him, Night and Lanya were sparring together. At some point, the shock waves infuriated Arima. "Could you stop already? It has been 48 hours since you began! Take a break!" He shouted with a voice that created another shock wave, directly hitting both of them.


Night and Lanya were shaken and immediately stopped. The latter who was in her draconic form instantly released it and came back to Arima's side to sit down. Her lips were pursed as if she was scared to bother him further.


Night shrugged and took the form of a small wolf before jumping on Lanya's shoulder. "Alright, alright. Did you finish your thing?"


Arima glanced at him. "I don't know…" He replied and looked at his hand. He was holding a purple sphere that seemed to contain a really dangerous level of energy.


"What is this? I can feel the power of elements… but why is it purple?" Lanya asked in curiosity.


Arima juggled with the sphere. "It's not purple," he retorted and Lanya tilted her head. Then she saw that the sphere had changed of color. It went from green to blue, then yellow, red… then finally returned to purple.


"I simply blocked it at purple," Arima added.


"Why that color particularly?"


"No reason. Just because I like it."


Night hummed. "So? Why you're saying that you don't know? Shouldn't you know yourself if it's good or not?"


"Well, the problem is that I don't know if I'm going in the right direction. Look," Arima raised the sphere and placed it in front of Lanya and Night. The purple sphere suddenly transformed into a ball of fire, then it became water, lightning, earth, and wind. Each time the color was purple and the energy inside didn't fluctuate.


"When I fused all of the elements together, I got this. I think I created a sort of universal element, but it's useless. It just changes the color and perhaps raises the output a little bit. But, that's not what I was aiming for."


Lanya was staring at the sphere for some reason. "Why didn’t you use Light and Darkness?"


Arima bitterly smiled. "Well, because of this," he uttered and the sphere’s glow brightened, then after that, it dimmed strongly.


"Well, that's what you can expect from black and white. They’re not really made to mix with others. They just make a lighter or darker variant of purple and actually reduce the power of the whole thing,"


“…Then what about doing it separately?” Lanya suggested and Arima trembled.


“Separately…” His eyes widened and he stopped speaking. After a moment of silence, he started laughing, and stroked Lanya’s head the point of disheveling her hair.


"Thank you. I finally know what to do," he said cheerfully and crushed the purple sphere he had in his hands. Lanya groaned though and tried to comb her hair back with her fingers.


“How many times are you going to do this…”


Arima chuckled and looked at Night. "You two get away from here. I can't predict what will happen.”


Night sighed and turned into a dragon again. He grabbed Lanya with one hand and flew off. When he was a few miles away, he turned around to watch Arima.


"If you are not supposed to be mixed together, then let’s try this…" Arima muttered and at his left, two huge spheres of Light and Darkness appeared. At his right, six spheres of different colors formed and joined together to create a huge purple sphere, exactly like the one Arima showed previously.


Afterward, Arima focused on the two spheres of opposite attribute. His sigil started spinning and glowing. He pointed his palms at the white and black sphere and slowly pushed them against each other. When the Light and Darkness touched, the ground below was immediately reduced to nothing and Arima stepped back


"Of course, when you two are fused alone, it's harder, huh?" Arima snorted and took a step forward. "Let me teach you who's the master here."


The spheres started fusing together and with each second, the force they produced kept becoming stronger. After only ten seconds, Arima was already doing his best to not lose control and being blown away at the same time.


The repercussions easily reached Night and Lanya. The former was doing his best to fly away and reduce the damages. Actually, he could leave the dimension at any time he wanted. But he was extremely curious about the result and so was Lanya.


After a minute, the land around Arima had been destroyed for miles and it felt like the gravity had increased by at least a hundred-fold.


Arima exhaled and fell on one knee when he finally managed to fuse the two energies. He panted for just a few seconds before looking up. He was now left with two huge spheres to work with. One was black and white, while the other was completely purple.


Arima stood up and grinned. "Let's see what you can do," he said and the two spheres wobbled. They slowly advanced toward each other.


When they were about to collide, Night's eyes narrowed. "{Hey! Arima! That thing-!?}" He shouted through a telepathic link but was interrupted by a blinding silver light.


He roared, covered Lanya with his wings to protect her and promptly left the dimension. He reappeared in a meadow. His whole body was fuming as he put Lanya down. He was full of injuries and he coughed some blood.


As for Lanya, fortunately, Night had shielded her in time. Now, she was trying her best to heal Night with tears in the corner of her eyes.


He grunted and became a small wolf pup to heal faster. "Fuck! It hurts!"


Lanya grabbed him and started carrying him in her arms. "… what happened?"


"I think something happened that even Arima couldn't predict," Night replied with a sunken expression.


Lanya tightened her grasp on Night. "Is he okay?"


If Night had received that much damage from just being exposed to a light for a few seconds, what could have happened to Arima who was at the source?


Night fell silent. "…He didn't die. That's a certitude. I would be aware of it otherwise. But I seriously don't know what happened. I also can't reach him right now. We can only wait until the rampaging energy on the other side ends."


***


In a field covered by bluegrass and illuminated by two red suns.


"What's your plan?" A burly old man leading a group of people was glaring at a man with a pale countenance, dark outfit, and sinister white eyes. That eerie man was staring back with a smirk etched on his face as if he was born like that.


"Tell me, Karaskan!" The old man shouted and the ground shook.


Karaskan's grin became even wider. "Come on, Zeus. Why are you so angry?"


Zeus stamped and thunder roared. "What's the reason you came out of your lair like this? You also deliberately leaked your location. What are you planning?"


Karaskan burst out laughing. "Something interesting woke me up. So, I thought I should start to act."


"Something interesting?" Zeus scoffed. "What did you discover? A new way to spread your madness?"


Karaskan snickered. "No, I was threatened. Really. You have to believe me on that one.”


"Threatened? What are you ranting about?" Zeus was infuriated. He was holding himself back from attacking. "Of course, you would be threatened. How many gods do you think there are that are ready to kill you?"


"The one who threatened me isn't some measly god," Karaskan retorted. "It's a Life Hunter."


Zeus's expression drastically changed. "…Life Hunters are extinct. They can't even exist in Planes other than this one. You perfectly understand that, right?"


Karaskan laughed lightly and looked over Zeus’ shoulder. "Azes, what do you think? If there is someone that can explain it, I guess it would be you."


 Zeus frowned and glanced at Azes. The latter's expression fell.


"…There's a plausible explanation," he responded. Lying in front of a High God and the Mad God was irrational. His only choice was to speak the truth without mentioning anything about Arima.


"What is it?" Zeus rushed him.


"If a Life Hunter were to leave a seedling in a circuit-less world, it's possible that he could have been hidden from Heaven."


"That's ridiculous," Zeus instantly disagreed. "Even if it was true, in a neutral world, even a Life Hunter wouldn't be able to threaten a god. In the first place, during the war, we monitored all of their clans. None of them could have possibly opened a path to another world in those conditions.”


“But there was one clan we didn’t manage to overpower,” Azes countered and Zeus frowned. “Don’t you remember? Sir Odin even had to get involved to defeat the head of that clan.”


Karaskan chortled and Zeus furrowed his eyebrows. “That clan’s name was…!”


The sky of Heaven abruptly became shrouded with silver light and their conversation was interrupted. Every god present looked up and their eyes narrowed. Some started sweating and shivering. Even Karaskan, Zeus, and Azes were not spared from the shock. But the Mad God started laughing like a crazy man.


"What are you saying now, old man? Who do you think could do this? This can’t be a coincidence. This is quite unfortunate for you, huh? You don’t just have a Life Hunter on your hands, but a Death Hunter capable of ruling every element and even death itself."


Azes secretly smiled while Zeus's expression twisted.


***


At the same time, on a giant throne room made of cold and blue granite. A man was sitting on the with his eyes closed. He was alone in this massive room. He was wearing a magnificent red robe and his hair gleamed with a beautiful silver.


At some point, he opened his eyes which shined with a beautiful crimson color.


"In another Plane, huh?" He mumbled with an indifferent voice.


***


When Lanya and Night returned inside the dimension, the first thing they noticed after arriving was just rocks, darkness, stars, and no gravity…


They looked around. "No way…” Night muttered in shock. "The planet is gone."


The entire planet had literally been obliterated. Transformed into dust and rocks. Although Lanya was stunned, she still continued to search for Arima. It was a piece of cake for her and Night to breathe here. As long as they used mana, they could even talk.


A few minutes later, Lanya spotted a peculiar silver haze surrounding something in a spiral. She used her magic to blow it away. What she saw behind made her yelp in surprise.


A silhouette was slowly drifting in space. Long silver hair, deep purple eyes, an expression of absolute tranquility and coldness, and silver lightning sparking around his limbs.


Night wryly laughed when he saw that. "Holy… shit."


****


"…Death Hunter or not. I never thought that I would see this happen again," Zeus whispered.

"What a great day to be alive," Karaskan rejoiced.

"A new one, huh?" The mysterious King commented and closed his eyes.


The three breathed in at the same time. "A Silver Emperor is born."
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                Arima scanned his surroundings with his purple eyes. With a never-changing expression, he lifted his palm and observed it.


A silver light formed above it then became fire, lightning, water, wind, earth, light, and darkness all at the same time. Arima clenched his hand and shattered the ‘light’. Then his body started generating silver lightning on its own.


"Silver, huh? So that's the final form?" He muttered and Lanya shuddered, Night wasn't an exception. Arima's voice sounded like it came from somewhere far and close at the same time, it was an extremely uncanny feeling.


He sighed and snapped his fingers. The sigil in his eyes spun once and shot out a blinding light. Under the bemused looks of Night and Lanya, the rocks and dust that were hovering around them vanished. Then, they suddenly felt the gravity coming back. They dumbfoundedly looked below. The planet was slowly being reconstructed as if time was being reversed.


When it was fully restored, Arima slightly moved and silently reappeared on the planet’s surface. Even Night who was staring at him wasn’t able to see through his movements.


Lanya and Night looked at each other and landed on the planet as well.


Arima glanced at them with a cold expression. "Night, prepare yourself. Once I release this, we'll both suffer an instant increase in life force. You better not lose control. Lanya, please shelter yourself."


With his words, Lanya was promptly teleported away. There was no obvious chant and his sigil didn't even activate. Just his will to move her was enough.


Arima exhaled and a silver aura cloaked him. His silver hair slowly crumbled away and his eyes also returned to their usual silver color, quite ironically.


When his appearance returned to normal and the silver aura faded away, both his and Night's aura dangerously erupted.


The wolf’s howl turned into the roar of a dragon as a sudden wave of energy entered his body and soul; one that tremendously surpassed what he had prepared himself for. Even Arima groaned and almost collapsed right there.


The place they were in started to be bombarded by lightning and fire. Lanya, who was sent hundreds of miles away, still felt the repercussions.


It lasted for a good hour before the two auras calmed down. Lanya hastily deployed her wings and flew toward Arima and Night.


When she arrived, the landscape hadn’t been destroyed or burned. To be exact, it was gradually dematerializing itself. Everything was transforming itself into particles. It was as if the matter had suffered damage over what was normally possible.


This phenomenon was occurring in a fifty-mile radius, and that was when Arima and Night did their best to restrain their power. If they had let it go wild the whole continent would have transformed in these particles and disappeared from the map.


When Lanya spotted them, she instantly perceived some changes. Night had become a bit smaller; he was now around ten meters tall. His horns grew longer, the mane that he had grown from his head to his tail was now even longer and denser and fluttered with the wind.


Meanwhile, Arima's changes were more minimalist but there was something that really struck Lanya. His height didn't change at all nor did his appearance. But something new appeared. A silver mark was shining on his back and exuded a really pressuring aura. The mark looked like a crown surrounded by eight elements, encompassed by a magic circle.


Arima scowled and took out both his coat and shirt. On his back, the same mark was glowing. But it only lasted for a few seconds before the light died down and left a sort of white tattoo.


While Lanya was doing her best to not stare at Arima’s bare body, the latter casually wore his clothes again. His coat was not shining anymore, but the mark was still on it.


Arima clicked his tongue. "[Restitutio] (Restoration)," he chanted and the coat’s fabric temporarily deformed to erase the mark.


"So? Can you explain what the hell just happened?" When Lanya finally landed near the two of them, Night asked. "What could possibly make you reach the Fourth Sky and me the Second?"


Arima scratched his head with a tired expression. "…When I fused the two spheres earlier, I tried to restrain the explosion that resulted as much as I could but then it backfired on me. Then, I somehow assimilated it and I became like what you saw. I assume that form is something that happens when you utilize that energy… let's just call it Omni Magic for now. Also, that mark on my back, I’d say it’s some kind of proof."


Night frowned. "Can you return to that form?"


“I can. But in my current state, I can only hold that form for around two hours," Arima then smirked and stared at Night.


"…What?"


"Did you think about it?"


"About what?"


"Imagine if we resonate then use the Omni Form, death force, the One Thousand Parade, and finally, the limit-break."


Night and Lanya's eyes widened. The former rubbed his eyes and the sound of his claws scratching his scales resounded.


"Don't say such scary things, seriously… But that's some idea you got there; I admit that. The One Thousand Parade was impracticable before, but we certainly can do it now."


Lanya listened to them incredulously. She already knew that these two were in a completely different ‘world’ compared to her. But their conversation was still making her dumbstruck. And at the same time, she felt hat she didn't really pertain to this group.


Arima snickered and patted her shoulder. "Don't worry about that. When you win against Velvet, I'll make you break through to the Earthen Realm," he declared and brought her out of the dimension. The trio reappeared inside the Inn. Night had obviously shapeshifted beforehand.


"Well, I'll go to sleep now," Arima yawned and said. "That thing was exhausting," he complained and went to his room.


Lanya faintly smiled as she watched him.


***


Heaven has no outer space. Everything composing the sky is actually closer to an illusion. But on special occasions, the sky of Heaven would welcome stars. Those stars represented individuals or marked events. The birth of a Silver Emperor was one of them and by looking at it closely, you could see underlying secrets such as the identity of the one behind it.


When Zeus saw the silver star appear in the sky, he promptly noticed the lingering traces of death behind it. It was undoubtedly a Death Hunter. He looked back at Karaskan with a really thorny expression once the star had stopped shining.


The Mad God laughed. "What's wrong Zeus? Scared?"


Zeus grunted and waved his hand. At his command, every god behind him surrounded Karaskan. Only Azes remained immobile.


Karaskan sneered and pulled out a peculiar gemstone from his storage. "I just wanted to greet you. I have no intention of being captured here."


Black lines formed on Zeus’ forehead when he saw the strange stone. He actually had no idea of what it was.


Karaskan grinned. "It's something I found in the depths of Heaven. An Original Relic. Too bad for you. I found it first old geezer," he uttered and crushed the stone with his hand. The fragments entered his body and merged with his flesh and bones. He then disappeared just like that. Without any magic or space fluctuation to speak of whatsoever. He just vanished.


Zeus gritted his teeth. "Form groups and search everywhere! Find Karaskan!" He bellowed and the weaker gods complied.


"Shouldn't we also find out about that Death Hunter?" One of them asked Zeus.


The God of Lightning shook his head. "It's not the time to get involved with a Death Hunter. He is the fourth one to appear but all of his predecessors were crazily powerful and vicious. Furthermore, only one of them managed to become a Silver Emperor. Someone bearing that title has transcended magic theory. It’s not someone we should trifle with.”


“Even if he’s considerably weaker than us at the moment, getting rid of a Life Hunter in the first place is tricky because of the Life Judgment. We need to prepare for it in advance," Zeus stated and Azes inwardly sighed in relief.


***


In an outlandish garden, where no wind was blowing and life stood still, Lilis was sitting down cross-legged in the middle of a small pond. She placed her palm above the water, parallel to the surface, and quietly chanted.


The water started to become agitated and the color gradually changed to red. At the same time, a deep and chilling laugh echoed in the whole garden. When Lilis witnessed that, she almost yelled in shock.


"T-this is…" She stuttered and was doing her best to not get away from the pond in fear.


"This phenomenon… is only supposed to occur when the Garden is investigating a criminal's past."


Then, an image slowly arose on the red liquid’s mirroring surface and Lilis concentrated on it. When the blurry image became clear, she realized it was depicting a crying baby lying in a Moses basket.


Lilis noticed the eyes of the baby that were identical to Arima's. This would mean that the Garden was indeed looking at the correct person, and Arima was really a criminal in its eyes if the water’s color remained unchanged.


Lilis took a deep breath and touched the water again, commencing the rewind.


***


The next day, Arima naturally returned to the PA. He didn't care nor knew about what was happening in Heaven after all. He just continued his side job.


This time, there was a new promising student that Arima found the day before. It was an elven boy, his name was Balan. He was around 17 years old. Surprisingly, he wasn't very strong with Spirit magic nor did he have good affinities with other elements. But he had shockingly mastered Life and Space magic. So, Arima obviously added him to his ‘special’ class.


Like every time, he sat down on the desk and Night laid down beside him, while Lanya sat down on the side, ready to listen. When everyone was on their seats, Arima actually pondered about something before opening his mouth.


"Well, you should all know that I will begin to talk about magic today. What I will mainly teach is how to use all of the different affinities existing. As you all know, there’s no definite magic. Most mages have their own magics. You can, of course, create magics for others to use but few actually do that. It is also quite complicated to do since you need to have a thorough understanding of magic circles, formations, and runes. So, if you want to learn that, you’ll need to ask for extra courses from me.”


Arima disclosed and his students nodded earnestly.


“Good. Now, I have eight different elements to go through, then seven others. So, the order doesn't really matter," he said and looked at Lena who was at the front row. "I’ll let you decide. Tell me, what do you want to begin with? You can also be a bit selfish and chose your own specialty if you want."


"Eh?" Lena was a bit flustered to be suddenly called. When she heard the question she started thinking, then her eyes shyly fell on her sister. "…I choose light," she whispered and Ofia smiled.


Arima smiled. "Fine, we'll go with light first then," he said and conjured a small sphere of light and made it float in mid-air.


"First, I need to remind you that there are two different ways to use magic. The first one is first-degree application. You directly use the property of the element you're using. In light's case, you can irradiate things but also burn things if you concentrate it enough.”


“Then, there is the second-degree application, which we also call magic theory. The magic theory is something that is usually abstract. Once again, if you take light as an example, the simplest magic theory you can make are things such as purification and revelation."


"Magic theory isn’t always set and determined by the interaction with the world as some may think. The incantations, for instance, are very crucial for powerful magics to be used. But what is really important is how you build the spell and imagine its result. Also, I won’t omit to say that creating a custom magic formation can indeed boost the magic’s overall power."


"Now, starting off with light magic, I’ll teach you the different applications of the first-degree, then the second-degree application. It’s important and relatively complex. You can take as many notes as you want.”
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                "To begin, I guess that I need to talk about what is light, huh…" Arima muttered and mused for a moment. "Well, shit. It's harder to explain than I thought it would be," he grumbled and everyone sweat dropped.


After a minute of thought, Arima pointed at the light he had conjured earlier. "You see this light, right? It is actually produced by something we call electromagnetic waves; commonly composed of magnetic fields and electric currents. Fundamentally, an electromagnetic wave is viewed as synchronization of electric particles and magnetic fields, always perpendicular to each other and of similar oscillating speed.”


As he said that, a projection of a sinusoidal electrometric wave appeared in front of the students with a really detailed legend and explanation.


“To give you a crude image, think of water and fire. If the two are of proportional volume, they will produce steam as they both disappear. You can compare oscillation and synchronization to the increasing heat of the fire and the increasing quantity of water.”


“Electromagnetic waves can actually do a lot of things, and the visible light is only a small part of it. The type of waves/particles emitted is determined by their frequency of oscillation and/or their wavelengths. Incidentally, in my analogy, you can consider the steam, and the pressure at which it comes out, as the different ‘states’ which I will detail just after."


At this point, the smarter students could more or less follow if they really tried hard to assimilate the new knowledge and those who didn't understand still wrote it on their notebooks.


"Anyway, I won't go too much deeper on that. But remember, the light you usually see is produced by electromagnetic waves, and once the frequency goes over or below a certain limit, it isn't visible with the naked eye anymore. Additionally, it also starts to gain different particularities."


"Now, look at this," Arima waved his hand and something like a timeline was projected in the air. If someone from the modern world was here, they would most likely recognize this. It was the electromagnetic spectrum.


"A really small part of this line corresponds to visible light," Arima said and two points on the line were highlighted. "These two points represent a certain frequency, and between them, there is what we generally call light," he explained then looked at his students. "Do you follow so far?" He asked and everyone ‘kinda’ nodded.


"Well, just note it. You can ask me what you don't understand after. Following that, below visible light, well, when the frequency increases, there's ultraviolet, UV’s," he said and another section of the spectrum was defined. "But we won't talk much about it, and go straight below. At that point, there are X-rays."


"X-rays are ionizing. It means that they are very harmful to the human body, they can provoke serious illnesses and health problems. But you can easily protect yourself from it with magic. The most useful way of using those is like this," Arima uttered and waved his hand in front of Night.


A sort of gray screen was erected in front of Night and prevented the students from seeing his figure. Arima pointed at the light in the air and brought it behind the screen.


His sigil glowed and the light wobbled before vanishing. Then, a skeletal representation of a small wolf cub appeared on the gray screen.


The students exclaimed at such a strange phenomenon. "What I did here was using the X-rays to see Night's bones," Arima explained and dispelled the screen.


"X-rays easily go through the flesh and will make a black mark on the screen while when the rays pass through bones, which are denser, they will create a white mark, outlining the skeleton. The screen is usually made in metal. I just reproduced a similar effect."


"In my homeland, this technique was commonly used in medicine. But I want you to remember that it's highly dangerous to be constantly in contact with it if you are a normal human," he warned and everyone noted it.


"Next, there is the gamma rays. With a higher frequency and even more dangerous than X-rays. They're highly penetrating and can, not only weaken your body, provoke illness and mutations, but they also can damage internal organs and the bone marrow, which is essentially in charge of producing blood. So, basically; very dangerous.”


"Now let's go back to the visible light as a starting point. With a smaller frequency, you stumble upon infrareds." One part of the spectrum was once again defined. "Those are not really dangerous per se. They can be, but not as much as X or gamma rays. But infrared radiation is useful for one thing."


"To show you;" Arima plunged the room into darkness. "All of you, close your eyes," he instructed and everyone conformed. His sigil and irises glowed in red light and all of his students felt a warm feeling covering their eyes.


"Open them now."


When Arima said so, they all lifted their eyelids and exclaimed in surprise. Bright red. That’s what they were seeing. Their own bodies and the ones of their fellow students were now of different shades of red and orange.


"Okay," Arima’s voice resounded and light returned in the room. "What you just experienced was a thermal vision. Each source of heat releases infrared radiation. When you find a way to see those radiations, you can ‘see’ heat."


Arima waved his hand at the frequency scale. "The last one is microwaves. I'll be quick, these waves interact with matter and are usually used to heat things. But if you overload the quantity, it could do scary things," he grinned. "Things like frying your brain, for example."


The students gulped and Arima snickered.


"Anyway," he clapped. "The rest are radio waves and are not useful for you. For now, at least. The reason I explained to you all of this is because magic is always stronger when you know the principle behind it and no matter the magic, it’s always better to have a minimum of knowledge about what you’re trying to manipulate," he said and glanced at Ofia. She nodded with a serious expression.


"Well, that was the underlying process of how light is produced. Before continuing though, I have to tell you. What I just taught you is a scientific basis. People can have different understandings of light. They can even go completely sidetracked and view it from a completely different point of view. They could even create their own theories. But that doesn’t mean it’s wrong. Magic depends on your mind. As long as something is deeply rooted in you, it will be powerful. That’s what magic is all about, research, philosophy, and hypothesis," Arima stated and smiled.


"Now that this is said, let's talk about was the visible light can be used for from a scientific outlook."


"The first use I can tell you about is projection. The holograms I'm making to help you understand my lectures are an example of that. Now, as to how it works, I won't go in detail. But basically, the wavelength determines the colors following the Red-Green-Blue (RGB) pattern; you have to mix the colors to make another. Projections can be used as an alternative to illusions but you can easily see through it if you touch it."


"Second use; concentrated light or laser, if you prefer," Arima took out a metal plate from his storage and placed it in the center of the room. "Simply said, you gather light and condense it into one point," he described and pointed his finger at the metal plate. A bright light gathered and shot out from Arima's fingertip.


The laser pierced through the metal and left a hole on it. "Well, this one is not really new for you.”


"Third use; light is of course made to illuminate and blind in combat. It's also a good crowd control, as it can lead people on a battlefield. That's all you need to know about light's basic properties. Let's continue with magic theory."


"When you use light magic, the first thing that comes to you is purification. For example, for a spell of that nature, you usually use a chant similar to; 'Shine upon darkness, and expel evil'.”


"Of course, remember as well that light works better on darkness. So, to cleanse darkness, you usually use light. But it's also very good against death magic. Although its counterpart, life magic, is superior, light is still a huge threat against undead."


"Another example; 'Reveal the truth for my eyes to witness'. This kind of chant is basically used to destroy illusion arrays, mental ailments, and many others."


Each time Arima listed something, a hologram depicting the idea formed behind him.


"Well, it's pretty much what you need to know about light. So, because we still have time, I'll talk about darkness, which is the most complicated among the eight elements. But, although it's said to be the most intricate, it's also the plainest there is," Arima wryly said. "Because there's not much to say about it."


"I can't explain to you what darkness is. Because I don't even know if someone has already thought of darkness as anything else than a lack of light. The only thing you can do with the direct ability of darkness is simply to create shadows and maybe confront light. But in the end, darkness can't really be used in a first-degree application. Most of its potential can only be shown when you use theory."


"With a second-degree application, you can make of darkness your strongest weapon. It can become an endless pit, capable of absorbing everything. It can also attack people and rob them of everything."


"Darkness is often mistaken as evil, but it’s just too broad. The magic theory of darkness is basically everything that lurks in the shadows. And contrary to light, which can't secrete anything, darkness has a lot of things to conceal," Arima grinned and conjured a ball of darkness in his hand.


"It can hide anything because we can't see through it. It could be nightmares, monsters, pain, grief, death, and life…" As Arima kept talking, shadows kept emerging from the dark ball and loiter in the classroom. "And the most terrifying monster hiding in the darkness is none other than fear itself."


Arima declared and darkness once again invaded the classroom. But this one was a lot different from the previous times. It was cold and it made one shiver in fright.


"Darkness means a lot for humans. When you can't see anything, you generate fear. Loneliness, no light, no path, no escape. It means fear, sadness, sometimes anger, and at other times it’s despair. But you also find death at the end of the path," Arima slowly spoke and the obscurity was slowly dispersed.


At that moment, Arima swiftly observed every student. He was looking for people who didn't fall for the intimidation. Arister and Ofia were a given, and along with the others he had chosen, Arima found two others who didn't seem scared at all.


"Let me tell you this to finish. There's a lot of stories about people being malevolent and using dark magic. But the real reason for that is because darkness is more suited for them. Why do you think people turn out to be evil? It's not because they want it. They become evil for a reason. I’m not defending anyone. It’s just a fact. Everything has a reason. There's no such thing as destiny and pure coincidences. In fact, coincidences are actually phenomena of which we have forgotten the cause. That’s all."


"If I needed to answer why people sin, I'd just say because there are too many people who can't understand the difference between evil and good. That ignorant mass just keeps pushing people toward the path of good or evil without caring about the consequences. They just need someone like that.”


“They need evil people to fear, so they selfishly antagonize them.”


“They need good people to reassure them, so they selfishly acclaim them.”


“It's pathetic.”


"The reason why evil is generally connected to darkness is that, to efficiently use the latter, you need to understand this world. You need to feel the fear, the pain, and the death lurking around you. You need to accept everything and reject everything else. People who can do that are the smartest ones who always fail to find any reason to be a ‘good person’."


“You know, I consider myself to be quite nice,” Arima lightly laughed. “But I wonder why… my biggest affinity is darkness. I often accept to help those in need. But my methods are cruel and selfish. I cannot possibly stand on the ‘bad side’ since I would be disgusted to death but unfortunately, it’s the same thing for the ‘good side’. I cannot be neutral as well since I’m unable to be impartial for everyone.”


“And with all of that combined, I don’t deserve to be alive. Children, what do you think I am? If you answer this question, you might perform some groundbreaking improvements with darkness magic.”


The whole class fell silent. They didn't expect their teacher to suddenly talk about things like that. They listened to him from the beginning to the end and ended dumbfounded. On top of that, they felt the hidden meaning behind those words.


Was their teacher evil or good? This was a strange question. But they also felt how derisive Arima sounded when he talked about himself. They were all stunned beyond words.


Only Lanya and Night had melancholic countenances as they understood a bit of what he said.


Arima sighed. “I guess you need some time to think now,” he clapped and stood up.


"That's it for this lesson. Next time, I'll talk about the six other elements, don't worry they are simpler than these two… probably. You two, you can stay, the others, leave the place for the next batch," he commanded and the students dazedly left the room in the next moment.
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                The next day, Arima continued his lecture about elements. "Today will be about fire, I guess."


"You may already know it since it has been proven with magic by scholars; the air we're breathing is composed of different gases. Now, one of these gases is the fuel with which fire burns naturally. From where I come from, it’s called oxygen and the more oxygen there is, the stronger the fire will be."


Arima created a light projection and numerous blue circles were illustrated in it. "These circles represent oxygen," he said and then the depiction of a flame appeared. As the fire burned the blue spheres were slowly going toward it to disappear soon after.


"So, if you want to raise the power of your fire magic, you can do this," the projection changed. This time, the blue spheres started gathering together in a single place, then a small flame ignited them all and created an explosion.


The students exclaimed like they understood something and noted it down. Especially the ones who had already some understanding of it as fire mages.


"Of course, it's only in the case of a natural fire. With magic, once you're around the fifth level, you can replace oxygen with mana. But even in that case, this theory still works."


"Also, like most of the elements that can be condensed, fire can be compressed to create destructive bombs, like this one." Arima waved his hand and red marble appeared in his hand. Everyone looked at him with puzzled eyes and the latter laughed.


"Would you believe me if I said that this marble has enough power to destroy at least everything in a hundred-meter radius?" He asked and every student cried inwardly.


Arima smiled at them. "Well, that was fire's practical use. As for its magic theory, it's another story. There's not really a specific theory for fire. Actually, it's also a very special element since it can be the bane of every other element. The magic theory of fire is straightforward. It's just burning."


"That's what you call the fire theory. Flames that can burn everything. A fire that consumes light, burns darkness, disperses wind, crumbles earth, evaporates water, consumes lightning. That's what the flames can do. Turn everything to ashes. Fire can also purify; it can even bring happiness and rest to those who can extract fire’s most gentle properties."


"Fire can also give life and represent passion. It has followed humanity since the beginning of times. Obviously, its theory is very powerful and omnipotent," Arima declared and cleared the projection.


"Next will be water then," he announced and then his expression darkened a bit. "Now that I think about it, I'll need to talk about molecules…" He muttered and Night tilted his head.


"Hm, okay…" Arima gathered his thoughts. "There are two elements composing water. One is what I mentioned earlier, oxygen, and the other is what we call hydrogen. When those two elements join together, they create microscopic elements of water called molecules. Ultimately, water is a congregation of molecules," he explained with a frown on his face and when he finished, he sighed.


"Do you understand?" He asked and all of the students nodded this time. "Then it's fine. Next, as you all know, water can take three different states; liquid, gaseous, and solid. What I want you to learn in this lesson is that water doesn't necessarily require a change of temperature to change form. At least with magic," he stated and Isla's eyes widened in shock.


"What does that mean?" She asked. Her forte rested on water magic. She always changed its state by thinking about the change in temperature.


"The explanation lies in the molecules. When water is heated, the molecules are agitated and start receding from each other. It's when the distance between each molecule is too big that the water is in a gaseous state. As for ice, when the temperature falls, the molecules approach each other, and their agitation slows down. So, you can view ice as the molecules stuck together or very close to each other," Arima explained and created holograms explaining the two phenomena. He then looked at Isla.


"That's why it's better to think about the change of state based on the molecules. When you think about it as a change of temperature, more mana is needed and also, when you think about heating, you start thinking about fire. Unless you have an equal affinity with fire, it will undoubtedly impede your water magic," he added and Isla stared back at him agape.


She stood up and immediately left the room to test it out. Arima just watched her go and smiled.


"Well, let's continue with the magic theory of water. I'm sure Isla already knows about it, so I won’t wait for her."


"To be honest, the three states of water can be used individually for magic theory. In liquid form, you can clean, drown, and isolate. But let's be honest, the liquid form is better used with the first-degree application, with compression and pressure, it's a very good destructive weapon."


"Then, what about its gaseous form? Well, there's not much use in the first-degree department. But with theory, you can make things such as illusions and displacement magic. Mist can also be used as surveying magic because it can effectively fill a very large volume."


"Then, we have ice. It's the strongest weapon of water magic users. It’s sharp and solid. And even if it isn't needed to think about the temperature when you create it, it's still extremely cold and you can freeze anything with it. The magic theory is not that varied, but it's the best on one aspect compared to the others; seals. Eternal, cold, and sturdy prisons."


Arima explained in one go the most important aspects of the three states of water.


"Let's continue. I'll talk about lightning magic now. First, let me tell you, lightning magic is my principal specialty. But my understanding of it is not really different from the others," Arima said and the students were very enthusiastic to hear about his field of expertise.


"In natural circumstances, lightning is produced by a particular phenomenon. I will try to simplify what’s following as much as possible. In our world, there are particles called electrons and protons. Electricity is usually produced by a flow of electrons only. Basically, when electrons move from one place to another, they generate electricity. Remember that."


"Now, back to lightning. It's a discharge generated between electrically charged regions. Between two clouds in a thunderstorm, for instance. But it also can be between the ground and the clouds, or within a single cloud. I'll show you an example," Arima declared and stood up.


He spread his hands out and in each of them, some electricity appeared. Arima slowly brought his hands close to each other. When they were around half a meter close, sparks started appearing between. And suddenly, a miniature lightning bolt connected his two palms as thunder roared in the classroom.


"Ah!" The students shouted and covered their ears. When they looked back at Arima, he was already sitting down on the desk, observing them with a teasing smile. At that moment, they all felt very embarrassed.


Arima laughed lightly and created a projection showing three situations; lightning between clouds, within clouds, and toward the ground. "I won't explain to you how the clouds are charged because it's a bit more complicated and it needs a lot of details. Just remember that lightning is produced by two charged regions 'interacting' with each other."


"Also remember that lightning magic isn't all about lightning but also electricity. The former is for destruction and the latter is a bit more delicate if I can say so. Anyway, let's follow with the first-degree application."


"There's not much to say actually. Lightning is the most destructive element. Even surpassing fire and light when it comes to pure demolition. It's also very fast. With electricity, you can do a lot of things as well; electrocute, create physical weapons and platforms, use magnetic fields, and you can even invoke electric familiars," Arima stated as he summoned a small electric bird which he let fly around the room.


"Lightning is a very versatile element, almost perfect in defense, attack, and speed at the same time. It also has no particular weakness when facing other elements except earth. But it’s quite hard to control overall. Now, what about the magic theory? It's a bit similar to fire. As long as you give a good image and theory, lightning can pierce and electrocute everything. It has even the ability to damage the abstract and the ethereal. It's also a fact that lightning is even older than the fire in history. It is said that humans learned how to use fire thanks to lightning. There are also numerous legends about powerful lightning divinities."


"One of those divinities is the renowned King of Gods, Zeus. Ultimately, this gives quite some power to lightning magic’s theory."


Arima said and checked the time. "Let's finish this lecture with spirit magic. Since it's a special element only pertaining to the world of magic, it doesn’t have any scientific explanation. So, it should be quick."


"Each matter in the universe produces spirits. Fire generates fire spirits. Water creates water spirits and so on. Spirit magic basically allows the caster to control the spirits around him for his own use. That's why spirit magic users possess the best versatility in all of the magic world. But in exchange for that, there’s no magic theory. The only theory you can use with spirits is infusing; directing spirits into a weapon or an armor to reinforce them to a very high level."


"It might sound like an ineffective magic, but it's actually terrifying when you use it correctly. Unfortunately, this is a kind of magic that thoroughly depends on your talent and how much nature favors you. Even I, who technically has an affinity with it, can’t use it because I’m barely able to make spirits listen to me," Arima finished by saying that and shrugged.


"That's it for today, come back tomorrow," he dismissed his class and unswervingly left the academy with Night and Lanya.


That day, once again, people heard of the things Arima taught about. Even renowned scholars were enlightened by his words.


The evening of that day, our trio was dining at the Inn with Arister. "You… aren't you stronger than before?" The latter asked and Arima smiled.


"Yeah, things happened. It was unexpected, even for me."


"Unexpected…" Arister smiled wryly. "If I'm not wrong, you went up by around two measures. You’re at least five times stronger. How much would that be? Two skies? What kind of ‘unexpected’ is that?"


This time it was Night who laughed. "You're right. But this guy is the verbatim definition of unexpected. So, if you hear that word from his mouth, then just take it as a miracle."


Arister sighed and shook his head. "At this point, can't you already beat that Earthen God alone?"


"Well," Arima mused. "Maybe? If I resonate and use the One Thousand Parade whilst in my undead form, I may even not need to use the Omni Form."


Arister blankly stared at him. "Sorry, I can't understand a thing of what you're saying," he uttered and Lanya giggled.


"Yes, I can beat him already," Arima summarized right after.


"Well, congratulations, I guess. I think that I can break through soon as well. Your lessons are genuinely useful."


"Oh," Arima smiled. "You learned something?"


"Well, who wouldn't after listening to that? My forte is darkness and considering what you said, I may actually be leaning toward the ‘evil path’,” Arister snickered. “Your explanation earlier, although short, was really instructive. Thanks for that."


"There's no problem," Arima responded. “It’s my job at the moment, you see.”


"True. But, to be fair, the limit-break technique you introduced is still probably the most useful thing I learned from you. It's a terrifying skill capable of killing stronger foes."


"I admit that it's quite useful,” Arima nodded. “Well, there's also the soul contract. But for you, it's rather useless since you already have the inheritance of Ares. By the way, how does your inheritance materialize? Ares is a god of war, right? I’m honestly curious."


"Ah," Arister smiled. "Do you want to see it?"
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                Arima formed a dimensional link and brought Arister inside. They picked a plain area to practice their abilities.


"This is what you did last time at the academy, huh?" Arister commented after looking around.


"Yep," Arima nodded. "So? What is your inheritance?"


"[Reside in my Soul and Body, Ares]," Arister chanted and a light pillar fell on him from the sky, completely shrouding his figure. Lanya, with Night in her embrace, quietly retreated while Arima observed with a casual smile on his face.


"Ares, one of the twelve Olympians. Son of Zeus, and Athena's brother. Overwhelming, insatiable, destructive, and man-slaughtering. That's how he was described in most occasions. The embodiment of war," he narrated what he remembered about Greek mythology.


When the pillar of energy burst apart and vanished, Arister emerged in full body armor exhibiting the colors of red and gold. He had a spear with a red blade, and large round shield, planted on the ground near his feet.


Arima smiled at the sight. "A spartan armor," he commented and summoned Karma. "Hey, Arister, you wanted to learn from me, right?"


Karma glowed and its form slowly changed. The handle became longer and the blade shorter. Ultimately, Arima ended up with a spear similar to Arister’s in his hands.


He popped his neck a bit and wielded Karma like a whirlwind before taking a stance. He waved his fingers at Arister. "Come."


Arister grabbed the spear and the shield next to him. "Fine by me…" He paused and took a stance too. He smirked under his helmet. "Teacher." He kicked the ground and charged at Arima. He waved his spear at him in the same motion.


Arima made his spear spin and met Arister's blade. That simple clash resulted in the destruction of the entire meadow around them although they were just fighting with their physical strength.


Night looked at the fight blankly. "A pair of battle junkies."


"Um…" Lanya tilted her head. "Is it okay for me to be here?"


Night shook his head. "Don't worry, those two are only using their weapons. Not an ounce of mana or magic. You won't be affected. But we should still take our distance. Even if they're only fighting with their physical strength, this place won't be saved from destruction."


Lanya smiled wryly and nodded. She immediately teleported away. Meanwhile, Arima and Arister were displaying a marvelous mastery of the spear, cutting off every verdure they passed by and deforesting if they stumbled upon a small forest.


Arister's style was mostly about blocking strikes with the shield and piercing with his spear while Arima's style was very unorthodox, and maybe a bit flashy. He often whirled his spear, not to show off, but to quickly place the blade of the spear where he wanted it to be. He also used the shaft a lot to deviate strikes coming at him.


Using this kind of style was extremely dangerous because a single error would lead to the loss of the weapon. It’s also true that unless the weapon you use is resistant enough, it’s useless to even try.


So, it could be considered ill-advised. But to Arima, it was the best style. Since a long time ago, he had always been a 'trickster'. He never really learned any proper martial art except kendo. He wasn't the kind to gently learn under someone else in the first place.


Instead, when he took a weapon in hand, he always trained alone. He simply learned how to use the weapon. With time, he created his own style. Always working with any blade possible.


When he holds a weapon, he doesn't need rules dictating how he should swing it. He just moves in a way that is the most logical and comfortable for him. Combined with his inhuman reaction speed, he's almost unconquerable in close combat.


At some point in the fight, Arima perpendicularly planted the spear on the ground and crouched at the same time. Arister's spear thrust hit the shaft of Karma and the latter was dug out because of the force.


Arister’s eyes widened. He had just helped Arima to place Karma in a very threatening way. The spear was pointing at him while in mid-air.


Arima kicked the ground and grabbed it while dodging Arister's shield. He drove Karma with a simple piercing motion this time and brought the blade to Arister's neck, just below his helmet.


At that instant, the shock waves finally caught back with the two fighters’ speed and the dust around them was dispersed. Arister dropped his weapons and raised his hands. "It's my loss…"


Arima smiled and shouldered Karma. "Your armor, shield, and spear… they’re fascinating. Your weapons are something comparable to a soul weapon. But your armor is truly the most interesting thing. Most likely, even with Karma, I wouldn’t be able to cut through it easily. It feels like it’s fused with your skin, no, with your flesh."


Arister opened his helmet's visor and smiled. His eyes had turned golden and his hair was now red. But the thing to look at was his skin that had changed color and was now ash gray.


"You're correct. Ares's inheritance transforms my body into a weapon. In this form, I can keep fighting without rest required whatsoever. It also boosts my regeneration."


"That's a useful constitution. But you don't make enough use out of it. Also, your spear technique is too orthodox. Perhaps you directly received it from Ares but it has too many flaws because you're not used to it, and also because it doesn't suit you."


"Yeah, I know that. But to be honest, Ares's spear technique is the strongest I've ever seen," Arister shrugged. "And although it isn't as flexible as yours, it's still as strong"


Arima smiled and gripped Karma before wielding it again. "Fine. Show me that technique as much as you can. I will tell you what is wrong and try to adjust it for you."


Arister grabbed his shield and spear. "My pleasure."


The two of them rushed at each other and started again.


***


"Lanya, your main magic is light, right?" At some other place, Night asked in his dragon form.


"Yes," Lanya nodded and invoked her rapier.


"Then you should have gained some insights thanks to Arima," Night affirmed and suppressed his aura to the tenth level before releasing it. "Show it to me."


Lanya gripped her rapier. "[Bless my Soul with your Scales, Chronepsis]," she chanted and a silver light enveloped her. When it subsided, Lanya appeared with silvery scales on her arms and neck, a pair of wings on her back, and a tail on her lower body. She kicked the ground and thrust her rapier to strike Night.


He met that strike with a great sword he created. The blade was the same as Karma, but it was just a copy of the latter made from Arima's and Night's connected soul.


When Lanya's rapier clashed with it, a blinding light instantly burst. Even Night was surprised by that, although he had told her to use her magic, he wasn't expecting that in the first attack.


She didn't stop there. Each time their weapons touched each other, a light would erupt and perturb Night’s senses. Of course, he was only a bit annoyed and it wasn't enough to shock or confuse him.


The scene of a silver-haired girl fighting in close combat against an ebony dragon lasted for a few bouts. Night smirked. "Let's start for real now," he declared and his body was ignited in dark flames.


Those flames spread until the fake Karma he was holding and pushed back the rapier. Lanya smiled and a bright aura exploded around her. Spheres of light formed above her and started shooting at Night with lasers.


She also started conjuring rays of light that assaulted Night every time she struck with her rapier. After that, it turned into an orthodox fight of swords and magic. Fire and light were flashing everywhere, burning and demolishing the landscape.


Night seemed to be enjoying the fight and Lanya had a serious expression all along. The dragon grinned and waved his weapon in a strong motion. Lanya couldn't take it head-on and had to retreat. At that moment, Night raised his palm toward the sky.


"[Adolebitque visus est omne in cinere] (Burn everything in my sight to ashes)," he chanted and a huge fireball formed above him.


Lanya changed the grip on her rapier and started using it as a sort of brush to write on thin air.


"[Gather and vaporize everything under your brilliance]," she chanted and a large sphere of light was formed at the tip of her sword.


"[Fifth Blue Art, Inferno] (Hell)," Night chanted and threw the fireball at Lanya.


"[Enduring Grace]," Lanya followed and the light at the tip of her blade was propelled toward the fire as a white beam.


When the two magics collided, an explosion instantaneously ravaged the surroundings. The first shock wave crushed the ground for miles. The fire and light brought afterward dug out the earth and carved a crater.


But in the end, the fire ultimately won against the light and the last shock wave was sent back to Lanya in its fullest. She grunted and jumped back whilst flapping her wings.


She landed and fissured the ground as she went against the momentum. "…Why?" She raised her voice when she recovered her balance. "The magics we sent were of the same magnitude. Why did I lose so violently?" She asked, her current expression was a lot fiercer and colder than usual.


Night smiled wryly. "'Fifth Blue Art'. That's the magic I used."


Lanya scowled. "What is it?"


"The Kind Demon's Arts. Arima is currently in the process of creating twenty-five arts separated into five categories; blue arts, red arts, white arts, black arts, and destruction arts. This is one of the theories he invented; a set of magics. Since they were imagined in a really precise way and are bound by specific rules and chants, they are more powerful than most magics of the same magnitude.”


“Each magic is basically a very intricate equation that can be used by anyone as long as they can understand it. They even have peculiar quirks and boundless potential of growth," Night explained. “This is actually one of the reasons he accepted to be a teacher here. He needed some time to make it.”


"The Kind Demon's Arts?" Lanya quoted and almost burst out laughing. "Did Arima really call it like that?"


Night snickered. "Of course, I forced him a bit. But he accepted in the end. Though he said that he agreed only because it was a good idea for the magic theory."


"Each category has five magics going from the fifth art to the first art. Of course, it's stronger as you go up. What I will teach you today are the fifth arts of each category. I think it's a good place to start. The other advantage of that set is that the requirements of element affinities are not really important."


Night smirked. "I will teach them to you while we fight. Bring it on, you improved greatly since the first time I sparred with you, we have to continue on that way."


Lanya inhaled and assembled light around her. Her rapier shined and her body blurred as she reappeared right in front of Night. Her eyes flashed as she swung her weapon.


***


A few hours later, Arima and Arister's spar was meeting its end.


When the two of them were around fifty meters apart from each other, Arima took a throwing stance and hurled Karma like a javelin.


Arister used his shield to block the thrown spear but the unseen impetus behind it surprised him and he was pushed back by around ten steps.


When he moved his shield that was obstructing his view, his eyes narrowed and locked onto Arima who was already just next to him.


"[Terminus Confractus, C] (Limit Break, 100)."


Before he could react, Arima rotated and kicked him in the liver area. That single kick was so heavy that Arister coughed some blood before turning into a human cannonball.


When he crashed on the ground and created a new cavity, Arima caught Karma falling from the sky without looking and pointed it at him.


Arister slightly lifted his head while lying on the ground, then completely relaxed his body while groaning. "Okay, it's my complete loss…" He muttered and his armor and weapons dematerialized.


Arima smiled and gave him a hand to stand up. "That was your last lesson. If you see an occasion, you can discard your weapon temporarily and use your body instead."


Arister chuckled and stretched his sore limbs. "Sure, teacher," he sarcastically replied.


"Well, let's leave now. I’m sleepy," Arima nonchalantly said and teleported away with Arister following behind.
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                In the midst of his fight with Lanya, Night suddenly coughed blood although he hadn't suffered any external injury. His eyes widened and he drew a red rune with his left hand. He flapped his wings and swung Karma at the rune. A powerful explosion knocked both him and Lanya back.


"I see…” The dragon smiled. “So, you were using gammas since the beginning, huh? That's impressive. Not only didn't I notice it at all, but it’s also quite a feat to have applied that theory just after learning it. But, it's an easy thing to heal. Next time you should take your time to predict the moment where I will be the most perturbed by it."


"Well," Night exhaled and landed on the ground. "That should be enough for today. I taught you all of the fifth arts. Arima and Arister should also have finished," he uttered and looked up. The two people in question appeared in midair.


"Hey, hurry up. I didn't use time magic to create this one and I want to sleep," Arima spoke and left the dimension. "You have three minutes before I severe the link to this place," his voice transmitted one last message even after he had left.


Night shrugged and changed form before jumping on Lanya's shoulder. "Let's go," he said and the three people remaining followed after Arima.


***


The next day, Arima resumed his lectures as planned. "We're left with wind and earth, right?"


"Let's go with wind first. It's the most complicated before earth. Wind is the flow of gases in the atmosphere and its movements are produced by variations of the atmospheric pressure. That pressure is basically the weight of the air around the planet. Since it's never even, there's always winds and sometimes hurricanes."


"Let me give you an image," Arima waved his hand and the hologram depicted an uncomplicated parcel of water. "Imagine a calm water tank like this one and an object falling in the center."


On the hologram, a white square fell in the water. "When it falls, it'll create a pressure on the surface and generate waves that will flow outward. It's the same principle with the wind, just that the object is atmospheric pressure."


"The water is the air itself, and the waves are the wind. Many things can disrupt atmospheric pressure, but the main actor is us, humans. We make buildings that deviate the wind, cast magics that disrupt air, and just simply breath along with all of the living beings on this planet.”


“Let's talk about tornados for a bit now. How are they formed? Usually, it's after a thunderstorm which creates a cumulonimbus cloud and disturbs the flow of wind. It will create a horizontal swirl that will suck up warm air from the ground, creating another disturbance and causing the swirl to be vertical, thus, creating a tornado. Well, this is a really summarized explanation while skipping many details."


"There's also a lot of different conditions that are to consider in particular cases. But remember this at least, instability in the flow of wind can be created by the clash between cold and warm air. The main reason is that they don’t really mix together and ‘push’ each other."


"The last thing I want to talk about is the composition of air. As I said before, the air is composed of different gases. First, there should be nitrogen, which is in the largest quantity. After that, we have oxygen, necessary for humans to live. Then there’s argon and lot of other gazes in really low quantity and density.”


“But an important thing to know is that the air has always around 0.4% of water vapor; 1% above the sea level. As a wind mage, if you can separate those gases you can create poisonous air, by either getting rid of oxygen or nitrogen, because even if the former allows us to breathe, if we take it in alone, it becomes poisonous to some extent. Although it would be quite hard to kill someone with it."


"You can isolate water and condense it. You can also make your wind cold or warm depending on how you control the molecules."


"Now, let's continue with the application. Of course, wind can be used as blades and shields. It shares some similarities with water on that aspect. You’re able to make destructive winds such as tornadoes. You can control the composition of air, the ambient temperature, and the wind strength to impede your opponent."


"As for the magic theory…" Arima mused. "Well, to be honest with you, it has not much presence compared to the other elements," he said and looked at Lena.


"But it isn't like there's nothing you can do with it. I may be unable to find good ones, but if wind is your specialty, you can give it some thought. There's a lot of things to use for that; legends and mythology are just a part of them."


"Well, the last one is earth, right?" Arima smiled and asked the obvious question. His students nodded and he pondered for a few seconds.


"First of all, let me tell you this. Planets are separated into four central separate key layers. The crust, the mantle, the outer core, and the inner core. For the core areas, I'll let you imagine what is inside. It’s basically very hot. I'll just talk about the mantle and the crust today. The combination of the crust and the upper mantle, representing the surface of our planet, is called lithosphere. What I want to talk about are the tectonic plates, that are like large pieces of the lithosphere."


As always, an hologram appeared to back up his explanation.


"In theory, tectonic plates float and travel independently over the mantle and it's at their boundaries that seismic activity comes from. If I'm not wrong, and it's just an assumption based on my inspection, but there should be around forty plates on this planet. Of course, there's a reason why I'm telling you this, earth magic users need to at least understand the ground on which they are standing."


"Which leads us to the composition of what we commonly call earth or the soil. It consists of around 45% minerals, 5% organic matter, 25% water, and 25% of air. These are the main components of soil, which are also needed for life to grow on it. Such as trees, flowers, fruits, and grass.”


“But still, remember that soil only denotes the surface of the planet. The majority of the planet is just rock and is, of course, the main strength of earth mages. On this planet, there's a lot of minerals that compose what we call the mantle. There're incalculable quantities of things like iron, aluminum, silicon, potassium, magnesium, and oxygen again."


Arima inhaled. "Let's go, last explanation for the eight elements. For a first-degree application; earthquakes, crevasses, landslides, rock manipulation, and metal control. You could say it’s a magic that allows attacks that carry a lot of ‘impact’. It's also one of the best when it comes to pure defense. Especially with an elemental body."


"As for the theory, there's a very important one; gravity."


"Eh?" After Arima's declaration, the class exclaimed in bewilderment. Arister wasn’t an exception and didn’t know what correlation there was between earth and gravity.


"I know that mages think that the only way to increase gravity somehow is to use wind to intensify atmospheric pressure or neutral magic to directly push the opponent toward the ground. Some also try to use space magic. But gravity comes from this," Arima pointed toward the ground and said.


The students followed his finger and looked at the ground baffled. "Of course, it's not the ground that is generating gravity, it's the planet itself. The explanation behind this lies in space-time theory so I won’t speak of it for now. Anyhow, as a matter of fact, earth magic has a direct connection to it so you can control gravity with its magic theory."


"Let me show you," he closed his eyes and slowly opened them, they were already glowing because of his sigil. When the students realized that Arima had cast a magic, they felt slight shaking at their feet and they were suddenly pressured by a strange force. They had to give their best to not fall under the pressure. Around the entire room, the sound of the chairs cracking was resounding.


"This is triple gravity," while his students were struggling, Arima casually said. He then closed his eyes one more time and the pressure vanished. At the same time, the chairs were repaired. Everyone sighed in relief and looked at Arima.


The latter smiled at them. "Well, you felt it, right? It wasn't neutral, space, or wind magic, but it indeed was mana imbued with the earth affinity," he declared and the students silently listened.


"Let me show you something else," Arima raised his palm and a blue transparent cube formed above it, at the same time, his sigil revolved.


"[Cavum Nigrum]," he chanted and a black disc appeared in the cube. It looked like a spiral of darkness with a pitch-black center.


"This a black hole," Arima grinned and said as he exhibited the cube by making it hovering around the classroom. "It's a gravitational field so strong that it even traps radiations. Nothing can exist in a black hole, no matter, no light. It's generally formed when a star dies and closes on itself, creating a zone of inescapable gravity. Once again, the cause is something I will explain once I start talking about space and time magic."


"Now, do you understand?" Arima observed his students and grinned. "This small black hole is currently contained in a spatial cube I created. Do you know what could happen if I dispelled this cube?" He asked and his students slowly shook their heads as an ominous feeling invaded their minds.


Only Ofia and Arister paled when they heard that. If they understood correctly, that thing was more than dangerous. In contrast, Lanya was as casual as always.


Arima smirked. "If I release it, even as small as it is, it would demolish at least half of this continent and maybe suck every last bit of air present on this planet. Only people at the eighth level or higher would be able to survive."


The students' minds froze. A few seconds later they all gathered in a corner of the room, as far as possible from that cube.


Arima laughed at the sight. He pointed his hand at the cube and clenched it into a fist. The spatial cube glowed and gradually suppressed the black hole until it disappeared. Everyone sighed in relief.


"Of course, I advise you to not try this magic unless you're able to lock space with magic… and unless you want to die because of your own magic and kill millions, and maybe billions, at the same time. Well, not that you would be able to it though."


Arima smiled then stood up. He headed toward the door of the class with his students' eyes following his every movement. "It's the end about basic elements. From today onward, for three days, I'll answer any advanced question you could have. After that, I'll enter in the non-elemental topics."


He instructed and left with Lanya and Night.


***


In a strange and huge garden, which now had a gloomy atmosphere filling it, Lilis touched the image projected on the water and a deep voice resounded around her ears and in her mind at the same time.


"|| User: Lilis Zesta, Goddess of Worldly Emotions. ||"

"|| Key Granted: Azes Kaeles, God of Order. ||"

"|| Target of The Rewind: Arimane R. Blade. Current status: Kind Demon, Death Hunter, Silver Emperor. ||"


"Arimane… R?" Lilis muttered. She had never heard Arima talk about a middle-name. "And Silver Emperor? He actually became one since the last time I saw him?"


"|| Target’s Verdict: Lawless Offender. ||"


Lilis thoughts were interrupted.


"|| Target's Threat: Highly Dangerous. ||"

"|| Target's Past: Recorded. ||"

"|| Target's Future: ... ||"


"Mh?" Lilis was confused. “Why did it stop?”


Although the Time Garden only showed the past of an individual, it could vaguely predict the future to understand the target better. This garden was a place which even the High Gods didn’t know the operation behind. It was supposedly something left by the Original God.


"|| Target's Future: … ||"


The voice repeated its words.


"|| Expected to Become a Plane Guardian… Wrong . . . Conflicting Information Detected. God, Killer, Demon, Faker, Eternal… Error. Failure. Impossible to Determine Target’s Future. Proceeding. ||"


Lilis was mystified. She already didn't know what a Plane Guardian was at all and on top of that, the Garden started malfunctioning. She didn’t even how she should react.


"|| Rewind Acknowledged. Initiating. ||"
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                For the next few days, Arima candidly answered the questions of his students and gave them considerably more details. He wasn’t really a scientist back in the other world, but given his thirst for knowledge, he had accumulated a lot of it.


Incidentally, for three days, he hadn’t stopped picking talented students that he would put in the class to win the raking competition.


***


Meanwhile, on another continent, a huge serpent-like creature was sleeping at the bottom of a calm lake. The beast suddenly opened his eyes and put his head out of the water. On the shore, the serpent spotted an elven girl looking at him with a small black cat on her shoulder.


The huge serpent yawned. "What do you want, Lifa?"


"Good morning, Master Jorga," she replied and smiled. "Lady Seria is requesting your presence."


Jorga frowned. "Seria? What does she want?"


Lifa shook her head. "I don't know. She just mentioned that it was pressing."


Jorga sighed and his body flashed with a blue light. His figure shrunk and landed on Lifa's shoulder. The now small snake glanced at his right and the black cat on the opposite side meowed at him.


"What is wrong with that cat? He's aberrantly strong."


"Oh, it's a pseudo-soul beast Arima gave me," Lifa patted the cat and said. "But, it's true that lately, he seems to have grown stronger for some reason."


"You bet," Jorga jested and grinned. "That cat is already stronger than your own father. He must be directly connected to Arima's soul. His strength doesn’t depend on yours."


"Huh?" Lifa stiffened and stared at the small cat in shock. She lifted him up and squinted her eyes. "Deki, is it true?"


The cat tilted his head and wagged his tail. Then he meowed cutely like it was saying 'what are you talking about?'.


Lifa instantly lost against the cuteness and started petting him. Jorga rolled his eyes and rested his head to sleep. "Let's go, take me to Seria. I'll take a nap, wake me up when you arrive."


Lifa sighed and immediately left. She jumped very swiftly from a tree to another and arrived, a few tens of minutes after, at the center of the Great Forest.


It was a very radiant and 'green' place; almost identical to Evergreen’s territory. Lifa quickly approached the Mother Tree in the middle of it. That tree was also a lot bigger than the one Arima visited before. Lifa stopped in front of it and gently touched it.


"Lady Seria, I brought Master Jorga," she whispered and the trunk opened to form a sort of gate. Lifa entered with a smile.


Her vision blacked out for a second but when she was able to see again, she found herself in an endless meadow with tall grass growing everywhere. There were absolutely no variations on the ground, not even a small mound. When Lifa looked at the sky, she saw a perfectly blue sky and a relatively small sun. 


There was just a small hut in front of her amid the vast and infinite plain. She entered the hut and spotted a mature looking woman sitting on a couch. She had dark green long hair and eyes. She also had pointed ears and wore a green dress decorated with some magnificent runes.


"Lifa," she smiled and said with a calm and relaxing voice. "Where is Jorga?"


"Here," Lifa pointed at her shoulder. There was a gray snake, nonchalantly sleeping there.


Seria smiled once again. She flicked her finger and the spoon that was on a table beside her flew and hit the snake on the head.


"Ow!" The snake interjected and fell on the ground. He obviously woke up and stared at the woman. "Seria! Respect people’s naps a bit!"


"Did you just say something?" Seria asked with a chilly smile.


"…Nah, nothing," Jorga instantly calmed down and slowly made his way toward another couch and climbed on it. "So, why did you call me?"


Seria grabbed a cup that was on the table and took a sip of the content. "I'm sure you realized that ‘he’ is moving, right?"


Jorga scowled at her. "Of course, I noticed."


"When I asked him why he was moving, he said that a human had requested him to do so."


Jorga snickered. "I guess it's Arima. And? What do you want?"


"Arima, yes… that human who passed here not long ago. He was only around the eighth level at the time. I heard he met Evergreen not too long ago as well. The reason I called you here is actually to talk about him. You said to me that he owed you a favor. I want you to call him."


"Why?" The snake squinted his eyes. "I don't want to waste a favor from someone like him."


Seria sighed. "As I said, we're moving right now, and during the previous reunion of the dryads, we sighted another planet that was approaching us."


"Huh?" Jorga exclaimed and dropped his jaw while Lifa didn't react. She wasn't following the conversation and just kept drinking her tea while feeding Deki.


"Are you serious?" Jorga asked and Seria nodded. "…Is that planet deliberately coming toward ours?"


"Apparently," Seria shrugged. "That planet seems to be in dire conditions. Perhaps they’re lacking resources and are seeking some from us."


Jorga grunted. "Well, you’re probably correct about the fact that Arima can help us. I don't want to call him though."


Seria stared at him with a 'smiling' expression and he cowered. "Fine… I'll do it right away," he complied and closed his eyes.


***


Back at the Main Land, Arima was leading a class when he suddenly received a telepathic message. He frowned and closed the book he was reading. He was actually supervising a test he had given to his students. To see how well they had studied what he imparted them.


He stood up in the middle of that test and every student looked at him. "I'll be out for a moment; I don't really know how long. But even if I don't come back for the rest of the day, I want you to continue doing the test. Lanya will pass them to the next people coming," he instructed and everyone resumed their work.


"Night, I'll call you if it's needed," Arima added and teleported.


***


"Done," Jorga sighed. "You're happy? He said he'll come right away."


Seria smiled and clapped. "Then it's good. I need to prepare for his arriving," she stood up and prepared to leave.


"You don't need to do that. I don’t like welcome parties," a voice resounded in the room and made her stop her movements. She slowly turned around to find a man sitting on one of her couches.


"I don't have that much time. Tell me what you want," Arima stared at Seria. He thoroughly understood that it was her who told Jorga to call him.


"Unbelievable…" Seria muttered and Jorga smirked. "How did you get through my array? Without me noticing? And how could you transfer here so quickly? Even for someone in the Earthen Realm, it's too much. Considering you reached this realm barely a few weeks ago."


Arima grabbed a cake on the table and snacked on it.


"To be exact, it’s been more than a few months.


“Pardon?”


“I needed time to finish some of my magics, you see,” Arima replied meaningfully and Jorga’s eyes widened at the hidden connotation.


‘Time!’ He thought but didn’t say anything out loud.


“Don't mind about the details," Arima followed and glanced at Jorga with a smile. "It's been a while, big one. But you turned out to be very small right now," he jested.


Jorga laughed. "Yeah, it's been while little one. Although you're quite big right now," he responded.


This simple exchange carried a lot. In one sentence, Arima greeted Jorga, commented on his actual size and used a double sense to denounce how ‘small’ he was in front of that dryad.


Meanwhile, when Jorga answered, he returned the greeting, mentioned the difference in size, but also the disparity in power that had been set between them.


Seria gazed at the two and sat down, almost sulking.


"Hello, Arima," Lifa cheerfully waved her hand at Arima.


"Ah, we meet again, Lifa," Arima smiled and then focused on Seria. "So, who are you?"


"…I'm Seria, the dryad of this continent. It is me who demanded to call you," the dryad calmly introduced herself.


"Now that you say it, there was indeed a dryad on this continent…" Arima rubbed his chin in wonder. "What's your business with me then?"


Seria inhaled. "I'll go straight to the point. Because you made the planet move, another noticed us and now had its eyes on us. I want you to help us."


"Hm…" Arima mused. "Sure. If it's really my responsibility, it's a matter of fact that I should resolve the problem. How do you want me to help?"


"Eh?" Seria was taken off guard by how simple it was to get an agreement. She coughed and awkwardly smiled. "To be fair, I don't know. I thought that maybe someone like you would have an idea."


Arima blankly stared at her. "…Tell me one thing before I make my decision."


"Yes?" Seria raised her head and looked at him.


"That planet; is it acting on its own? And are there people remaining on its surface? You dryads should have inspected that already, right?"


"The planet, no, the Earthen God is acting on its own. To survive. There are survivors on the planet's surface, but they have long lost their reason and purely act on instinct to survive. If they ever reach this planet, it would be a disaster. Some of them are extremely strong. Stronger than me or Jorga."


"I see… I’ll resolve this for you," Arima declared and stood up.


***


Night sighed and stood up as well. He beckoned Lanya. "Make sure to give the tests for the next period. This is Arima's message for you."


Lanya wryly smiled as Night disappeared from the classroom. She helplessly shrugged and shot a sharp glare at the students who had stopped writing.


“Don’t get distracted. Don’t even think to try to slack off with me here,” she warned and it seemed pretty effective as everyone resumed their exam while sweating.


Arister observed curiously but didn’t care much as he casually filled the questions and diagrams on the paper in front of him. When he had finished, he prepared to lie back when Lanya abruptly placed a new paper on his desk.


His expression twitched and Lanya chuckled.


***


Night quietly appeared on Arima's shoulder.


"Let's go, [Resonance]," they chanted simultaneously and a dark light shrouded the two of them.


A strong wind blew inside the hut but nothing was damaged as the dryad maintained the furniture’s integrity with neutral magic.


After the dark light faded, Arima emerged with black, thin, but strong-looking scales all over his body, especially his arms. His hair grew longer and he deployed his wings while waving his tail. He looked at Seria with his crimson eyes.


"Give me the location. Take this planet as the origin point, zero if you will, and create a three-dimension grid. Horizontally X, vertically Y, and depth will be Z. Of course, with a map directed by north, south, east, and west. Tell me the location of the approaching planet based on that. 1 grade on the scale is equal to a thousand miles."


Seria was baffled by the sudden resonance and demand but she was intelligent and promptly converted everything into coordinates.


"… X: 326 Y: 405 Z: -556."


"It's closer than I thought," Arima muttered said and noiselessly disappeared.


Seria was left dumbfounded. She turned toward Jorga. "What does he plan to do?"


"Who knows. But if I had to guess, I'd say the problem now is as good as it never existed."


***


Arima reappeared in space. His wings generated a sort of red light as he flapped them although there wasn’t any air. He left an afterimage behind him and lightning traced his itinerary.


"That's funnier than I thought; not having any gravity or air resistance to deal with," Arima commented and accelerated. His usual speed was already unimaginable for a human but now he was in a friction-less space. His speed had already surpassed ten miles per second, still rapidly increasing


"{That's very true,}" Night agreed. "{But you still didn't tell me what the hell is going on. You didn’t explain anything to me.}"


"You'll understand shortly."


After a few minutes, Arima, who had already bypassed a few planets and asteroids, had finally arrived at a point where he could clearly see the threatening ashen planet.


"{So, basically, you need to take care of that thing, huh? How?}"


"Well, there’s no need to overthink it. Didn't I make a lecture about it not so long ago?" Arima smirked and his eyes flashed with a silver light.
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                A silver aura burst around Arima and the mark of the Silver Emperor shined on his back. His hair, eyes, and expression gradually changed.


"[Ecce ego dominatus rationibus imponeret meum] (Here I impose my dominance)," Arima began his incantation at the same time.


Although he didn't know exactly what kind of power he had acquired was, he could still compose of a chant to stabilize and heighten it.


"[Hoc iusiurandum] (Here I make an oath)."

"[Hic forte involvam te cum argento] (Here I destroy you with this silver)."

"[Omniformis]"


At the end of his chant, the silver light shrouded Arima’s body. His irises’ color turned into a deep purple, and his sigil gave a silver outline to his pupils. His hair grew and was painted in silver strand by strand. His scales remained black but a faint light illuminated them as if there was a source of light placed under them. The only notable change in his draconic form was the color of his wings’ webs that fluctuated between ash gray and silver.


"[Ipsum clauderent] (Close yourself)," Arima initiated a second chant instantly afterward. His voice sounded extremely overbearing and cold.


"[Captionem, Frangere, Solvere, Eliminare] (Trap, Crush, Destroy, Eliminate)."


The Silver Emperor's mark started spinning madly, at the same pace as his sigil.


"[Ratio est, unicum tuum exitium] (Your only motive destruction)."

"[Esses nisi quod ad rem] (Your existence is only for that purpose)."


Arima's eyes flashed with a cold light as he gazed at the planet coming toward him. A light blue transparent wall abruptly appeared in front of him with a single thought of his.


"[Second Destruction Art, Cavum Nigrum] (Black Hole)."


A black marble materialized in Arima's hand and he casually threw it. The marble went through the blue wall and drifted for a few seconds.


Then, it cracked and exploded into a spiral of darkness absorbing even the light originating from the stars. A massive black hole was slowly forming in front of Arima.


It expanded rapidly. It only took ten seconds for it to be even bigger than the targeted planet. If it was compared to the Earth, it would be two times bigger.


The drifting asteroids passing by were sucked in by the black hole before being reduced to nothing within its depths. The course of the ashen planet also changed and started approaching it in a straight line.


At that point, the distance between the planet and the black hole was only a few tens of thousands of miles. On the planet, the ground quaked, the rocks slowly floated up, the water at the surface was siphoned like a whirlpool and headed toward the black hole.


The inhabitants of the planet were doing their best to not be caught by the black hole’s gravitational field.


A certain individual among them raised his head and looked beyond the sky, and beyond the black hole. He spotted a blue light and a silver one behind the latter. That native's skin seemed to be made of stone and he was also very tall; around five meters.


He kicked the ground to jump and created a huge crater. He left the atmosphere of his planet in just a few seconds and rushed toward Arima. He didn’t have to use much strength to resist the pulling force of the black hole.


He arrived in a few minutes in front of the blue barrier and swung his great sword at it. But his blade surprisingly got through without any resistance as if there was nothing there. In the end, he passed through the wall and noticed that the attraction of the black hole had disappeared.


Then, he focused on what was behind. He warily observed the small man with silver hair and a draconic appearance. When he crossed the man's look, he completely froze. Those purple eyes felt like they were pulling him into the flames of hell.


He roared and space quivered. He didn't know any language. He knew he had to kill this man, but at the same time, he was aware that it was impossible for him to do so.


As he was gathering all of his magic into his sword, an energy so big that it could threaten the integrity of an entire planet, Arima pointed his palm at him and he subconsciously backed away by a step. Then, he soon realized that he couldn't move at all afterward. The fear in his heart had allowed mind magic to affect him.


Arima clenched his hand and slowly pulled what seemed to be an invisible rope. The big stone man was dragged toward him in consequence.


When he was close enough, Arima grabbed him by his throat. "Fourth Sky, huh?" He muttered and the man roared again whilst choking.


"You're strong, but not enough," Arima coldly remarked and his eyes were ignited. "[Fifth Black Art, Penitentia Conspiciunt] (Penance Stare)," he intoned and the stone man started screaming as the black hole behind him consumed his home. This was his last struggle before his death.


Arima collected his life force and cremated the body. Just like that, an individual at the Fourth Sky had died.


After resonating with Night and using the Silver Emperor’s power, Arima’s actual strength was possibly around the peak of the Fifth Sky. The scariest thing was that it still wasn't his full power. He still probably couldn’t face someone of the Heavenly Realm but it was nonetheless a terrifying power.


When the only defiance from the planet perished, it was only a matter of time. The planet continued to slowly deteriorate until the moment some large chunks began to fall apart. The lithosphere was torn off and multiple natural catastrophes occurred.


At some point, a strange white sphere, glowing in a dark blue light, was extracted from the planet’s core itself. Arima deduced that it was the essence of this planet or the heart of this Earthen God to be exact.


Natural Earthen Gods didn't possess any fighting potential. The core produced a booming sound that sounded like a death struggle before it was devoured by the black hole.


The planet ended up being nothing more than a few asteroids that were wholly eaten by the black hole along with the people on it. When the black hole finished its job, the gravitational field retracted itself but the hole didn't go away.


Arima dispelled the spatial barrier he had erected previously to resist the gravity pull and the black hole started tilting to face Arima as if it was a living being.


"Spit it out,” Arima ordered and the black hole shook.


From the center, where the gravity was supposed to be absolute, a blue mist flew out and made its way toward Arima. The latter inhaled and inhaled all of it. "[Vita Venari] (Life Hunt)," he chanted in a subdued voice and his eyes glowed stronger for a small instant.


"You can go away now," Arima stated toward the black hole. Strangely, it listened to him and shrunk until it disappeared entirely.


"{The Second Destruction Art is really scary,}" Night commented. "{Since that thing is alive, it's capable of moving across space and can also become autonomous with the life force of its victims as long as you don't take it for yourself.}"


Arima exhaled and released his silver aura. "You're right. I gave this magic sentience because it would be prejudicial to lose control of it. Like this, it can also eject the life force instead of destroying it. Two birds with one stone."


Night sighed. "{When I think of the First Art, I am remembered of what kind of monster you are.}"


Arima snickered and teleported away without any comment.


***


He returned to the Mother Tree and sat down on the couch, released the resonance, and immediately transferred Night to the PA.


"Done," Arima casually said while looking at Seria. He put a lollipop in his mouth and waited patiently.


Seria's eyes widened. He had only left for around an hour. She hurriedly grabbed a white orb that was placed on the table and closed her eyes. She linked all of the forests together and called her comrades.


Arima silently watched her and shrugged. "By the way, Jorga, don't worry. It was my fault so let's say that my debt still counts."


"Oh," Jorga’s expression brightened, then he laughed. "Fine, I will accept it with pleasure."


At that moment, Seria put the orb down and looked at Arima with a pale and anxious expression.


"…What happened? What did you do?"


Arima glanced at her. "I destroyed the planet. Nothing more, nothing less."


Seria bit her lips. "If you could do that, why didn't you just send them away? Why did you need to destroy it? Why did you kill them?"


Arima scowled at her. "What are you talking about? I asked you, right?" At these words, Seria's eyes narrowed. "I asked you if there were still people on the planet and what kind of people they were. Your response indicated that they were highly dangerous, right?"


Seria gritted her teeth. "I said that…" She clenched her hands and stared at Arima. "But why did you have to murder them like that? If you can destroy it, you could have sent it away! Why did you choose to kill them?!" She raised her voice and the dimension they were in became cold as her aura spread around.


Jorga’s eyes looked at Seria with concern and had to protect Lifa who was already frightened. Deki who standing on her shoulder glared at the dryad with palpable killing intent.


Arima reacted weakly though and just waved his hand. The aura instantly disappeared and left the dryad in total disarray. That aura was definitely around the Third Sky, but Arima brushed it away like that. He had already gone up to the Fifth Sky thanks to all of the life force he had collected. It was impossible for Seria to be a threat to him.


"What did you want me to do?" Arima asked after a few seconds of silence. "I couldn't relocate the planet without it willing to. I could have teleported the inhabitants but where could I have sent them? Even if I had convinced that Natural E-God; once again, where could I have sent them? Should I have teleported it somewhere randomly and allowed it to target another planet? There’s also the case where they wouldn’t find any place to live and slowly die in suffering."


Each time Arima said something, Seria became even paler and her mind weaker. "I took the decision to eliminate them because it was the best solution," Arima added and stood up, preparing to leave.


"…You're wrong," Seria mumbled. "You're wrong, and you're lying!" She raised her head. Tears were already condensing in the corner of her eyes. "You just didn't want to help them. You considered that it wasn't your problem. You chose the easiest and fastest method. And you made that choice without remorse. I'm sure you watched its destruction. I'm sure you heard and saw everything. Didn't you see any tears? Didn't you hear any screams? How many innocent lives did you take away today? How many children, parents, siblings, families did you destroy!?" She glared at Arima and started crying herself.


"I heard that you were someone kind. But after today," she paused and clenched her hands one more time until they bled. "I will never consider you as a good person anymore."


Arima indifferently eyed her. "I never considered myself as a good man. I'm not a hero, I'm a killer. I'm kind, but not benevolent. I'm fair, but not biased."


"Don’t misunderstand me. You're a good person. I value people like you quite a lot. I would even say I respect you. But you're not made to be a hero. That notion itself is wrong. It's impossible for a single person to be a hero. You'll never be one if someone dies while you save another. That's just a pipe dream. You can't save someone while accepting the death of another and then call yourself a hero. That's why it's just impossible to be an ally of justice. You can only be on one side of the balance at a time. Only the ignorant can become heroes," he spoke to Seria a final time and left after saying goodbye to Jorga and Lifa.


Sera lost strength in her legs and dropped on the couch. She inhaled and sighed strongly. Jorga looked at her and shook his head. "I told you, Arima is not someone to take lightly. A man this strong, can't be someone soft. It's just how it is," he said and glanced at Lifa.


"You can leave, Lifa. Leave us alone for a moment. I’ll say here for a while. I’ll return to the lake later," Jorga said and closed his eyes. He transformed into a handsome human with azure hair and eyes. He sighed and rubbed his temples.


“It’s been a while since I last took human form…” He muttered and wordlessly sat down next to Seria. Lifa smiled and nodded. She left Seria and Jorga alone.
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                Arima came back to the PA and conducted the rest of the classes with a dark mood.


"{Master, what happened?}" Lanya asked Night. "{Arima looks a bit strange since he came back.}"


Night glanced at Arima and shrugged. "{Who knows. That dryad probably said too much. It was quite easy to see what kind of person she was. Don't mind, he's just a bit irritated. He'll soon return to normal anyway. Nothing can perturb him for long.}"


"{I see…}" Lanya looked one last time at Arima and resumed the test that she herself was doing, as well. She realized that this small exam was a lot more beneficial than it appeared. The questions were not only about what Arima taught, but they also made you reflect on new theories and hypothesis. For example, at some point, she had to answer to the question; ‘What other magics could possibly be extracted from the brain?’.


Her response after some thought was healing. Arima had told them that the brain controlled virtually everything in the body and could allocate resources in different areas. She concluded that it was possible to accelerate healing speed by sacrificing stamina.


The students were also entailed to solve what is commonly called ‘magic equation’. It was basically magic circles, arrays, runes, etc... As a whole, you call that a magic formation.


Magic formation requires four procedures to work and depending on how well they are performed, the resulting magic will be stronger.


The first procedure is magic-theory-building. You simply need to constitute a sort of ‘background’ for your spell. For instance, some of Arima’s simplest magics are based on mythological or legendary figures. The more this procedure is complicated, without losing its original sense, the more the magic will be powerful.


The second procedure is rune inscribing. In short, you’ll have to transcribe your magic theory with the runes of your choice. Arima generally uses Latin. Rune inscribing carries what you could call the history of the magic. It’s crucial for the magic to work. Incidentally, runes don’t need to only be letters and symbols. It can be forms, images, or even straight-up photos.


The third procedure is mana circulation which usually involves creating a methodical path for mana to travel on the magic formation. It will mainly determine in which order the runes should be activated first. The form of the mana path can also be altered to enhance the magic theory.


The last procedure is, of course, chant weaving. Composing a chant that will not clash against the theory and will resonate with it. The longer the chant is, the fewer chances you have to lose control of your magic. But countless lines of chant don’t amount to much. Only an incantation that can effectively affect the world is worth something.


In the end, a magic equation is about decomposing the four steps and correctly perform them. It is also the first test you generally have to pass before trying to cast the concerned magic.


In the evening, when Arima finished collecting all of the test papers, he created a link to a space-time dimension and went into it with his three friends.


Once he arrived at the top of a random mountain, he summoned Karma. Night was curiously watching him from behind while crossing his arms with his wings folded. Lanya and Arister had been told by Arima to train together.


"[Primum, Secundum, Tertium, Gaudete] (First, Second, Third, Break)," Arima undid the three seals and Karma's aura covered the entire mountain. The soul weapon’s power had taken a huge leap since its owner had stepped into the Fifth Sky.


Arima unsheathed Karma and placed the scabbard next to him. He then whirled the katana and planted the blade in the ground.


"Night, you can go back. Train those two if you will. You can help them both mastering the five lowest arts," Arima uttered. "I'll call you if I need your help."


“Sure,” Night shrugged and flew off.


"[Karma, Verto]," Arima chanted and Karma started transforming. It slowly expanded as if it was inflating. The sword didn't lose its shape as a katana but it had become extremely huge. The blade was now five meters wide and fifty meters long, with over half of it buried inside the mountain.


"It'll be easier if you're bigger," Arima smiled and placed his palm on the giant blade. He closed his eyes and stopped moving. If it wasn’t because of the regular breathing and heartbeat, he could have very well been seen as a corpse.


After a few minutes of silence, glowing blue lines emerged on both sides of the blade and started spreading, forming something like a circuit board.


Arima exhaled and sat down. His mouth opened slightly as he chanted almost inaudibly and the glowing ‘circuit’ started moving in strange patterns.


The mana all around the mountain started gathering around Karma. The plants, the soil, the sky, the sun, everything was giving mana away to Karma, and so was Arima.


Small dots of light kept forming everywhere near the mountain. They were of all kind of colors; blue, white, red, black, green, purple, yellow, orange, and even silver. A stunning scene that looked like as if all the fireflies in the world had gathered there.


From afar, Night, Arister and Lanya were all admiring the phenomenon. Night observed for a moment before grinning, finally understanding what Arima wanted to do.


"Don't pay too much attention to it. It'll most likely take days for Arima to finish what he is doing," Night told to both Lanya and Arister.


"I'll play the teacher for you two. Since Arister is here, I'll go through the five basic arts again. Lanya, it's a revision for you."


"What are those arts you're talking about?" Arister asked.


"Arima's magic set, the Kind Demon's. Let's start from the beginning," Night declared and sat cross-legged with his arms crossed. He looked like an old sage beast in his dragon form.


"There are five different categories, each possessing five arts. Firstly, we have the blue arts; they are supposed to be the arts connected to fire and purification. Each art is a different flame. They are called ‘blue’ arts because of the first art being a blue flame. The fifth art of that category is Inferno. I used it once against Lanya. It's basically a fireball capable of growth."


"Then, we have the red arts; connected to nature and humans. Each art is supposed to either control the nature or possess a theory directed against humanity itself. The word 'humanity' represents a whole for Arima. It conjoins everything. Men, elves, demons, and even gods. Everything is the same for him. And that’s exactly why his magics are impartial. They are capable of affecting anyone."


"The fifth art is called Exhaurire, which translates to Drain. That's what Arima is using at the moment," Night pointed at the light spectacle going on above the mountain. "It drains mana from the surrounding nature, and living beings if there are."


"After that, we have the black arts. As the name implies, this one connects to darkness and void. The arts in that category are made to punish souls and minds. The fifth art is something Arima uses a lot; Penitentia Conspiciunt, Penance Stare. It's a spell that burns the soul while taking the memories of the victim. It can also be regulated to not take life."


"The fourth category is the white arts. They are connected to life, death, and time. It can heal, seal, and even restore. Arima said himself that the most delicate arts were the ones in the white category. The fifth art is a simple one though, it's called Sana Intrinsecus, Intrinsic Heal. The simplest you can find in the whole category. But it's still a really special magic; the magnitude of the heal depends on how much mana you use to cast it."


"And finally, we have the destruction arts…" Night paused. "It's basically, the five most efficient killing magics that Arima ever created. They can be of any element possible. As you go up in the list, the more destructive thy are. The fifth art is called Spatium Horti, the Space Garden. It’s a spatial magic already potent enough to kill me if I’m not careful," Nigh wryly said. “Can you imagine how powerful the other four can be?”


Lanya just nodded as she already knew more or less about the might of the destruction arts but Arister shuddered at the thought. Especially when he was perceptive enough to know how strong Night was. A magic capable of defeating this dragon was terrifying. And it was the weakest one. 


Night grinned and stood up. He deployed his wings and sparks appeared between the gaps of his scales.


"I'll show them to you. Arister you should first remember the chants and the flow of mana first. I’ll impart you the full magic formations afterward," he stated and a fireball formed above his hand.


"Let's go."


***


Ten days later, the ‘fireflies’ still hadn’t disappeared and were continuously being absorbed by Karma. Arima had not even moved once since the beginning of the process.


But at some point, he suddenly opened his eyes. "{Night, tell Lanya to come here.}"


Night frowned at the sudden demand. "Why…?” He muttered bemused and ultimately transmitted the message to her.


"Eh?" Lanya was greatly surprised. She didn't expect to be called at all. She quickly teleported and arrived just below the mountain since her teleportation was obstructed by Karma’s unrestrained aura. She materialized her wings and flew up toward the peak.


There, she saw the giant Karma covered by intricate mana circuits. Those circuits were all leading toward a single point, a really small blue square, situated where the center of gravity was.


"Come here," Arima beckoned and Lanya sat down next to him. "Put your hand on the blade. The rest will come to you naturally," he instructed and Lanya complied. She slowly rested her palm on the red and blue blade and closed her eyes.


She was suddenly overwhelmed by a great quantity of information. After a few seconds, she was startled to see what it was. “This is…” She finally realized what Arima was doing for ten days now.


"I suppose you know what to do," Arima smiled at her. "I'll support you. I need you to take care of the main parts while I stabilize the rest."


“I’ll do my best,” Lanya nodded and both of them started working on Karma. The latter was shining like never before because of all the concentrated energy. All of the 'fireflies' in the vicinity were swiftly integrated with the sword.


Even Arima's mana was getting sucked out by it. Since Arima had been giving it away for ten days straight, he only had a quarter of it left. Considering the size of his mana pool, it was a staggering figure.


A silver light was traveling through the blue circuits at light speed and Karma was pulled out of the ground by an ethereal force. The sword also began to shake to the point you’d think it would break. At the same time, a weird magic circle appeared in the sky. Its contents were, with the lack of a better word, quite organic.


After a few minutes like this, Karma spun and pointed its blade at the sky. Its aura was also growing with each second.


Arima and Lanya remained on the ground. During that time, Arima opened one eye and, without looking at somewhere particularly, triggered his sigil. Karma ascended and went through the magic circle clouding the sky


The entirety of the soul weapon went through the circle but didn’t emerge on the other side. Instead, the magic circle gradually gained a red hue.


Lanya sighed in relief and pressed her hand against her chest to catch her breath. She tilted her head backward to observe the changes in the magic circle. Arima waved his hand and the circle descended, it also became smaller with barely a meter in diameter.


It went down until it was covering the ground like a carpet. Arima stood up, followed by Lanya. The enigmatic circle then slowly receded and while it was gaining distance from the ground, a human figure was also forming in between.


After the circle disintegrated, the unknown silhouette had reached 1.80 meters in height. The identity of that figure was a beautiful woman with very accentuated curves, wearing a red and purple dress. Her silky long hair was of the same fiery color. She sluggishly opened her eyes and gazed at Arima with her dark crimson eyes. Her whole appearance gave off a hot-blooded but graceful impression.


"Hi, boss," she spoke up and smiled.


Arima snickered. "Hi, Karma."
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                Karma giggled and jumped toward Arima. The latter casually took a step to the side and she ended up landing behind him.


"Why did you dodge?" Karma looked back at Arima and pouted.


"Why would I let you hug me?"


Karma sulked and glared at him. "I've been with you for a century. Why can't I hug you?"


"In case you forgot, you’ve just been reborn as a woman. A hug is uncalled for."


"Hm, I wasn't just going to hug, I planned to give a kiss."


Arima stared at her with a deadpan face. "That's uncalled for."


Karma groaned and glanced at Lanya who shuddered. The former katana leaped once again, so fast that Lanya couldn't escape, and hugged her whilst grinning. "As I thought, the contact with a physical individual is a very fresh sensation," she whispered and slowly let Lanya go.


Arima sighed. "So that was your motive?"


"Yes, of course," Karma smiled as she looked around. "Where is Night? I want to see him too."


"Night, huh? He must be training with Arister right now."


Karma chuckled and kicked the ground. The sound of air’s uplift was deafening. Her speed was maybe equivalent to the tenth level.


Arima shrugged and walked to follow her. He had used a lot of his mana and was too lazy to use more power than necessary.


"Um, Arima?" Lanya came up to him from behind and raised her voice.


"What’s wrong?”


"That’s Karma, right?" Lanya asked hesitatingly. Arima smiled and nodded, which peaked Lanya’s perplexity. "How did it happen? Why did she take the appearance of a woman?"


"Well," Arima mused for a moment. "First of all, the main reason Karma has acquired a body is that she's my soul weapon and a transcendental one at that. The connection with my soul was probably enough to give her a human body when I made her sentient. As to why she appeared as a woman, it's because of you."


"Me?" Lanya was confused. "Why?"


"The reason I called you earlier was for the 'programming' process. I'll be honest with you, I'm not confident of creating a ‘sane’ personality with my own. So, I chose to let you do the main tweaks so that your spirit would be left there. In the end, our personalities mixed together and mutated into that," Arima explained and shrugged. "Well, I still don't know exactly what kind of personality she ended up with though," he added and sighed. "I'll teleport us after all."


When Arima and Lanya reappeared after the transfer, what they saw first was Karma playing around with Night in his pup form.


"Karma, stop. Please, seriously. Stop." The pup kept saying that but he seemed to not have the strength of brushing the other party off. He had been tricked into taking his wolf form and now he couldn’t run away.


"Ah, you're so cute in this form." Even though Karma was petting him and sticking her face to him, the only reaction Night showed was a frown.


Since those two were respectively a soul weapon and a soul beast, they naturally got along very well, almost like family. Perhaps calling them a couple wouldn’t be too far-fetched. And in front of Karma, Night seemed to be somewhat powerless.


In fact, technically, Karma was considerably older than him. Although she had become a human barely a few minutes ago, she had existed for a hundred years already.


"Hm," Arima observed with squinted eyes. "So, it's that kind of personality, huh?" He commented and Lanya laughed lightly. She then spotted Arister who was sitting not far, silently looking at the Karma-Night pair with a slightly heavy expression.


"What's wrong?" Lanya asked to him.


Arister glanced at her. “…That girl, who is it?"


Lanya looked at Karma and Night as they spoke with Arima through telepathy.


"That's Karma," she smiled and simply answered.


"Karma? You mean that guy's sword?”


Lanya nodded. "He used the manufacturing method of the dungeons to give sentience to her."


Arister frowned. “So that’s the reason…”


“What do you mean?”


“I feel like that girl is not human… but at the same time, she seems to be filled with life. It’s kinda weird.” He scratched his hair and bitterly smiled. “At first, I thought she was a homunculus and almost believed Arima had experimented on human lives. I guess I went a tad too far…”


Lanya gazed at Arister with an amused look. "You were worried, weren’t you? Do you consider Arima as your friend?"


“What the heck are you asking so suddenly?” Arister scowled at her. "…He practically forced me, but, yeah. I consider him a friend. At least, I know that he is someone you better make a friend of if you have the chance."


Lanya chuckled and looked at the trio 'playing' over there. “You’re right about that. Although I’m quite weak compared to them, just being their companion feels like the best thing that ever happened to me.”


Meanwhile, Night pleaded while being held by Karma. "{Arima… can’t you just help me?}"


"{You don't need to, boss, he's fine,}" Karma intruded the telepathic link between the two and replied in Arima’s place.


Night's eyes narrowed. "{How did you hear that?!}"


"{Come on Night, I'm bound to boss’ soul, so yours as well. The real question is why wouldn't I be able to do it?}"


Arima nodded whilst inspecting Karma. He had been observing her behavior to see if there was something strange but everything was perfect. She really was worthy of being described as a human.


Karma laughed wryly. "Boss, it feels quite distressing to be examined like some kind of lab rat. Although I know it’s necessary, it’s still a bit too much…"


"Don't worry. I’m finished," Arima reassured her and ignored Night's cries of help. "Now, what you need to do is to get used to your new form, and also the transforming process between the two."


"Yes, boss."


"By the way, stop calling me 'boss'. It's awkward. 'Arima' is fine."


"Sure, Arima," Karma smiled. "I was waiting for you to say it."


Night fell silent and blankly looked up at the sky, accepting his fate. ‘Wait…why am I not resisting this crazy girl?’ He inwardly exclaimed and his expression darkened. ‘Why!? I can't seem to be able to do anything to her!’


"You should let him go, he will become crazy at this rate," Arima remarked when he noticed Night's state.


Karma mused and then put Night on her shoulder as the last resort. The wolf's expression twitched, but he ultimately laid his head on her shoulder with a huff.


Arima snickered at his reaction then saw Arister and Lanya approaching. "By the way, you two, did you finish mastering the arts?"


Lanya shook her head. "I still have problems with the destruction art."


"It's the white art in my case. I never really used life or light magic before," Arister uttered and shrugged.


"Then, I'll be the one teaching you from now on," Arima stated and waved his hand at Night. "Instead, you will train with Karma. She has to master her new form. I think she can manage to go up to the first sky if she gets used to her human body."


"What?" Night blinked. "I feel like you just said something really unreasonable for some reason. Can you repeat?"


"You'll train with Karma," Arima didn’t change his tone and affirmed. Night's expression greatly suffered though.


"…Why don't you train her? Why me?"


"Why not? It's fun to see you two together, get used to it," Arima retorted and brought Lanya and Arister somewhere else.


Night slowly looked at Karma and couldn’t say anything in front of that playful smile. He groaned and jumped off her shoulder.


“Fine, I'll accompany you. But be careful, I won't go easy on you," he declared and turned into a dragon.


Karma calmly watched Night as his body slowly expanded and then smiled. "Of course, I hope you won't."


Night let out a chuckle flames escaped his mouth. "We really should pay attention as to not be contaminated by Arima’s junkiness."


"I think it's a bit too late for that, don't you think?" Karma replied and summoned a copy of herself as a weapon.


"True," Night smirked and deployed his wings.


***


"Let's start with you. Try to cast Space Garden," Arima instructed.


Lanya nodded and inhaled. She invoked a ten-meter radius magic circle then started completing the magic formation.


"[Sub finibus tuis positi] (Under your territory)."

"[Quod interitus cadunt] (Destruction will fall)."


At that point of the chant, the circle became covered by a dark blue dome. Nothing could be seen through it.


"[Crescere pulchra flores sanguinis] (Grow beautiful flowers of blood)," on the surface of the dome, several red marks appeared, representing flowers being dyed by blood.


"[Fifth Destruction Art, Spatium Horti] (Space Garden)," Lanya finished her incantation and the dome shined beautifully. But a second later, she clicked her tongue and the dome broke apart. When it had totally disappeared, the ground was hardly damaged.


Lanya sighed and faced Arima with a helpless expression. He, on the other hand, immediately understood what was wrong.


"I see… It's true that I still didn't give any lessons about space magic, so it's natural. You must be seeing space as something that distorts the environment, or perhaps something that can cut through things. It isn't quite right. You should consider 'space' in general as something that composes matter. Space magic consists of interacting with the space contained within objects."


Arima crouched and picked up a simple rock from the ground. "Look at this," he said and exhibited the rock. In the next instant, it split into two out of nowhere. "I didn't cut it per se. To be exact, I made it self-break in two. Don't think of space magic as a weapon. It's a magic that directly interacts with something and warps it."


Lanya's eyes widened and restarted the magic formation excitingly. In her head, she was reading the magic formation of the magic as she tried to apply what Arima said. This time, when she intoned her keyword, the dome didn't break and became fully decorated in dazzling red flowers.


Only when Lanya waved her hand and intentionally dispelled the magic did the dome vanish. What was left at its location was a ravaged terrain. It looked like someone had planted an incalculable number of weapons in the ground. On top of that, when the dome dematerialized, a whirlwind was formed.


It meant that there was an atmospheric depression. The Space Garden had actually cut and destroyed the air itself. If someone was in there, he would have been turned into minced meat.


Lanya's expression brightened. "Thank you, Arima," she said happily. It was exceptionally fun for her to learn new magics and theories.


Arima smiled gently. "No problem. What about you, Arister?"


"I can't control the Fifth White Art’s final result no matter what I try."


Arima crossed his arms and pondered. “It shouldn’t be possible though…" He muttered then pulled out a knife from one of his inner pockets. "It's been a while since I used these now that I think about it," he commented.


It was also true that he didn't use those throwing knives much. They were even bound to his soul and extremely powerful. If he were to give one of those knives to a normal human, he could become a small tyrant. He spun the knife around his finer and stabbed his arm.


"Hey!" Arister raised his voice and Lanya yelped but Arima didn't even frown. He leisurely smiled as he extended his bloodied arm.


"Try to heal this with the white art."


Arister stared at him as if he was crazy and sighed. He pointed his palm at Arima and channeled his magic.


"[Illic 'uno modo tantum] (There's only one way)."

"[Ad nocendum, non mutabo] (To injure, you alter)."

"[Ut sana, vos credibile] (To heal, you reverse)."


"[Fifth White Art, Sana Intrinsecus] (Intrinsic Heal)," he finished chanting and the white light that had gathered around Arima’s arm scattered.


Surprisingly, the injury had stopped bleeding and was even closed. Arima touched his arm with his right hand for a bit and his eyebrows formed a very deep frown.


Arister blinked and believed it was a good sign. "Did it work?"


Arima's expression twitched when he heard that. He turned toward Arister and 'gently' smiled.


"Huh?" Arister couldn't react in time as he was kicked in the stomach.
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                "Are you trying to cripple me or what?" Arima spat out while waving his glowing arm that he was himself healing.


Arister coughed and stood up. Arima’s kick obviously wasn’t meant to actually hurt him. "What do you mean?"


"You only healed it on the surface. You actually broke my bones, tied the veins, and twisted my nerves," Arima uttered as he finished repairing his arm. He stretched his arm. There was nothing wrong at first sight but it was still being healed inside.


"Ah," Arister understood what happened. "Sorry..."


Arima grumbled and shook his head. "I know why you can't cast it. You misunderstood the chant. Rather, you omitted an important part of the magic formation."


Arister frowned. "What do you mean?"


"The 'reverse' in the chant. You failed to realize its meaning. That word is supposed to work with time magic. Reverse means coming back. Seriously… normally, people think of time when hearing that word. But you didn’t. Didn’t you see the magic formation?"


“There are three triangles depicted on it. The one at the top has the representation of life in it, the one at the bottom-right holds light, and the one at the bottom left encircles an hourglass; that’s time. While conjuring the magic, you utterly failed to activate the third triangle and its corresponding runes.”


"Huh? That was time?" Arister was baffled. "How could I know that? I thought it was just some kind of auxiliary boost.”


“What? You don’t have hourglasses in this world maybe?”


“No… we have. But we never really considered them as a symbol of time... In the first place, time magic is said to be the hardest theory ever. The people who understood it in the whole human history can be counted on one hand. I never thought that your art had anything to do with time. Even without that, how the hell do you want me to understand time magic?"


Arima sighed. "You don't need to. That's what the set is for. You don't need to think of the theory behind the chants. As long as you understand what you're chanting and how you need to do it, it's enough. Well, Lanya certainly had a problem with the theory just now but it was because of a clash between her own grasp of space magic and mine. You don’t have to care about that. You don’t know anything about time, so it will work perfectly. The moment you add the art's rank and category before the final keyword, the theory will be automatically completed for you. Thanks to the connection the arts have with me."


Arister scowled. "Are you saying that the theory behind each art is entirely yours, and I don't need to comprehend it?"


"Yes. Thank you for repeating what I just said."


Arister blinked once. "That's cheating…"


"Well, you're also cheating now. Welcome to the club. Are you having fun since you joined?"


"…Can I try again?"


"No," Arima instantly answered. "At least not on me. Just test it later on some beasts or monsters you'll hunt.”


"Anyway, since we still have a lot of time in this dimension. I'll teach you every art until the third rank. The ‘second’ and ‘first’ arts are too much for you. Now get ready, I'll show you the magics on a smaller scale. Focus," Arima instructed and Lanya and Arister nodded.


***


Twenty days later, Arima finished imparting the arts to Lanya and Arister and had answered their questions while sparring with them. Lanya was now at the peak of the ninth level and Arister had managed to break through to the Second Sky.


Karma, who trained with Night, succeeded in entering the Earthen Realm and achieved a flawless mastery over her new body.


"Well then, let's get out," Arima declared and severed the link with the dimension. The five of them all reappeared in the Inn and sat down at a table of the restaurant. Karma was thrilled as it was the first time she would actually taste food.


From the moment she started training with Night, she hadn’t gotten the occasion to ask Arima for something to eat and her constitution allowed her to easily get through twenty days without eating. She originally was a cold weapon after all.


"By the way, Arima," Arister raised his voice as they were eating. "Why do you want to participate in the ranking competition? You even said that you would nurture a class. This wasn't in your contract with the PA, right?"


"I just wanted to do it," Arima shrugged. "If I had to spend two months working for the academy, I thought that I should at least make it interesting somehow. So, I decided to take care of a distinctive class."


Night snickered. "Are you going to create little monsters at your image?"


Arima laughed. "I hope they become little monsters. I won't expect less than that from my students. In the class I'm forming, I'm only choosing those who have great potential and talent."


"Little monsters..." Lanya muttered wryly then turned toward Arima. "Um, incidentally, is me fighting with Velvet still a thing?"


"Yeah," Arima replied while smiling at Lanya’s helpless expression. "Arister, you won't participate though."


"Of course, I won't compete with some inexperienced kids."


"What about me?" Karma asked with a full mouth as she raised her hand. Everyone looked at her and squinted their eyes. "…What? Why are you staring at me?"


"I don't even know…" Arima just abandoned the thought and coughed. "Karma, for now, just listen to my lessons, it should be enough."


"Got it," Karma nodded and resumed her meal.


Arima sighed. “Good night,” he waved his hand went to his room. Lanya followed a few minutes later and Arister stood up ten minutes after. Karma just continued eating as if her stomach was an endless void while Night waited for her with a tired expression.


Arister smirked at Night’s submissive behavior as he patiently waited. "You're already acting like her little guardian?" His voice was filled with sarcasm.


Night's expression twitched. "Just go sleep!" He snapped at him and chased him out of the Inn’s restaurant. He even released a bit of his aura which not only intimidated Arister but also scared the other customers.


When Karma was left alone with Night, she swallowed what she had in her mouth and gazed at the wolf sitting on the table. "…Why do we need to keep silent about what that woman said?"


Night sighed and stared at her. "Didn't I tell you already? Lilis advised to not do it. Even if Arima maybe doesn't care or won't be perturbed. It's still better to not say it to him. I only told you as insurance, don't you dare blurt it out."


“Hm,” Karma hummed and swallowed an entire salad. "Why are you still here though? Are you waiting for me?"


Night's patience was really put to a test today. "Yes. I. am. Do you have a problem with that?"


Karma chuckled. "Not at all."


***


The next day, when Arima reached his classroom, everyone had already taken their seats.


Behind him, Karma curiously followed and placed herself just in front of the teacher's desk. "Hi, everyone! I am Karma, Arima's…" She paused and tilted her head at Arima. "Wait, what do I say?"


Arima rubbed his eyes. "Who told you to introduce yourself like that?"


"No one," Karma bluntly answered.


"Then why are you doing it?"


"Because I thought I should. Otherwise, your students would not know me and wouldn't be able to concentrate on your lecture," she explained and Arima opened his mouth but closed it afterward. He frowned. He was irritated at the fact he couldn't refute that.


"Fine, fine, move;" Arima pushed her and gave her a chair. "Her name is Karma, she's an old friend of mine. She will just attend. Quietly. So, don't pay attention to her," Arima emphasized the word 'quietly' while he shot a look at Karma.


Arister and Night snickered while Lanya laughed a bit. Even the students were a bit amused by the scene.


 "Anyway…" Arima waved his hand and a paper appeared before every student. "These are your tests," he casually stated and all of them were shocked.


Even Ofia's eyes widened. The number of people who had taken this test numbered at least a thousand since there was a lot of people who were eager to challenge themselves and were allowed to try it and leave their paper. Now, everyone was wondering how Arima reviewed them so quickly.


"I noted what was wrong while correcting them. Revise that," Arima added and startled them even more. They possibly couldn’t know that Arima had passed an entire month in another dimension so they were dumbfounded.


"Now that this is done, let's continue with the lessons. Today we're talking about non-elementals. There's no scientific explanation for most of them. It's just theories that I will teach you. Don't forget that theories are just theories. You can find some yourself, different from mine and it would still work… As long as it makes sense, of course."


Arima snapped his fingers and seven words appeared on the whiteboard behind him, which he had never used before. "There are seven non-elemental magics. You can also call them theorem magics. We have; Mind, Space, Soul, Neutral, Life, Death, and Time."


"Then let's do it in order this time. Therefore, the first one will be mind magic," Arima declared and the corresponding word on the whiteboard was highlighted.


"This magic is usually the easiest one to grasp. But it can be very tricky and also has a lot of different uses. Mind makes reference to a being's thought process. One thing that derives from mind magic is spirit. To make it clear, there's no correlation with spirit magic."


"When people talk about one's spirit, they make reference to the manifestation of the strength, density, and threat of an individual's mind. The greater the mind, the further he can spread his spirit. For example, when using telepathy, the range depends on how far your spirit can go before losing connection with your mind. Additionally, do remember that spirit is a sort of energy in itself and the mind is what generates it.”


"Now, to explain in details what the ‘mind’ is; it's basically one's personality and memories. In a world of magic, your mind can also become a target. If someone ever gets in it, you're pretty much hopeless if you can’t overpower the intruder. But to be able to enter one's mind, the victim needs to at least be weakened or, be considerably weaker than you. I have a magic for that. It allows me to convict my opponent and take his memories," Arima smirked. "Useful stuff."


His students could only smile wryly at such words. "Well, the other practical use of mind magic is to probe and scan things. In combat, you're able to sense things clearer and better if you boost your mind. Of course, it is also used to create illusions. For that, you don't need to enter the enemy's head and you can simply invade the leaking spirit. It's more like putting a veil on one’s eyes to alternate his vision of things."


"Lastly, to use mind magic, you don't need to use it directly on the opponent's mind. As I said, you can spread it and probe the situation, but you can also create creatures made of spirit capable of inflicting damages on the mind. It’s also common to control weaker creatures to assist you."


"There's also the limit-break technique that you can perform with mind magic, but I already taught you that," Arima said and his students nodded with a smiling expression. Recalling that they had this kind of technique rejoiced them.


"Apart from all of that, there's still a lot of other uses for mind magic. Such as controlling someone, hypnosis, erasing or creating memories, and many more."


"Now, there’s a certain thing I have to teach you about this magic," Arima’s tone abruptly turned serious. "To be honest with you, it's one of my trump cards," he revealed and the students exclaimed in surprise. Even his own companions were alarmed.


"That one? Are you sure it’s okay to teach that?" Night frowned. Everyone heard him, it was also the first time the students had heard the small wolf cub speak during class.


"Yes," Arima responded confidently. "You all, mark my words. What I will impart you next is something that can be easily considered as a forbidden technique. Do you understand?"


"Yes," everyone answered in unison.


Arima was satisfied with their reaction and nodded. "Everyone holds a dark side. You must be aware of that. Negative emotions can always get the better out of us. Anger, fear, sadness, hatred, folly, and cruelty. What if someone was invaded by these emotions all at once while discarding every other?"


“There’s something I learned during my 134 years of life. Heartfelt emotions clean your blade but dull it, fiendish feelings sharpen your blade but damage it."


The students felt like they had heard something completely crazy in the middle of that sentence but couldn’t react as Arima continued his speech.


"I'm sure you get where I'm going with this. This is the ultimate choice you can make with mind magic. Discard reason and sanity to acquire power. To gain the strength that you only can obtain by falling into madness. Using everything without any inhibition whatsoever. It's nothing compared to the limit-break. Once you use it, you can be sure that you won't last more than a few minutes."


"Every emotion you hold deep down, whether they are dark or bright, when you use this technique, they will get consumed as you're bound to destroy yourself and everything around you at the cost of your sanity," Arima paused and grinned. “Your magic and physical output will be boosted by at least 500%. You will lose fear, pain, and will heal at the cost of your life energy.”


"There's an unpretentious name for that technique. Berserker Scriptor Semita, the Berserker's Path."
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                The students broke out in a cold sweat because of the effects of that technique. If it was real, then it would be awfully scary. What if this technique ended up in the wrong hands? Something like that could basically be considered as a sort of suicide bomber. Even a weak villager could become a threat with such magic.


"Of course," Arima's voice jolted them. "I'm not telling you this because I want you to use it. I will teach you this technique for only one purpose. To survive. If one day, you have no choice but to bet your life, maybe this technique will help you."


"The Berserker's Path is not really a technique that kills the user. But it has a good chance of crippling you. Depending on the severity of the injuries, or the intensity of your madness, you might even be able to resist all of the side effects."


"At a later date, I'll teach you the formation for this technique. But I forbid you to try to understand it alone. Unless you want to go mad and be killed as a result,” he warned and his students earnestly nodded. Their choice was instantly made. They didn't want to die by doing something so stupid.


“Lastly, I forbid you to divulge this technique to the world," Arima’s voice suddenly turned cold and everyone shivered. For a moment, the whole room became filled with a dreadful aura and every recording crystal present was partially wiped. “I just cast a curse on you. If you voluntarily try to speak about it, you’ll die in the worst case.”


Arima’s words pierced the students’ ears like a needle and they all paled. Lanya, Karma, Arister, and Night weren’t surprised at all and took those precautions as granted.


“Only Ofia among you has the right to impart it from now on. I trust her to give it to worthy people,” Arima added and Ofia and breathed in as the huge responsibility fell on her.


“I understand. I swear to even hide it from my family if necessary.”


"Good. This is all I have to say concerning mind magic. Do not forget though that magic theory is still possible with non-elementals. But you’ll have to reflect about it yourselves. Anyhow, the next one on the list would be space. Before I tell you what you can do with space magic, I need to explain to you what it is."


"Well, 'explaining what space is' is kind of a grand way to say it. I don't really know what space is exactly. I'll just teach about the theory which works the best for me."


"First of all, most people tend to see space from a very narrow-minded approach. What I mean by this is that they think of space as a force that surrounds them and which they can employ. That's a wrong way to see it. It's more exact to say that space is the world itself and it does not surround you at all. Humans are part of it. When using space magic, you cause a deformation somewhere in the world. You don’t actually control something to attack.”


Arima waved his hand and the outline of a human body appeared in the air. Afterward, the transparent silhouette became filled with dark blue circles.


"Take these circles as the ‘space’ within us. If I were to use magic to interact with it, this would happen," the blue circles in the hologram joined together to form a bigger circle. It flashed and suddenly moved at high speed from one place to another, leaving blue traces behind.


Arima snapped his fingers and the spheres disappeared. Then, the human figure slowly crumbled into numerous cleanly cut pieces. The students raised their voices at the phenomenon.


"There's also this case," Arima followed and the projection changed. This time, the silhouette was surrounded by blue lights. "The circles here are the space contained in the world around you.” A portion of the circles started gathering together and formed a sort of blade that chopped apart the silhouette.


"Note that space can theoretically destroy everything since the world is built on it. With space magic, you can also create a similar effect to a black hole by creating a sort of shredder and pulling people in," Arima declared and demonstrated it on the projection.


"Well, what I just talked about is basically how to use space magic as a weapon. Let's continue with something else. Transfer, and teleportation."


"Let's begin with what we call a wormhole. The concept is pretty simple. It consists of connecting two different places with space magic through a sort of tunnel. In that tunnel, space is distorted and the actual distance between the entrance and the exit is something like a billionth of the real distance."


Arima waved his hand a new image was projected behind him. Actually, two different images appeared. One was a tunnel that looked like it was squeezed in the middle and the other was similar, just that the tunnel was connecting two points which were both placed on the same folded surface.


"The first example here is what I just described to you. The second one is another possible representation of a wormhole. Let me show you a little 'experiment’. Take a piece of paper and draw two symmetrical dots based on a vertical axis. Then trace a line connecting them. Each dot embodies a specific location while the paper represents our dimension itself. And the line between the two dots is the distance you would have to travel if you decided to go from one point to the other."


"Now, what I want you to do is to fold that piece of paper in two," Arima instructed and the students did as they were told.


"When you have folded the paper, take a pen or something of the sort, and pierce the folded paper with it, so that it goes through the two dots you drew earlier," Arima said and everyone finished the 'experiment'.


"There you go. It’s done," Arima smiled and the students looked puzzled at the result they had in front of them. Only some of them reacted differently. Especially Balan, the elf who had mastered space and life magic.


"Some of you already understood. But let me recapitulate. The paper is our world, the dots are two different places, the line between is the path. Finally, if you compare the hologram, the pen is the wormhole," Arima explained and everyone finally understood what they had in hand.


"That hypothesis is basically this. When you distort the space-time dimension, you make two locations superimpose in the fifth dimension, which is a sort of unperceivable layer of the physical world, then connect them with a short tunnel."


"Well, it's always better to know different theories so I showed you this. But the theory I will develop more is the other one. Much simpler, since it's just the tunnel itself," Arima stated and mused.


"For convenience, let's call those small spheres ‘space particles’. Now, I want you to imagine a tunnel made of those particles," Arima said and a new illustration replaced the previous images of a wormhole. It was a perfectly straight tunnel without any variation to speak of. It was a perfect cylinder.


"Now, we need to get a wormhole from this. You have to picture the space particles being pulled toward the very center of the cylinder."


The projection gradually changed. The cylinder was ‘shrinking’ at its middle as if it was being compelled by an external pressure.


"The cause of this phenomenon is the space particles which the cylinder is made of. They are getting close to each other, trying to gather a single point in the center. Thus, the walls are pulled inward and everything else is stretched. In the end, the original structure is kind of saved and we end up with this."


Arima waved his hand and zoomed on the projection. The cylinder had turned into the typical tunnel you call a wormhole. "Due to the 'compression', the ‘shrinking’, and the 'stretching’, the wormhole is able to connect two places with a smaller path than normal. You can also say that the efficiency of a wormhole depends on how much you stretch it."


The students were overwhelmed by the theory and could only listen agape while scratching their hair.


"Evidently, the thing you all must be wondering about now is what happens to a human when he passes through this. Well, watch this," Arima pointed at the projection. At the same time, the room was plunged into darkness.


At one of the entrances of the wormhole, a human figure emerged. With his appearance, the space particles were once again visible. The human advanced and took the first step into the wormhole. And, although it was really faint, the blue spheres inside his body moved a bit.


After that, with each step, the space particles in the human’s body slowly got closer to each other, with the belly as the center of attraction. Hence, he started shrinking along with the deformed walls of the wormhole.


The students exclaimed in surprise when they saw that. They finally understood. In short, the already shrunk wormhole will affect the space particles entering it to match its current state.  As Arima said earlier, humans are part of space. Then, obviously, along with the space particles, the body would also be minimized and stretched while going through the wormhole.


As they were thinking this, the human was already at the exit of the wormhole. He had traveled through the narrow section very quickly.


Arima smiled and snapped his fingers. The hologram was dispersed as light illuminated the classroom again. "Wormholes can be very useful. Since it’s a pure physical transfer, you can even directly send back the opponent's magic. It’s also how I teleported at first. People who work on space magic should have used this at least once. Of course, the magic can be cast even if you don’t understand the theory behind it, but the magic in itself won't give satisfying results and even could be dangerous."


"Next. What I will talk about now is ‘true’ teleportation. Not a ‘bridge’ between two locations. Don't worry, it's not that complicated,” Arima said then smiled wryly. “As long as you have magic at your disposition of course."


He created another projection of a human shape filled with space particles. "The teleportation I'm referring to is something we can call biological separation. In other words, you separate your physical body into several parts, move it while it’s in a semi-ethereal state, and rebuild it somewhere else."


"As to how it works, I think an image is better to describe it," he said and pointed at the projection.


The space particles suddenly froze in place and then started to vibrate strongly. The human figure slowly transformed into a blue light composed of many separate dots. Then, those dots flew off and reconstructed the body somewhere else.


"Easy, right? Well, scientifically speaking, teleportation is achievable but it’s impossible to use the theory of space to do it. Magic is magic in the end,” Arima shrugged.


“Anyway, this is the fundamental way of teleporting someone or something, and it's also the fastest. Because, yes, even teleportation isn’t actually instantaneous. It's just that space particles, or molecules and atoms if you prefer, travel even faster than light. It's most likely impossible for anything in this world to be instantaneous."


"That's all for teleportation. But there's still a huge subject we have to talk about regarding space magic; storages. Well, it's a different concept, but it shares similarities. For instance, when you want to expand the size of a room, it's the opposite of the wormhole. You have to make the space particles recede from each other."


"Therefore, to make spatial bags or containers, you can do the same thing, or you can also shrink the objects before storing them. Your choice."


"That's not the main type of storage of though. The one I want to talk about is this one," Arima said and extended his arm. A shadow covered it and a banal sword appeared in his hand. He lifted it and showed it to his students. "That's what I call self-supplied storage. 'Self-supplied' because it's the caster himself that gives a place for the objects to be stored."


"Storages are often combined with elemental magic. Because with just space magic, you have nowhere to send the objects. You need a 'place' to store it. So, you use elemental magic. To be exact, you use magic theory to create a separate dimension then send objects in it through space magic. I personally use darkness as an intermediate because the theory is perfect for this kind of thing. Also, usually, the size of the storage depends on the size of the mana pool.”


"Well, there are actually other ways to create a separate storage," Arima affirmed and chuckled ominously. "And I'm sure some people died because of it."


"Huh?"
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                "There are some people who choose their soul, bodies, or even minds to create a separate storage. Of course, it's not impossible. Especially for the soul one, it's a good option. I hesitated to use it myself. It's the safest, most efficient, and the size just depends on the size of your soul. But the only problem is that you can’t put many things in it since it’ll put a toll on it past a certain limit. The mind one is something else. If you mess up you may end up with a perpetual headache. But it’s indeed possible to derive a storage from the theory of spirit."


"The real problem is with the body method. There's a lot of people thinking it's a good idea to imagine their bodies as the separate storage or a gate to it. But they don't know how it works. When they store something in their bodies, the objects will literally appear in their bodies, in a miniature form."


"At the end, when there's too much," Arima spread his arms. "Boom," he casually smiled and the students paled. "If some of you are using that, you really should abandon it. Unless you want some objects to lock your veins or arteries, damage your organs until you die, and then recover their original size and destroy your body from the inside."


Arima said and everyone shook their heads madly. The ones who used this type of storage once were already sweating and taking out everything they could have stored.


"Don't make a mess, please. But, well, that method can be useful in a certain way. If you’re bold enough, you can try to miniaturize sturdy materials to act as a sort of inner shield. Okay, I won't speak any more about space. I pretty much mentioned everything there was to know."


"It's the end of this period anyway," Arima stood up and the students nodded as they tidied their books. Except the twenty or so students he had gathered until now, the forty others left.


As the people were leaving, a cat-girl from Arima's group raised her hand. "Do you have a question, Melody?" Arima looked at her and asked. She was one of the talents he had picked up; an expert with earth magic and a gentle kid.


"Hm, I wanted to talk with teacher about something," she replied shyly.


Arima peered at her. "What is it?"


"I wanted to ask if teacher had heard about the latest rumors?"


"Rumors?" Arima frowned and tilted his head. "What is it? I'm sorry but I didn't pay attention to the news these days."


"Oh, are you talking about those 'deviants'?" Arister exclaimed and Arima glanced at him. Karma, Lanya, and Night also started listening.


"Yes," Melody nodded. "The rumor says that lately, there are apparitions of strange creatures in the night that attack innocent people. People started to call them deviants," she explained and the other students nodded, they had heard the same thing.


"One of our knights made a report about that rumor. But we have no proof at all," Ofia said.


Arima circled his desk and sat down on the chair, which he rarely did. "Are you sure it isn't a prank or a farce that went out of control?"


It was Lena who refuted him. "No, I don't think so," Arima was slightly surprised and looked at her. "For a simple rumor to spread like this, to the extent where the King hears it, it's not something random and should not be overlooked," she said with a grave tone. She seemed to possess a strong sense of justice.


"But if it's like that, then the royal family should have sent people to investigate it, right?" Isla shared her thoughts and Ofia nodded.


"We did, but for now, there's no result. As I said, we never found a proof that this rumor is true or false… Teacher, what are your thoughts?" She asked and everyone focused on Arima.


He sighed. "Well, from what I just heard, I can deduce three things. Firstly, this rumor has apparently a high chance of being true, as it already spread that much, as you said. We can also consider that there's a lot of victims already. For a rumor to spread, you need the foundations to be solid, meaning that there are enough disappearances for a rumor that big to appear."


“Secondly, if it's true, then they are not acting mindlessly. Spreading a rumor this much, but not finding a single hint about the source is very strange. It means that someone is erasing every trace and eliminating any witness. Apparently, they also have the aptitude to avoid soldiers."


"Thirdly, if this whole thing is true and the previous point is indeed valid, then that means there's a motive. It would mean that there is someone behind the curtains to which the killing of innocents has any sort of benefit. If it's to engender panic, it would be completely stupid to erase their traces, so it's not that."


Up to this point, the twenty students were already astounded by Arima's analysis.


"The other thing we could consider would be a murdering madman. Although it's not as if people like that don't exist, it's very unlikely. Then, the last idea I can come up with is that there is some reason, an advantage or a profit, to killing these people. Maybe it's also a way to do something."


"You said strange monsters. It can't be actual 'monsters' since it's very hard to control them. Even if you do it with mind magic, it's impossible to not leave any trace like this. So, let's call them, as you said, deviants. There're different ways to create this kind of creature. Darkness magic, death magic, life magic, and soul magic. These are mostly things I still didn't teach you about, but I can tell you that it's possible to create such creatures with it."


"With death magic, it's possible to curse a body to make it transform into something else, not necessarily an undead though. With life magic, you can directly change the composition of a body and even create a new one. With soul magic, you can make an artificial intelligence and transfer them into a corpse or a doll. With darkness magic, you can use the theory of, what people like to call, the underworld."


Arister’s eyes narrowed. "Hell?" He muttered and the students shuddered. The mention of that word in this context was terrifying.


"Yeah, that’s one option," Arima answered. "I don't know if the place we call Hell actually exists, but if Heaven is a thing, then the opposite is not impossible at all. In any case, either darkness magic or death magic, or perhaps both, could maybe form a path between here and there. It doesn’t have to be Hell per se, but with that kind of theory, you could very well summon imaginary monsters and demons."


"Anyway, if that rumor is actually true," Arima’s eyes fell on Ofia. "You all have a really big problem on your hands. It would mean that someone is planning a large-scale ritual and strike this city from inside,” Arima smiled and stared at her meaningfully. “Tell me, who were those people that targeted you last time?"


Ofia trembled and instantly stood up. "Please excuse me," she bowed and directly left the classroom in haste. Lena followed after her.


Afterward, Melody along with every student, Lanya, Arister and Night stared at Arima. Only Karma was kind of laid back and didn't care.


Arima laughed lightly and waved his hand. "Don't worry, I'm sure they will take care of it in time. Anyway, as long as I am a teacher, at least this school will never fall and none of my students will get hurt. Don't mind," he said to calm them.


"Well it's time for the next period," Arima declared and everyone listened to the next lesson with heavy hearts, but they quickly were appeased.


***


The same day, at the Inn.


"Arima, maybe I need to tell you. When I received Ares's inheritance, I learned about Hell," Arister suddenly said.


Arima's eyes widened. "Are you serious?"


"Yes," Arister affirmed and everyone looked at him.


"Does Hell really exist then?" Lanya asked.


"Yes, Ares managed to leave an inheritance with some of his knowledge so I can say, it exists. But it's not as you may think it is. Hell is not really a place where the dead goes, nor it is a place for redemption," he paused. "Well, actually, it might be close to the latter."


"What do you mean?"


"The ones admitted in Hell are atypical people that possessed some power while they were alive, and also were extremely lucky to be caught by Hell.”


“Lucky?”


“Yes. If one is lucky, well, or unlucky enough to have his soul and mind saved by Hell, they have a chance to resurrect. But most of them become crazy because of Hell's environment. It's not called Hell for no reason. Apparently, it's an infinite land of despair. The legend says that if you survive long enough there, you'll have a chance to be revived," Arister explained.


"Did Ares go there?" Night inquired.


"No, he got that information by someone who claimed to have escaped Hell. That person told that he had been fortunate. He hadn't been in Hell for a long time but a portal formed not far from him one day, which allowed him to escape."


"I see," Arima mused. "So, a portal to the underworld is really possible, huh?"


"Yes, probably."


"Well, as long it's a place existing somewhere in this plane, I'm confident in reaching it with the Second White Art," Arima claimed.


"The Second White Art?" Lanya and Arister raised their voices at the same time.


"It's basically an ultra-range transfer magic. The places it can bring you to are only limited by your imagination. But still too dangerous for you to handle," Night explained.


Arima pondered for a few seconds then summoned a small cat in his palm. "Anyway, for now, I'll just mobilize some familiars across the entire city. I'll soon know what those deviants are."


Karma laughed. "As expected from you. Always so practical."


"Is that a compliment?"


She smirked. "Of course, it is.”


Arima rolled his eyes and stood up. "I'll stroll around the town for a while. I'll put around ten thousand familiars, it should be enough."


Lanya and Arister almost fell from their seats when they heard that number.


"How do you plan to control that much familiars?" Arister asked with a twitching expression.


"I developed a parallel thought magic recently. Although the created 'minds' don't possess a big capacity compared to the original one, it should be enough to control familiars.”


"Teach me that magic!" Lanya and Arister both shouted.


"Next time," Arima said and teleported away.


For an hour after that, he visited every corner of the city whilst leaving familiars behind him. He then constructed numerous parallel minds and linked them together. They were all small animals or insects capable of camouflage. Cats, dogs, mice, rats, spiders, birds, and many others, except some; especially centipedes. Each familiar was even ordered to destroy them completely if they ever met one.


"Do you realize you're bullying insects that never did anything to you?" Night remarked while resting on Arima's shoulder.


"I don't care," he responded and Night sighed in helplessness. "Should be enough…" Arima mumbled and sat down on the roof. He laid down on his back and gazed at the sky, admiring the stars. Night jumped on his chest and sat there.


"What? You're star-gazing now?"


"Well, it was a hobby of mine when I was a kid," Arima answered and closed his eyes. "I'll sleep here tonight. The familiars will alert me if something happens," he added and Night hummed before going to sleep.
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                “|| Year: 2039. Location: Planet Earth, NA. ||”


Under a starry sky, in the middle of the night, a small baby was sleeping in a Moses basket. The latter was sited in front of a huge building surrounded by tall steel ramparts.


If you looked closely, you would be able to see red dots of light flickering on the upper half of the walls. These inconspicuous red dots kept moving from one side to the other and some of them pointed at the small baby like eyes staring at a prey.


The cold wind of the night blew and the baby shivered unconsciously, at the same time, one of the ramparts suddenly moved and opened like a sliding door. A woman wearing a nurse outfit approached the basket and looked at the baby in it.


There was a single nameplate with the infant, it said 'Arimane'. Nothing else. The woman contemplated. She looked around and sighed.


"Honestly… leaving a baby like this is way outdated," she muttered and grabbed the basket with the baby inside.


"Hey, little guy, I'm sorry but you'll have to bear with us," the woman whispered. When she saw the baby sleeping peacefully, she smiled softly and brought him with her inside the ramparts.


When she went past the outer wall, the eye-like dots stopped staring at the baby and resumed their inspection of the surroundings. Once the opening on the rampart closed, the nurse ended in a pretty garden. She followed a stone path, passed by a few lakes and reached a sort of modern building. It appeared that the propriety was quite vast and that building was just one of the smallest located on the outskirts.


When the woman entered the well-lit hall, she directly went to the reception. She carefully put down the basked on it.


"It was this child who was spotted by the ‘watchers’," she told to the man sitting behind the reception. He had a really sharp and cold expression, his eyes showed that he had seen a lot in his life. He was cleaning a handgun when he was addressed.


He stood up and inspected the baby. "Who would abandon a child this way nowadays?" He uttered. "And just in front of this establishment of all places," he shook his head and took the nameplate in his hand. "Should I consider this as his first name?"


"I think so," the nurse smiled and nodded. "Well, I have matters to attend, please take care of this child." She bowed and walked away.


The man shrugged and pulled the baby out of the basket, then put him down on a blanket he spread out on the counter. He took a small square device and placed it above the infant.


A small circle opened up on the device, like the lens of a camera. A blue laser scanned the baby in less than a second and the lens instantly shut down. After a few seconds, the other side of the device projected a screen and the man looked at it. He read all the information that appeared on it.


"Oh?" He was quite surprised. "He's a tough kid. It's rare to see a baby having this kind of body resilience. It's like his body is ahead of a few years," he commented and turned around to connect the device to a computer on the desk.


He started typing on a very thin keyboard that seemed to be tactile. On the thin screen, a record appeared with the information about the baby's scan and a picture of him. "Fifteen months, huh?"


When the name case was underlined on the screen, he looked at the nameplate one more time before typing what was on it. When he registered the file, a message appeared on his screen. It looked like a sort of metal plate.


He tapped on the screen once and a machine not far started working. It looked like a printer and what came out was a small identification plate with something engraved on it.


The man took it, hanged it around a small chain and put it around the child's neck. After that, he sighed and put back the baby into the basket and carried the latter out of the mansion.


While he was carrying him, the plate shook and was illuminated by the moon's shine.


<14.12.2037 >

<Arimane>

< -------- >

<AS. Forces. PC>

<Joined: 18.03.2039>


It was a dog tag.


***


"A soldier, huh?" Lilis muttered after looking at the scene unfold. "Well, it isn't that surprising… That establishment; is it an orphanage or some kind of military institution?" She wondered. "Did his parents leave him there on purpose?"


She kept thinking while she continued watching.


***


The man brought Arima to another building. This one was massive compared to the previous one and in contrast, the outside looked like a sort of medieval castle with stone façades.


When the man arrived at the doors, he knocked twice. Then, an intercom appeared on the wall next to the doors. He placed his hand on it and opened his mouth. "It's me, Moria." The doors immediately opened and he entered.


Surprisingly, the entrance was quite small and just led to a normal corridor. The interior though was a lot cleaner in contrast to what the exterior could let you think. After just a few seconds, an old woman arrived from one of the doors and smiled at the man. "Sir Moria, what happened?"


Moria showed her the basked he carried with him. "We found him during my shift so I came myself to hand him. I already tagged him," he said while giving Arimane to the old woman.


She received the basket with widened eyes. "This is intriguing. Why would someone do this?"


Moria shrugged. "I have no idea. The weirdest thing is that the watchers only reacted to him and there’s no image whatsoever of someone putting him in front of the ramparts," he replied and the old woman looked at the baby perplexed.


Moria turned his back and prepared to leave when he recalled something. "Ah, right. He had a nameplate on him. It was written 'Arimane' on it. I don't know what kind of parents would give the name of a demon to a child," he snickered and left the mansion.


"Arimane…" The old woman muttered while staring at the baby. "Ahriman, huh?" At that moment, the infant opened his eyes and gazed at the old woman.


She was a bit startled by the look in those eyes. It's not like it was sharp or cold. He was just a child after all. But hey were far too calm. Those silver eyes were not looking at her in fear of the unknown, but they were trying to probe into her identity. It was pure and bare curiosity.


She took him in her arms and smiled. "You’re a really smart child, aren't you?" She spoke and Arimane tilted his head which made her laugh.


"Let's go then," she declared and brought him to a certain room of the ‘castle’. On her way in the corridors, some women and men staff greeted her politely, and there were even soldiers among them. They all asked about the child she was carrying. The latter was always staring at them as if he was trying to see through everything.


At some point, the old woman reached a particular room. Inside, there were a lot of small beds with babies ranging between one year and four years old. She put Arimane on an empty one and placed the Moses basket beside him. Arimane sat down and looked around in confusion.


The old woman chuckled. "This place is an orphanage, a military one, made to welcome children without parents and raise them into soldiers. We're living in this kind of world now. Don't worry, life here is pretty good even if it's strict."


She knew that the boy wouldn't be able to remember her words, but when she saw the child looking around with unnaturally smart eyes, she couldn't help but explain.


Arimane looked at her once before lying down and closing his eyes. She felt amused and quietly left the room. The seemingly intelligent kid fell asleep soon after.


The next day, a young lady entered the room to wake the children up. She took care of each and every one of them. When she saw Arimane, she was a bit surprised and swiftly glanced at the document she had with her. "Ah, so it's you the new entry from this night."


She then changed his clothes like the others. After that, the children who could walk were told to go to the usual place and they walked out first.


"I have to carry the others, huh?" The lady complained then looked around and widened her eyes when she saw Arimane standing perfectly.


"You, you're just one year old, right?" She muttered and Arimane tilted his head like he was oblivious of anything.


The woman smiled and shook her head. "Follow me then," she said while carrying another kid and left the room. Arimane mused, then carefully followed her.


After a minute, they had arrived at a totally new room with a vast area and a high roof. It was full of children, toys, and kid books. There even was a TV. Of course, there were also some adults monitoring them.


The woman who brought Arimane here put down the kid she had in her arms in a certain zone for children below the age of four. "You can join them and play, the first lessons will begin soon," she told Arimane and left to fetch the remaining children.


Arimane looked around interestedly and approached a bookshelf. He blinked and chose a book before sitting by letting his body fall on the ground. When he opened the book, he saw letters and words but couldn't understand them.


But above each word, there was an image. He looked up and down between the word and the image numerous times. It was the word 'chair' with the corresponding image. Arimane raised his head and observed his surroundings. He spotted a small chair just like the one he saw on the book.


He stood up and touched it. He sloped his head and kept touching it with a confused expression. After a minute of contemplation, he finally decided to sit on it.


After that, he reopened the book and continued to read it. He was sure that the word corresponded to the image, but he had no idea as to how he should pronounce it. He just started memorizing the letters.


Not that far from him, a woman who was working on some papers remarked the child's strange demeanor. When she observed him for a few minutes, she smiled gently.


"What are you looking at?" Another staff sitting at the same desk asked her.


"That child over there is pretty funny. He's trying to read although he never learned before and he isn’t giving up."


"Hm, that's impressive. He should be around one year old. He must be quite smart."


"Yes, I think so too."


Meanwhile, Arimane kept memorizing each word and their meaning as much as he could for an entire hour. He did that on two different books before a middle-aged man arrived in the room and set up a blackboard in the center of the room.


He got the attention of every child thanks to the staff looking after them. Every kid there was at least one year old. They weren't that smart but they still knew when to listen. But some would still wander and cry from time to time of course.


"I'm going to teach you the phonetics, please listen," the man announced. The older kids understood what he was talking about, but the younger ones were a bit dazed.


Only when the man started writing letters on the board did they react. Especially Arimane. His eyes sparkled when the man began to give sounds each time he pointed at a letter or a group of letters. He attentively listened.


The woman who marked him earlier smiled when she glanced at him. It was the same for the old lady that brought him during the night. She was standing near one of the room’s doors as she watched him. She left after a few minutes though.


Thus, Arimane's daily life began that day.


***


Back to the present. 


On the PA’s roof, Arima pulled something off his neck that had come with him to this world along with his clothes and lifted it toward the starry sky. It was his dog tag with his full name, 'Arimane Blade', engraved on it.


But there was something else with it. It was actually a dual tag. And on the second plate, another person's information was printed on it and the family name was the same.


Arima let it reflect the moonlight for a moment then put it back. It was strangely hidden by the fabric of his clothes. Night took a glimpse of it before falling asleep.

            

    
        81. ''Homunculus?''

    
    
    
    
                The next day, Arima woke up on the roof and yawned. He jumped to stand and stretched his limbs.


"My familiars didn't detect anything, huh?"


"…Yes," Night replied with a delay after he almost was thrown away when Arima hopped so suddenly. Now, he was grabbing his shoulder from the wrong side.


"What are you doing?" Arima asked and Night groaned. "Still, I deployed ten thousand of them, how did I find nothing? Or maybe nothing happened this night?"


Night sighed after he was back on Arima's shoulder how he should be. "Maybe. Is that number still the same at least?”


"I checked already. None of them has been destroyed," Arima declared and jumped down from the roof, directly landing in one of the academy's courts. Fortunately, there was no student there. He then directly headed toward his classroom.


"In the end, what do you think they're planning by performing mass murder?" Night inquired when they arrived at the class.


"I don't know," Arima responded and sat down on his seat. "It’s undoubtedly a magic theory that needs the sacrifice of a great number of lives. Well, the first thing that comes to mind is a curse, a large scale one, or maybe something like a plague."


"A curse, huh? Anything else?"


"I don't know, there's not a lot of magics which need a grand scale sacrifice. Well, they could try to summon some evil god or something but I can’t predict what that would produce. One thing is certain though. If it's the preparations to some sort of ritual, then it's definitely not something good for this city," Arima said and yawned. "Ah, damnit, I'm still tired."


Night sat down on the desk. "You look like you don’t care."


"Nah, it's not like that. I mean, I think I'm still human enough to not ignore a mass murder happening right in front of me and the deaths it could cause in the future. But, you're right, it's not even my world, not my duty, and I don't need to help them. But I'm still teaching in this school you know? It would be inconvenient for the city to be attacked or destroyed. Don’t you think so as well?"


Night dryly laughed. "Of course."


An hour or so after that, the first students arrived. When they arrived, they also spotted Arima sleeping on the seat with Night blankly staring at him.


Ultimately, it was Isla who approached Arima discreetly and woke him up. For that, she suffered a cold and annoyed look but it was worth the surprise she gave to Arima. Normally, she shouldn’t have been able to even get near him but at that time, Arima’s mind had been temporarily scattered because of the ten thousand parallel minds he was regulating.


Isla then went to her seat with a very awkward laugh.


Soon after, Ofia and Lena stepped inside the classroom. Both of them had a heavy expression. When she entered, Ofia promptly went toward the teacher's desk. She gazed at Arima who was waiting for her to say something.


But even after a minute, they were both silent and looking at each other.


"Hey, am I supposed to talk first or what?" Arima finally spoke and Ofia trembled.


"Hum, teacher… if I asked you, would you help our city?"


Arima's expression twitched and he poked her with his finger. Ofia looked wide-eyed while rubbing her forehead. "Give me some context, silly kid."


Ofia wryly laughed while her sister also smiled when she looked there. "The results from the investigation about the attackers you saved us from last time. We got them."


"My brother said he felt like they had no emotions when he fought them," she said and Arima nodded. “When we autopsied the bodies, we indeed found out that they were artificial bodies infused with a soul. They had different limbs on their body and even their organs didn't match the others."


"Homunculus?" Arima remarked and Ofia affirmed.


"Yes. From what we know, there aren’t many people capable of doing that kind of work. Much less someone who wants to harm us. In the end, our research spread to the nearest continent, Firnea. We are also aware that its King doesn't want us any good… But the biggest piece of news we got was that two people who were on that continent were summoned and hired by him."


"One was a Z rank mercenary, Arister Zeola," Ofia disclosed and Arima glanced at the actual Arister on the side.


"You don't need to worry about him anymore," Arima said and Ofia slowly nodded.


"I understand. As for the second individual, his name is Ojure Karez."


Arima hummed. "What a weird name."


Ofia bitterly smiled. "Yes, but that person is really a problem. He once visited the Main Land. He is an extremely talented necromancer and healer. He's an expert in everything related to life and death."


"Oh, interesting. So, you're saying that Firnea is planning to defeat you with the help of that man and his expertise, right?"


"Yes," Ofia nodded.


"Then we can also consider that those ‘deviants’ are homunculus too. So, you asked me if I would help you, huh?"


Ofia nodded again, with a very earnest expression. Arima smirked. "Don't worry. As long as I am on this continent, you can expect that I will lend a hand."


Ofia sighed in relief and smiled. "Thank you."


"Sure. Now go take a seat. If you want to protect your city, you'll need to learn how to protect yourself at least," Arima waved his hand and Ofia bowed before going to her seat.


Ten minutes later, everyone was here. Lanya and Karma arrived together, laughing with each other. It was without saying that Arima and Night shivered when they saw this.


The former stood up and sat on his desk. "Well, good morning. Today, I guess you already know what I will talk about. The next one on the list is soul magic," he stated and everyone confirmed with a nod.


"What can I say about the soul…?" Arima muttered to himself. "First of all, you need to know that the two things composing a human are his mind and soul. The two don't have any actual direct connection but can't work properly without the other."


"There’s a question that comes back a lot in my homeland. Where is the soul? There's a lot of different opinions. Most people just say that the soul is connected to our body and doesn't have any real emplacement since it's our life itself. Other say it's distributed among different parts of the body and others say that everything is in the brain."


"To be honest with you, I don't have an idea of what is true and it isn’t really important. The only thing you need to understand is what the soul is and its difference with the mind. The latter represents our thoughts and emotions. Basically, it's what you learn during your life. Your memories and knowledge."


"Soul is a bit different. It's the essence of your life, it's what makes you live. It’s both your life energy and life force. The soul is unique and is usually defined as your personality by your mind."


"Let me give you an example. From your birth to your death, you learn and experience things with your mind. Everything that you saw in your life will be carved in your soul as your personality. Then, imagine you die, and your soul is reincarnated. You reappear in the body of another, with no memories, but the personality engraved on the soul will remain."


"As a result, the newborn who possesses your soul will have the same personality as you had before you died. But the mind will be different from the previous and will have the possibility to alter this blank soul again in the future."


Arima smiled. "Well, this is essentially the relation between the soul and the mind. You should also know that the former is used to identify a person with what you call a soul imprint. It’s said that gods differentiate humans through their soul imprint. There’s also the fact that a person with a bigger soul usually possesses a bigger mana pool and is usually bound to become strong and talented if he lives long enough."


"Before I talk about the practical use, if you remember, I mentioned the fusion of souls in the explanation for the Soul Contract. I said that the soul carried the information of the being in which it resides. So, depending on your race for example, the soul will carry different information and if that info changes, your body will follow accordingly to match it."


"Thus, you have to understand that it's possible to interact with a soul. Which brings me to the practical use of soul magic. You can, of course, create artificial 'essences' to animate familiars and dolls. It's also by the same principle that a soul beast is created."


"But the most valuable thing you can do with soul magic is modifying the soul's 'data'. Imagine, what if you could change the essence of your own life. What could you accomplish?"


The students reacted blankly at first. But then, they remembered the soul contract. The latter allowed the user to fuse with the soul of another living being. It only worked because it was two souls interacting with each other. And it was that exchange that enabled them to transform their bodies.


Then, could they change their souls to their preferences? Could they gain every power they wished for? If they wished for a pair of wings, could they just modify their soul for it?


"Yes," Arima smiled as if he knew what they were thinking. "But," then he said and his students' hopes, that went up to the roof, stopped ascending before it was too late. "It's a really dangerous technique. I assume you understand that if you mess up at 'tuning' your soul, you could end up dead or as a literal monster."


"Of course, I'll teach you this in detail later. But I have to warn you, there's only a small proportion of people who have the precision and talent necessary to do this. And the magnitude and quantity of variations you can give to your soul depend on how resilient it is. So, once again, don't try this alone," he advised and everyone nodded.


They already had learned to never ignore Arima's instructions. "Well, that's it for the soul. Since the beginning, I had nothing much to say. It's a subject very theoretical and abstract.”


"Well, since we have still a bit of time, let's talk about neutral magic. Don't worry, it will be even briefer than soul magic. Neutral magic is basically mana in its original and primal form, without any attribute or theory behind it whatsoever."


"You use neutral magic to strengthen your body or to create basic physical shields or weapons. It's also used for what we call psychokinesis. This," Arima pointed at a book and made it float.


"When you use neutral magic, you can think about it as a physical attack or an interaction. Normally, you all should’ve already mastered it. Every mage needs to know how to use it and it’s very important to train. Because the more proficient you become with neutral magic, the better your control over mana becomes. It’s a crucial skill for any magician and never should be put aside."


"Next time, I'll talk about death, life and time magic. The kind of hard ones, especially time,” Arima smiled and clapped. "Time to change class."


For the rest of the day, Arima sustained his lessons and answered the questions of his students. In a general lecture, he could only give the basic stuff in the simplest way possible so when his students would personally come to him to ask something, he would always give more details.


The next night, Arima's familiars detected a movement. "Finally," he yawned while resting on the PA's roof.

            

    
        82. ''So, we're in trouble, right?''

    
    
    
    
                In a concealed street of Center City, a group of three figures was carrying bloodied bodies.


"Here," one of them spoke with an emotionless voice and pointed at the ground. The two others nodded and threw the corpses they had on their shoulders.


The one who had spoken approached the bodies and drew some blood runes on them. He then continued to draw numerous magic circles and symbols around them. The blood glowed with a bright light before disappearing, as if the ground had absorbed it.


"It's done," he declared and prepared to burn the bodies when he felt a strange distortion in space that made him stop on his tracks.


Soon after, the humming of a person resounded in his ears. "So that's the identity of deviants, huh? Well, that's a bit disappointing, you're only some homunculus created with body parts from other living beings."


The casual voice echoed in the alley and the leading deviant looked around. Then, the starlight illuminated his figure, along with his two accomplices.


Their faces were deformed, they had bulges and scars all over it. They also had some animal eyes and skin. The one who drew the runes had the nose of a lizard and his right eye was a goner. His skin, apart from the one around his nose, which was green, was all brownish.


That same homunculus looked up and spotted a man nonchalantly sitting on the roof of a house, looking down on them. He wore black clothes and a small wolf cub was lying on his shoulder.


The three homunculi silently drew their weapon. Arima smiled and disappeared from where he was. The one with a lizard face frowned and scanned the surroundings with his spirit. But not only did he fail to find his target he noticed that there weren't any other presences in a ten-mile radius although they were supposed to be in the middle of the city.


"…I don't understand. I perfectly realize that you kill them for a sort of ritual, but I don’t get what it is for," Arima's voice rang again.


This time, he was crouched beside the bloody corpses and was examining the runes and circles drawn on them. The homunculi turned toward him once more, but the three of them stayed immobile and were very silent.


Since they were artificial entities, they had nothing to say. The only thing they knew was that a human witness emerged and that they had to silence him. But they also recognized that it was an impossible thing to do. They realized that they were trapped, and their lives totally in someone else’s hands.


"Tell me," Arima stood up and looked at them with a cold look. "What is this ritual for?" He asked and they were pinned to the ground by his aura. That small surge of power was enough to break all the glass around, and some cracks appeared on the wall of the buildings.


But the most affected were the three homunculi. Two of them were already on their knees, trying their best to not be crushed by the force. The ground at their feet was also fissured and destroyed. Although their strength was around the eighth level, Arima's aura was of a different dimension. Even if it didn't look that powerful based on its effects on the surroundings, the simple spirit discharge could beat a tenth level warrior.


The lizard man also collapsed after a few seconds of struggle. His strength was at the ninth level, a level above his comrades. After they all had been subdued, Arima frowned. None of the three homunculi seemed to be giving up. Rather, they were trying to go against the pressure while ignoring the pain. Their expression was also void of emotion.


"I see," Arima approached them slowly, with each step, the aura would become stronger. "No pain, no emotion, no ego, only a shackled soul," he commented and pressed his middle finger against his thumb.


At the same time, his sigil revolved. "Let me give you what you haven't," he said and snapped his fingers. The homunculi's eyes widened and their movements froze. They slowly reached for their heads and tightly grabbed their skulls. It was if they were really trying to pierce through it with their fingers.


It wasn't long before they started screaming. They suddenly felt a wave of emotions; pain, regret, and, fear, crushing them.


Night scowled. "You rewrote their souls?"


"Yeah, they were simplistic enough for that," Arima replied and called Ira. In two shots, he destroyed the heads of the two eighth level homunculi and then pointed his gun at the last one who was still shrieking.


Arima increased his aura's pressure and the homunculus suddenly vomited blood. His feet were buried in the ground and his shouting stopped. His eyes dimmed and lost any luster as if he was a lifeless body.


Arima snorted and called back Ira. He grabbed the 'deviant' by the throat and made him look into his eyes. "Appreciate the emotions I gave you. Thanks to them, I'll be able to access your mind and soul," he muttered and his pupils turned into purple flames.


"[Fifth Black Art, Penitentia Conspiciunt] (Penance Stare)."


The homunculus’ eyes also burned with the same fire and his body went limp after a few seconds. Arima dropped him and went through the memories he collected. He mused then burned the corpses before releasing the dimension he had set up before engaging the homunculi.


He walked toward the victims from earlier and inspected the runes one last time. "I see… what an irony. Who could have guessed that a random example was the answer?" He uttered and snickered.


After that, he burned the bodies and every trace of magic formation. "Well, even if I burn them now, I don't think it will help though," he mumbled before leaving the place.


"So, we're in trouble, right?" While Arima was unconcernedly jumping from a roof to another, Night raised his voice.


"Kinda," Arima responded.


"That was unexpected though. Their actual goal was to create a gate to Hell. You talk about a coincidence."


"Yeah…" Arima halted and landed on a roof.


"What's wrong?"


"There's something fishy about all of this. This ritual they're trying to do, there’s no basis that it will work… Is this a sort of distraction?"


"Distraction?" Night tilted his head. "For what? No, even before that, if they don't know what will happen if they open a gate to Hell, isn't it a bit too bold to use it as a diversion?"


"Maybe they deemed it wasn't that dangerous for them," Arima said and started moving again.


"It would mean that they don't care about the damages it could bring. It would then imply that they want this city's destruction. But while they don't care about Hell, it also signifies that they are not foreseeing their forces to step on this continent."


"Huh? Are you saying they won't send any troops here?"


"Yeah, something like that," Arima nodded and then started to ponder. "Something that could threaten an entire country, but isn't coming from a human source…" He muttered and his eyes flashed. "A dungeon?"


"Dungeons? I thought you were disappointed by them."


"Yeah, but that's not the point. What if another country got its hands on the dungeons' blueprint? They could then either create a new one and plant it so that it causes a stampede or they could directly break every other dungeon already existing," Arima conjectured then smirked for some reason.


Night looked at that smile and sighed. "You won't stop it, will you?"


Arima's grin became wider. "Of course, why would I do something like that? It’s the perfect occasion. I could use it as a way to train my students. I’m sure the other party doesn’t know about my dimensions. I can easily isolate the monsters. Concerning the Hell gate, I need to analyze the circles before saying anything."


He declared before creating a time-independent dimension. He immediately teleported to a random meadow. He would always choose this kind of environment because he liked how pure it was. It also had a perfect view of the sky.


He sat down and re-drew the runes he saw earlier. When he finished, he was able to study it more carefully.


"Soul… Darkness… Death. Those are the three main components of this array. Darkness for a speculative link between our world and everything that is hidden in Hell which is embodied by a closed gate.”


“Death is connected to darkness as a key for that gate. And the soul theory is used to make that key turn. The sacrifices are for the key to be able to open the path.”


Night blinked. "So… basically, this magic feeds on souls to create a path to Hell."


"Yep," Arima nodded and touched the runes. He waved his hand and modified them. He also did the same thing for other symbols and magic circles.


"What are you doing?"


"I'm trying to find out what it will do exactly when it is activated, and what would happen to the city if it was opened.”


Night hummed and watched silently. Ten minutes later, he opened his mouth again. "Hey, if you rewrite my soul, do you think you it’s possible for me to take human form?"


Arima stopped moving his hands and looked at Night with widened eyes. "Ah," he exclaimed as he was struck by the idea. "There was that way, huh?"


Noticing how he reacted, Night's expression sunk. "…you never considered it seriously before, have you?"


"What are you talking about?" Arima looked away and focused on his analysis whilst feigning innocence. "But, it's indeed possible. It should be fairly easy. But if I mess up, well, you wouldn't die, but you would be either stuck as a wolf pup or a dragon."


"If it ever fails, please make it so I stay in my dragon form," Night instantaneously replied.


***


It just took a few days for Arima to finish the breakdown of the whole formation's structure. It could sound long when you think that the one who did it was him, but real experts would call him a freak. To decompose every element of a magic formation and identify them separately, it would take weeks if not months for a group of specialists.


"This is odd. This thing has no real goal. I feel like I lost two days of my life," Arima complained and sighed. "It looks like an incomplete theory."


"But did you learn something in the end?"


"Yes, at least I could deduce that it was a summoning ritual. But the chaotic aspect of this is that there’s no target for the summon. The only thing I know is that the summoning is supposed to happen in the perfect center of the city. Basically, the castle."


"When?"


"Hm, two weeks from now. I don't think I can stop it by now. I have no choice but to take care of the danger myself. But… I don’t get it. This will undoubtedly summon something, this is unquestionably directed at Hell, but it feels like the creator didn’t care about what he would summon at all."


“Then as expected, wouldn’t that be just a diversion?” 


“No, there’s no way the one who made this is that careless. He would’ve at least put a limitation on the magic formation. But if he didn’t, it would mean that he knows something that I don’t. And that something should be related to Hell…” Arima answered and sighed. He then stretched a bit and looked at Night. "Anyway, let’s put that for later, do you want to try ‘that’ now?"


"Of course," Night affirmed and slowly changed into a dragon.


When Night recovered his original form, Arima snapped his fingers and a circle encompassed the two of them. "We will temporarily resonate, with no physical manifestation involved. It will be easier for me to rewrite your soul," he explained and the black dragon nodded.


"[Resonance]," they both chanted at the same time. Night became a black corporeal light and covered Arima's figure. But unlike usual, that light didn’t fuse and continuously remained there.


Arima sat down and closed his eyes and fell into deep concentration. Deep in his soul, he had suddenly appeared in the middle of a strong fire. There was a massive stone monument in front of him, depicting the image of a noble dragon.


Arima inhaled and touched the stone. The statue glowed and red lines spread on it with his palm as a starting point.

            

    
        83. ''He's dangerous.''

    
    
    
    
                Since Night was Arima’s soul beast, their souls were almost identical and it was incredibly easy for the latter to interact with it without much risk.


The process of altering the soul required the two of them to stay in a semi-resonated stated for a few hours. Both of them remained silent the whole time. Their minds and souls were closed and completely focused. To prevent any accident, they couldn’t even afford to open their mouth.


Arima felt like he had been inserted in a very complex program of which a single line of code could overload his thought process. He still managed to find the section of the soul which defined Night as a member of the dragon race and after a few tries, he invaded a small part of it and performed some changes. After that, the resonance was promptly terminated and they both reappeared in front of each other.


Arima exhaled as he felt a bit nauseous and looked at Night. "So? Do you feel like you can do it?"


Night looked down at his hand and cast a spell to change form. He observed the blue color congregating around his claw and clenched it. "I think I can.”


Arima smiled. "Then go ahead. What are you waiting for?"


Night breathed in and a formation appeared below him. His entire body glowed and his scales skidded as they were forcefully retracted. A black and red whirlpool enveloped him and cracking sounds resounded as his size decreased. When the light vanished, Night had indeed become a human.


Black hair, crimson eyes, facial features that made him look very serious and dependable. His expression looked even calmer than Arima's although it was slightly sloppy. The clothes he was wearing were something that he made unconsciously. They were almost identical to the ones of his partner. But in contrast, his were red and black. His coat was also tougher looking with two belts circling his waist and chest.


When Arima saw that, he smiled. If it wasn't for the slight difference in hair length, eyes, and clothes they would be two perfect look-alikes. But anyone would definitely see them as brothers at the very minimum.


After a few seconds of standing there, Night stretched a bit and tried to take a step forward but he then felt dizzy and staggered. The pendant he had received from Lanya shook and superbly completed his looks.


"Hard to get used to?” Arima asked. “Karma got it almost instantly."


Night grunted. "Just a bit disoriented. It’s probably because it was a direct change to my soul.”


"Maybe," Arima nodded and then inspected Night. "What's your current strength?"


"Hm," Night mused and softly waved his hand. Air gathered around his arm and was then expelled in one motion, blowing the dust away.


"Around the Second Sky, I’d say. As expected, changing from my original form to another, even if it’s a human one, makes me fall off by two levels. Especially my physical strength."


"That's not so bad," Arima commented and then drew Ira. He could've called Karma and she would have immediately appeared in front of him but he chose to let her enjoy her night.


 "Do you remember?"


Night chuckled and took a stance. "Obviously."


Both of them smiled at each other before kicking the ground and altering the entire plain with just a single clash of fists.


***


"Who's that?" Arister frowned and asked when he saw Arima come back with someone that looked like his brother, heck, like his twin.


"It's Night."


"It's me," Night nodded and emphasized it.


"…First your weapon, now your soul beast, what the hell, man?" Arister muttered under his breath. Meanwhile, Karma examined Night with bright look whilst walking around him.


"What are you doing?” The latter felt irritated and asked with a vein popping out on his forehead. “You’re making me dizzy, stop.”


"Sorry, it's just very amusing. You look exactly like Arima. It's also really cool that we are both in human forms now," Karma laughed and jumped toward Night.


"Hey!" Night couldn't escape in time. He was restraining himself or the Inn would have been razed. In the end, he ended up being hugged by Karma. He tried to push her away but she kept clinging to him and wouldn’t let go no matter what. "Will you let go already?!"


Karma giggled. "Why?"


"…" Night nearly demolished this building along with the whole district.


Arima tilted his head at the two. He had a pensive expression while watching them.


"They're really close," Lanya commented and Arima nodded.


"Indeed, perhaps their connection is even stronger than the ones they respectively have with me."


Arister stared blankly at Arima and Lanya and his expression twitched. "Am I the only who thinks that a relationship between a dragon and a sword is really abnormal?"


At his words, Lanya tilted her head and Arima shrugged.


"…Are you serious?" Arister mumbled.


"Hey! Stop discussing scary things and help me out there!" Night shouted at them. He was trying to flee Karma while she was chasing him in the Inn’s restaurant. They already had broken some chairs and tables which Arima had repaired with just a thought. He also nodded apologetically to the owner who wryly smiled in return.


Arister turned his head toward Night and his eyes sharpened. "You're saying that it's scary, but you're not saying it's strange?"


"Huh?" Night was confused.


"Anyway, just go play somewhere else," before he could say anything, Arima sent him, along with Karma, into another dimension.


"…He will certainly be angry at you for that," Arister remarked and Arima smiled.


"By the way, Arima, did you find anything about the deviants' rumor?" Lanya suddenly asked as she remembered why Arima had spent two nights on the academy’s roof.


"Yeah," Arima leaned back on his chair and briefly explained the situation to Arister and Lanya.


"A distraction? Hell? Monster overflow?" Arister listed with a dark countenance.


Lanya also gazed at Arima with a strange expression.


"What’s wrong? Do you want to add something?"


Lanya shook her head. "No, but… what did you say about dungeons?"


"Well, it should be fun. I wonder how many monsters will appear if it really happens," Arima nonchalantly said.


"Do you realize what you're saying?" Arister uttered. "People could die if you don't take care of it in time. You can destroy those dungeons right now if you want, right? I'm sure you could even do it from here. Why don’t you do that?"


"That wouldn't be fun," Arima instantly retorted and Arister groaned. Arima snickered. "I’m joking. Don't worry, I'll get them inside a dimension as soon as they appear and let my students take care of it. And it’s not like I'm sure dungeons will actually overflow."


"What if you can't handle what pops out from Hell's gate?" Lanya enquired with a kind of worried expression.


"Well," Arima smiled wryly and scratched his head. "In that case, running is a viable option I guess."


Arister frowned and stared at Arima. "You're really not taking this seriously enough. But it’s so much like you that I have nothing to say," he lamented and Lanya smiled wryly, she couldn't help but agree.


Arima shrugged and Night reappeared in the room with a ragged breath at that exact moment. He had managed to escape from the dimension earlier than Karma because he had attained sentience before her and had a better understanding of magic.


Night glared at Arima. "This is maybe the first time that I seriously have the urge to strangle you."


Arima laughed and snapped his fingers to bring Karma back. "Don't tease him too much."


Karma chuckled. "I’ll be sure to keep it under reasonable extents."


Night was too tired to make a comeback. He headed toward the table and sat down before sighing. Karma followed him and obviously chose to sit right next to him.


Arima smirked seeing his soul beast shudder and scowl at Karma. "This is totally worth giving you two a human body.”


Night clicked his tongue. "Maybe I should have stayed as a wolf."


"Are you sure? Aren’t you having fun?"


Night looked back at Arima with a fed-up expression. "...Yeah, sure, having a human body is indeed quite pleasant.”


"Yep," Arima nodded exaggeratedly. "I can read the expressions on your face a lot better now."


A deep snarl that should be coming out of giant dragon escaped Night’s mouth. He didn't know if Arima was being sarcastic or not.


***


At the same time, on another continent.


A very young-looking man was meeting with the King of Firnea. From the outside, he appeared to be around 17 years old but his abyssal eyes didn't even let you try to determine his true age. His whole appearance, his clothes, and hair were so dark that it seemed like the light was avoiding him.


"Karez, how are your preparations?" The King asked with a polite smile. He told a servant to bring refreshment for the young man in front of him. He was indeed Ojure Karez.


"They're going well," Karez answered with an empty and uninterested voice. "The homunculi worked hard on it. The gate should open soon, maybe two weeks from now on," he gave the same estimation as Arima.


"That's good," the King nodded and his grin exhibited his good mood. "Incidentally, Karez, could you tell me the secret about your eternity?"


The only reason he was so polite toward Karez was that the latter had developed a technique to stop the aging process. Eternity was the dream of any ruler. Firnea’s King was no exception.


Karez stared at the King with dark eyes of an unmeasurable deepness. No one was sure of how long he had lived. But if Arima was here, he would instantly notice that Karez was at least older than him. He might have lived hundreds or maybe thousands of years.


"I encountered many different Kings and nobles, and they all asked me the same thing. My answer has never changed. I will give it to you if you can persuade me with your actions," he answered to the King. His tone was so heavy, dark, and casual at the same time.


The King was a bit displeased but he didn't lose his calm. "Fine, I'll do my best to prove myself," he declared and stood up. He slightly bowed his head to Karez and left the room.


The latter stood up lazily and his figure was warped by darkness before vanishing without an ounce of magic emanation.


***


"Ah, right, I forgot to tell you," while Arima's group was eating together, discussing about Hell, they eventually started talking about Ojure Karez, the man who was supposedly behind it.


"What is it?" Lanya tilted her head and asked. The three others also gathered their attention to him.


"That guy, Ojure, he's dangerous. More than you imagine," Arima warned with a serious tone.


Night's eyes widened and Karma also had the same kind of reaction. "What are you talking about? In terms of danger, you stand atop of everyone."


Arima snorted at Karma’s remark and put a lollipop in his mouth. "When I analyzed the array, I found something similar to my set of arts. And that thing, even for me, was quite alarming."


His group couldn't even imagine something able to scare Arima and waited for him to continue.


"The theory, no, the aura behind it was something that I only felt when meeting a god."


"Like Lilis?" Lanya asked.


"Yes, but even stronger than that. Maybe around Azes's level…" Arima muttered. "But there's something weird concerning that aura. I'm sure of it. The holder of that aura has a 100% human essence."


"What?" Arister frowned. "It doesn't make any sense."


"I know," Arima nodded. "The only conclusion I could reach was that he was someone wielding a sort of external power. There's actually a part of the magic formation that I found extremely disturbing. To build a path to Hell, you need sacrifices, but there's a need for energy as well; mana provided by the main caster. And the quantity required is almost equal to my entire pool," Arima explained and when he said the last sentence, Night almost choked and Karma’s eyes widened.


The two of them were the ones who understood the best how colossal Arima’s mana pool was. Now, he was saying that there was someone who had as much mana as him. It was a quantity that even surpassed gods.


Karma laughed dryly and waved her hand. "Nah, nah, nah, that's a joke, right?"


Arima smirked and shook his head. Karma’s mouth twitched and she slowly put her hand down


"In any case, the thing I'm most curious about is why someone of his caliber would create an array so chaotic. That’s the reason why I thought that he may know something about Hell since he dared to do something like that. On top of that, I can’t see a guy like him sincerely supporting a small country. He should be able to destroy this planet if he wanted to. He must have a goal… but I have no idea of what it is and I don’t like that.”


Arima then grinned and his eyes turned slightly purple. Even his hair gained a taint of gray. His companions trembled a bit when they felt the unnatural aura coming from him.


“Ojure Karez, huh? Interesting. I’m curious to know how strong he is. I didn’t get a proper fight for a while now.”
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                "You shouldn't get carried away like that, you know?" It was surprisingly Lanya who raised her voice whilst drinking her tea.


Arima’s eyes dilated and his Silver Emperor's aura was retrieved. He then smiled wryly. He had always lived a life of battle and was used to it to the point he would need a fight every now and then. At the thought of a worthy challenge, he got a bit too excited. He was aware of that.


But he never expected Lanya to be the one preaching him. She was usually reserved but thanks to that, her understanding of him was pretty high. Maybe it was more because of the awkwardness he felt that Arima calmed down instantly.


He faked a cough and stood up. “My bad…" He said and headed toward the Inn’s exit. It was soon time for the lessons to start.


Lanya was amused by his rare uneasy behavior and went after him followed by everyone else.


***


Later in the morning, Night quickly introduced himself to the class as Karma did before. He uncaringly revealed that he was Arima's soul beast and shocked the students. They always thought that soul beasts couldn't take human form. The ‘beast’ in ‘soul beast’ wasn’t there for nothing after all.


Well, if they knew Karma was originally a weapon, these poor children would’ve probably become paranoiac, wondering if Lanya was some sort of unknown creature as well.


"Anyway, today I'll try to expound death, life, and time magic in one go. Of course, the last one is a bit more complicated, but it doesn't mean it will take hours to explain."


"First, I'll do death and life magic at the same time. Obviously, there's no such thing as an explanation for what is death and what is life. We only know one thing; life endures as long as you're alive while death represents its endpoint."


"If you want to master these two magics, you need to comprehend life and death and everything related to it," Arima turned toward Balan. "Tell me, what did you do to master life magic?"


Balan pondered for a moment and then smiled. "Ever since I was born, my mother worked hard to teach me about life, about the world. She always told me that life could be sad and painful but that there would always be happiness at the end of the road.”


"That's why I wanted to learn life magic. After my mother passed away, I decided to become a healer. For that, I tried to learn everything about medicine and biology. I also accepted rescue missions and asked people to tell me their stories to understand my mother’s teachings better," he said and Arima nodded in satisfaction.


"There you go. For life and death magic, this is what you need. You need to learn about either one of them actually. Life is a tortuous path that you're forced to take, but from which you must never stray away. Death is the end of the road. Most people are scared of it. But it isn't something that should be feared but accepted."


"Without death, life is nothing. You should be grateful even. Men designed the word ‘life’ because they had created the word ‘death’.”


“In the first place, nobody knows what it is to be dead. How can we keep being scared of something that has never even happened to us? Fear of the unknown? We experience that during our whole life, what's the point of overthinking it once you reach the endpoint?"


"Even undead monsters, reincarnated people, or even resurrected people. They can't tell what is death. As long as someone can stand in front of you and hold a conversation, he is not dead.”


“Death isn't something so trivial. It's when you completely disappear from existence. Absolutely no one can say that they’ve ‘experienced’ death because if it was true, he would not be there to tell it. No matter if we’re in a world of magic or not, death is death. A zombie, a vampire, a ghost, whatever you want, they are not deceased.”


“It always has been impossible to know what comes after true death because it’s a one-way road. Even Hell or Heaven, those are just irrelevant places you go after your soul leaves your corpse, nothing more," Arima paused and smiled.


"Death and life magic come together every time. One cannot exist without the other, that's a fact. But most people can't master both because the two need a completely different state of mind."


"There is a straightforward method to understand these two ideas. You just need to go upfront and look into it. Only those with experience gained from life and death struggles can really understand everything."


"But there are different opinions everywhere. Everyone understands it in their own way. One can easily become someone who lives to save people or someone who lives to kill others," Arima added and everyone listened to him quietly.


They even hesitated to breathe so that they were sure there was no noise over their teacher’s voice. That’s how awe-inspiring his speeches were.


"Now, for the practical uses. First of all, there are two things which you can manipulate with life magic; life energy and life force. The former fundamentally represents your health while the latter is the strength of your soul and body combined. It is possible to interact with them with life magic to bring changes to the human body. For example, you could heal someone or even rejuvenate him.”


“Then, there’s death energy. It's an energy contained in undead creatures and it’s not weaker than its counterpart, life energy. Never make that assumption. Let's say that, if life energy is a positive number then death energy is a negative one. Incidentally, undead also have life force since they have a soul."


"With this said, we can continue. With life magic, you can directly influence mana, organs, and even mental state by associating mind magic. You can also indirectly interact with the soul through life force. Life magic can be used as a mean to attack by disturbing the life energy in the opponent's body. You can also create things such as blessings if you use it with light magic theory."


"As for death magic, this one is a lot deadlier in comparison. If you use it to invade a person's life energy or life force, he would undoubtedly die if he isn’t resilient enough. You can also practice necromancy with this magic and raise the dead. But keep in mind that it isn't resurrection at all."


"When you turn a corpse into an undead, it comes back as an entity full of death energy, like a newborn with a new soul. They can then evolve and become intelligent and powerful beings such as liches. Additionally, if you want to ‘heal’ or ‘repair’ something that is dead, you use death magic instead of life magic. "


"Finally, with darkness magic theory, you can make things like curses and plagues. A really dangerous thing," Arima smirked and his students smiled wryly.


"Magic relies a lot on your mentality, and these two magics are particularly affected by it. To finish this topic, I want to tell you something. The most significant key to master magic," Arima declared and his students' eyes flashed with interest.


"It's very meek actually. ‘Broad mindedness’," he uttered and the students showed a confused expression.


"That means you need to be open-minded under any circumstance. You always must be able to accept anything that comes at you, you should even consider that anything can exist."


"To be a true mage," Arima paused. "You must think of imaginary as a reality. Nothing is impossible and nothing is irrational. Everything you can think of is authentic and real," he said and his students fell into deep thought.


"To be honest with you, in this regard, I have the arrogance to affirm that you won't find better than me,” Arima smiled. “In any case, this is my advice. Keep your mind open to anything. This is far more important than it sounds. It allows you to see authenticity behind fallacious and lies behind the truth. Heed my words, children. This is genuinely the thing that enables humans to soar to new heights," he stated and his students nodded frantically.


"Good. Now, you all know about the last one, right? The hardest magic to master amongst the non-elemental category, time magic."


"For starters, let’s try to express what time is. Firstly, I need to clarify something. Time isn't something ‘out of this world’ or an unknown power which affects the world. Look," Arima pointed toward the ceiling and a projection appeared.


Red squares started to appear here and there in the classroom. "Those red squares are the matter composing our world," he said and everyone acknowledged it in their heads.


After that, within the red squares and around them, blue spheres popped out. "You already know what this is, ‘space particles’. Lastly," Arima waved his hand and a new element was added to the hologram which occupied the whole ceiling of the room.


This time, countless white thin lines suddenly covered matter and space. Those white lines were constantly moving toward a single direction like a stream of water.


"This is what we call time," Arima declared and his students exclaimed in surprise.


"Yes, time is actually similar to space. It's not something mystical or ethereal. To explain it to you in the crudest way possible, time is a sort of energy omnipresent in the universe which acts as what we call time. It will make the molecules and atoms move so that we get older, so that objects decompose, water flows, light travels, etc…"


"That's why gravitational fields can actually disturb time. I'm sure you don't know what I'm talking about, so look at this," Arima pointed one more time pointed at the projection.


Among the numerous white lines, a green circle emerged. "That green point is a planet," Arima commented. "Now observe the lines," he instructed and his students looked closely. Then, they noticed that there was a slight change in the speed and trajectory of the white lines around the planet.


"Every planet or star emits a gravitational field. The slight disturbance you're seeing is caused by that field. Basically, it means that gravity can affect time, proving that it isn't something elusive."


"For example, if I happened to carefully create a gravitational field strong enough around the school, then the time within the school will be slower than outside to some extent," Arima explained and the students were mind blown.


Even Arister and Lanya widened their eyes. Only Karma and Night were unmoved. The two of them were connected to Arima, so they more or less knew the same theories as him, even if they weren't very clear about it.


"One more thing, from where I come from, a renowned man named Albert Einstein proposed a space-time theory. First of all, you have to consider that space and time fuse together to create a sort of relative platform."


He said and the projection cleared before displaying something else. It was a planet hovering above a sort of blue grid, or maybe it was more accurate to call it a net. That net seemed to be dug by the planet itself, creating a hemispherical hole


"That net is space-time, depicted as a two-dimensional surface. The hole you're seeing in the middle is created by the gravitational field of the planet. This brings me back to the question I raised previously; where does gravity come from? Well, it’s weight. Something heavy placed on the space-time will naturally deform it and that’s what we call gravity. So, the heavier something, the more gravity it generates.”


"Back to our main subject now. On this representation you’re seeing right now, the time at the bottom of the circular cavity caused by the planet is different than what it is outside of it, farther from the planet. That's why two people, at different places, can measure a difference in relative time compared to the other."


"Well, that's more or less what I already explained, we call that time dilation. I will pass all of the details and explanations about Relativistic Time for now and skip to the ‘world line’, also thought by Einstein."


"That theory says that we should not be considering time like it is 'flowing' or 'passing'. Based on that theory, past, present, and future are all mingled together at any specific point in space.”


“The past is not something that happened once, it's something that is there. Time is like a higher dimension in which we are compelled to travel in. There's actually no relation between past, present, and future. These three terms were only created for, let's say, the common people to understand."


"But it's actually just an 'illusion'. Things that you experienced, that you qualify of past, are actually still there in the space-time surface, you just can't reach it. Same with the future. As for the present, it's nothing more than your current location in the space-time dimension."


As Arima continued to speak, everyone's thought process started fuming.


"For example, if you happen to travel in time somehow one day, you won't actually travel from present to the future or the past. You will just be able to escape time’s overwhelming control and go against the flow to relocate yourself on the space-time surface to actually go somewhere else, which is the past or the future."


Arima said and sighed lightly. He looked at his students and smiled. "Of course, all of this was simplified. Even I cannot make it any simpler without saying some senseless things. The way I explained it to you already would definitely be criticized by scientists if they had heard it," he said and his audience's mood became quite depressed.


They already had a hard time understanding their teacher’s abridged explanations, they couldn’t even imagine how complex the entire thing was.


Arima chuckled. "If you want me to explain the details of this, ask me later. I'll do what I can to clarify it," he announced then smirked. "But, it's not over," he added and his students trembled. They gazed at him incredulously and hoped he was joking.


"If this was enough to use time magic, then the gods would have already mastered it for ages. From my understanding, there are two reasons why most people can't achieve positive results with time magic," Arima raised two fingers and smiled.
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                "The first reason is ‘passive’. Typically, people unconsciously abstain themselves when they use time magic. Why do you ask? Because most of them can't see time as something they can interact with."


"Of course, I just showed you that it could actually be interacted with, a lot easier than you may have thought as well. But it’s not sufficient to solve the problem. The real issue is that people think too much about consequences when they use time magic, and sometimes, they do it the wrong way."


"Let me explain. The consequences one could envisage are things like paradoxes due to time travel, this passive thought prevents them from using time magic correctly. Because they tend to think that if they mess up somehow, they will create a parallel line or a devastating paradox. But it's only an assumption and a self-destructive move."


"Things like paradoxes are most likely possible, same with parallel timelines, and that's the problem. No one has never really experienced something like that, nor ever tried. But people still think that they know what will happen and how it will happen. That's what hinders your time magic. False knowledge."


"Stop thinking about corollaries when you use time magic. Believing a theory of which you have no proof is true and of which you don't understand the process is the best way to fail your magic," Arima smiled and a raised his index finger. "This is the first reason."


The students exhaled. They were already sweating buckets. Now, they were patiently waiting for the second reason. The first one was simple enough, but the same wasn't definitely true for the second.


"Don't worry, the second reason is not that complicated as well," Arima said and everyone relaxed. "Well, it's even effortless. When you use time magic, you shouldn’t try to control it. That’s all," he declared and the listeners tilted their heads.


"Time is definitely something that can't be controlled by humans. It would be like trying to control a higher dimension. The only thing you can do with time is work along with it. ‘Cooperate’, in another word. Contrary to space, time doesn't compose us and we are not part of it. Time is simply something that practically dictates our lives."


"Time also enfolds everything. If you want to control it, you would need to be some kind of omnipotent being. That's why, instead of controlling it, you should strive to make a connection with the space-time and kind of ‘ask’ for its help," Arima explained and the students thought that it made sense.


"There's also a widely spread misconception. The most useful aspect of using time magic is to slow down or accelerate the flow of time. But when they attempt to do it, they visualize that everything around them will suddenly go slower or faster, which is wrong. How could you affect the whole world by yourself? What are you? The creator?"


"The correct method is to gather space-time within your body and operate it to transform yourself into a sort of semi other-dimensional being. It’s like temporarily going from 3D to 2D. But, of course, it puts a lot of strain on your body, so you can't use it for a long time. "


"Well, that's it about time magic, I guess. There’s still the practical use and the magic theory to talk about but I think you can find it out by yourself. For the former, it’s easy; time breaking blades, aging, eroding, healing, etc… As for the latter, it’s entirely your choice to choose what kind of theory you want to pursue," Arima said and his students were surprised. They actually expected time magic to be more complicated, although they were happy it wasn’t.


"Of course, time magic is still difficult to grasp, even with all of this. But, if you keep in mind everything that I told you today, you will definitely be able to improve naturally as you train it," Arima added and students nodded seriously.


He smiled then stood up. "Well, we did most of the work already. There are only two subjects remaining for me to teach you; spiritual forces and a certain non-elemental magic that I discovered by chance," Arima stated and the students were shocked by the last part.


A self-created attribute. They were astounded but extremely curious at the same time. "But before that, for a few days, I will coach you to help your progress with my teachings. Don't hesitate to inquire about anything you may not understand during that time."


Arima announced and the forty students started leaving, except his picked-up group. Then, from that day onward, he started training them rather than teach them.


***


In the Time Garden, Lilis was watching the images shifting on the pond’s surface. She was following Arima’s life as he grew up in the orphanage.


Arimane was a smart child, since the day he joined the orphanage, he tirelessly continued to learn new things. His thirst for knowledge and the way he memorized it so easily even at his young age attracted the attention of the staff.


He soon became a hot topic for them. He was the kid that was left strangely in front of the orphanage and he also turned out to be the smartest they ever saw.


As he grew older, Arimane started talking to some others orphans in his division and he soon made friends. At the age of four, he could already speak like an eight-year-old and his thoughts, although not that deep or complicated, were not something matching his age.


During the same week he turned four, he was transferred to another section of the orphanage, with children ranging between the age of four and ten. The lessons became a bit more advanced but nothing too difficult for him.


A few days after he entered that advanced class, some people wearing white coats came in the middle of the day and gathered all of the children who had recently transferred. Therefore, every four-year-old.


One after another, the kids were injected with something.


"What is that?" Arimane asked when it was his turn.


The woman making the injection smiled. "It's Nanomachines. They will make your body stronger and your mind a bit clearer," she explained and brought the syringe to his arm.


"Children who reach the age of four in this orphanage are all injected with this," she said while making the injection, her words caught Arimane’s focus so that he would feel less pain.


In the end, he indeed felt absolutely nothing and looked at his arm in a daze as the nurse pressed cotton on his vein. "Done," she smiled. "Now you'll be able to live even longer."


Arimane blinked and nodded before letting the next kid go. The next day, when he woke up, he immediately noticed something. He was sure that something was different about his body. Then he remembered the injection he had the day before and came to a realization. It was the Nanomachines at work.


In fact, if the scientists that invented these machines were to know that Arimane noted the changes in one day, they would have been stupefied and would definitely try to research his body. Obvious effects shouldn't be felt. The Nanomachines could only improve the physical prowess and its internal defenses very slowly during the entire aging process of an individual.


The truth was that if they had scanned or investigated Arimane's body right then, they would have discovered that his metabolism had reacted abnormally to the Nanomachines. His muscles had mutated as if something was waking up in them.


It was the same for the machines themselves. They seemed to have been programmed to act considering the constitution of its host which usually was always the same since every human has the same biology. But in Arimane's case, the Nanomachines were inexplicably. They actually improved his body even more than it was theoretically possible.


Of course, the boy in question wasn’t aware of that. He didn't even know what Nanomachines were in the first place. He thought that his new physical ability was normal.


After that, the days and the years passed and Arimane continued to grow up. He kept learning more and more. To the point, he had read almost every book the orphanage had to offer when he was only seven years old.


It was at that age that Arimane first started to have different thoughts and new ones at the same time. The more he learned about the world, the more he was confused and thrown into deep confusion, trying to understand.


Politics, wars, protests, racism, discrimination, dictatures, murders… every time he stumbled upon things like this, no matter how many times he re-read it, there was only one word that he could pronounce.


"Stupid," Arimane muttered and put back the book he was holding.


That book was about history and some important dates. History was the subject Arimane disliked the most. He was fed up of seeing so many nonsensical things. Every time he saw something that he could not comprehend about history, he could only wonder.


"What is wrong with these people?" He uttered with an annoyed tone. He could only wonder what the hell was going through the heads of the people in those periods. "Were they all born mentally handicapped?" He wasn't even sarcastic, that's genuinely what he thought, literally.


When he was eight years old, Arimane joined a specialized program to train soldiers. Obviously, he nailed every exercise thanks to his unique constitution. A constitution that he still didn't notice at the time.


It was only when he became ten years old, with his mind becoming even sharper, that he realized that he was different from others. No matter if it was speed, strength, endurance, resistance, he was considerably better.


A while after Arimane became ten years old, the man who had registered him nine years before, Moria, showed up in front of him.


"From now on you'll be joining my squad. I will also be the one training you," he stated with a detached voice and a sharp look.


Arimane instantly nodded. He didn't even have any thoughts other than accepting. He could never refuse something coming from Moria. He was the captain of this orphanage's security. A former sergeant major and a spec op soldier. He was recruited here to teach the children how to be soldiers. Basically, someone you didn’t want to get on your bad side.


"Follow me," Moria turned around and headed toward the main corridors of the orphanage. Arimane obediently followed.


"Do you know what is the purpose of this facility?" Moria asked as they were walking.


Arimane nodded. "Yes, I think so."


Moria glanced at him. "This orphanage is an experimental organization made to train special forces able to act at any given moment if necessary. The ones who are trained here become in the end, assassins, saboteurs, spies, and so on," he explained with a straight face.


Arimane blinked and his eyes flashed with surprise. "Is it okay to tell me that?"


"I'm telling you this because I estimated you to be perfectly ready to hear it," Moria answered and Arimane fell silent, he smiled though. Being praised and recognized was quite a gratifying thing at his age.


A few minutes later, they arrived at a sort of big dojo. There was already a group of people waiting there. Most of them were around fifteen years old and all observed Arimane when he entered.


"He's Arimane. He will be the new entry to this squad," Moria pointed at him and quickly presented him.


"Nice to meet you," Arimane coolly said.


The group of adolescents looked at each other and the older one, maybe around seventeen, turned toward Moria. "Sir, I'm sorry, but I don't think most of us would accept a ten-year-old child in our ranks."


Arimane smiled wryly and shrugged when he heard that. On the other side, Moria coldly stared at the boy who had just spoken and the latter took a step back before bowing his head.


"Arimane is someone I deemed to be perfectly worthy and prepared. If you want to add anything else, try to convince me of the opposite, Erin. But beware since it would mean you’ll be trying to contest my decision."


"Yes!" Erin straightened his back and made a salute. When Arimane saw that, he frowned.


‘I hope I won't have to make that salute one day, it's awkward,’ a childish thought emerged in his mind.


"But I, of course, understand that you all may be reluctant to accept him," Moria suddenly declared. "So, I'll have him prove himself," he added and tapped on Arimane's shoulder.


The latter felt the hand on his shoulder and froze. "Eh?"
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                "How?" Arimane asked, a bit nervous.


"Well, obviously…" Moria walked to a closet in the dojo and took out something before swiftly throwing it to Arimane. The latter reacted quickly and nimbly caught it. That simple action got the attention of the entire squad. That kind of reaction speed wasn't something to scoff at.


Arimane looked at what was in his hand, confused. It was just a dummy knife of which the edge had been smeared with red paint. He looked up at Moria with a look full of questions.


"You will first spar with your seniors, then we'll give you a small test. If you do well in those two, you can join the squad with no problem," Moria explained to him what he was going to do.


Arimane mused. He wasn't that surprised since it was a military facility. He looked at the other people for a moment then sighed. ‘Can I win…? They probably are more trained than everyone else on the orphanage. But… if I rely a bit on my body, maybe I stand a chance.’


He wasn't being conceited. He was just aware that there really was a difference in physical ability. Although he was only ten, he could muster the strength of a fully trained grown man who had no Nanomachines.


While pondering, Arimane started playing with his knife. He made it spin and revolve around his hand, then he changed his grip in less than a second without staining his clothes or hands with the paint that was on it. He did all of that in one go, without fail.


The squad and Moria looked at him in surprise. It wasn't that difficult to do tricks like that with their knives but a lot of familiarity and practice was required.


"High reaction speed and high dexterity, huh?" Moria muttered. "This kid is a natural talent for assassination,” he remarked without letting the person in question hear it.


When Arimane was ready, he went to the middle of the dojo and a sixteen-year-old guy went with him. He took a regular stance with the knife pointed at his opponent.


Arimane bitterly smiled as he looked at him. He tried to imitate the stance at first but discarded the idea when he felt that it was too uncomfortable. He eyed his knife and changed the grip to a reverse one. The squad watched him with a jeering smile when he did this but what happened after closed their mouths.


Arima brought the knife higher and pointed the edge of the blade toward his opponent. His left hand was placed just in front of his chest and his left foot placed a bit behind.


Moria raised an eyebrow when he saw this. ‘Did he take that stance on instinct alone?’ 


Arimane's stance seemed to be fancy at first. Many were those who liked to use a reverse grip. But at the moment, the blade in his right hand covered his throat, his left hand was ready to counter or protect, and his balance was good as well. Of course, there were some places to arrange. But for a first try, it was very impressive.


"Kile Walker," the member of the squad opened his mouth.


“Arimane."


Moria looked at the two and clapped his hands. That sound was explicit enough to announce the start. Kile moved first, he was swift and his footwork steady. Arimane was instantly shaken, he didn't even know people could move like that.


But, when Kile's blade was about to reach him, Arimane instinctively moved and wielded his knife to counter the opposite side's. Within a second, the two opponents had entangled their knives.


Kile was taken off guard by the accuracy Arimane showed in that clash. It wasn’t an easy matter to parry a knife coming at you at high speed without prior training.


Kile tried to step back to take a bit of distance. He predicted that Arimane wasn't really experienced and would definitely show openings if he were to retreat slightly before attacking from a dead angle.


But as he thought that, a hand abruptly grasped his shoulder. His eyes narrowed and he slightly panicked. Arimane pulled him back and managed to press his knife against his throat before he could react.


Kile’s movements froze. He couldn't believe it. His opponent's strength was a lot higher than he thought. In the end, his defeat was partially due to him underestimating his opponent and also because he simply never imagined a ten-year-old could possibly overpower him with raw strength.


The other members of the squad were very surprised by this rapid result. Moria snickered. "It's Arimane’s win," he announced. Actually, even he didn’t expect Kile to lose. But considering the next test, it was the perfect situation.


Arimane sighed. On the outside, he seemed to be relatively calm, but in his head, he was so stressed that he thought he was going to collapse on the ground.


"You're a natural it seems," Moria praised and Arimane smiled wryly. "But this is not over," he added and glanced at Erin. The latter walked to the center of the dojo after picking a knife.


He arrived in front of Arimane and faintly nodded. "Erin Walker.”


Most of the orphans here had 'Walker' as their family name since it was the name of the facility. There were only cases like Arimane, who would refuse to inherit the name.


Arimane nodded at Erin and repeated his name by politesse. After that, Erin took his own stance. He was facing his opponent sideways. He positioned his hand holding the knife just in front of his chest and covered his throat with his other arm.


At that moment, Arimane felt extremely pressured. He not only couldn't find any sort of evident openings the glare he was receiving and the unbreakable concentration he sensed made him feel extremely small. He was sure that Erin was completely different from Kile. He felt like he may lose without even knowing how. In the end, even before Moria could give the signal, Arima loosened his grip.


"I concede defeat," he said and Erin's eyes widened in surprise. "I'm not stupid enough to fight someone stronger than me."


Moria laughed and Erin smiled before shrugging. He put his knife down and approached Arimane. He then extended his hand. Arimane blinked with a blank expression and looked at the hand that seemed to be asking for a handshake.


"I recognize your abilities and talent," Erin said with a smile.


"Huh? Wasn't there the last test?" Arimane tilted his head.


"The second fight was the test. Anyone can be a sore loser but it takes talent to be able to say ‘I give up’. You passed the second test. Well, it's not like you needed to concede before even starting to spar, but let's say you got a full mark," Moria answered.


Arimane felt enlightened and grinned as he shook Erin’s hand. "I'm in your care from now on, I guess."


"Welcome to the squad," Erin's attitude became a lot friendlier in an instant.


***


Back to the present. 


Arima teleported his class to a vast plain and pointed at Night. "You will supervise twenty of them," he instructed then turned toward. "Karma, for you…" He paused. "Oh well, you take care of another twenty. I'll train the students I picked along with Lanya," he declared and disappeared with his students without letting Night and Karma say anything.


The former's expression was kind of distorted and his mouth kept twitching. Karma looked at him and chuckled.


"Hey, all of you, make groups based on your affinities. If you specialize in non-elemental magic, say it to us beforehand," she spoke loud enough for the forty students to hear her.


Night observed her in surprise. ‘She is unexpectedly good… no, shockingly good.’


"Okay, I want you to experiment your magic on that murky guy over there," Karma abruptly said. "Then he will rate it based on what he felt. Understood?" She inquired and the students nodded in understanding while shooting glances at Night.


"…what?"


***


"Alright," Arima said when they stepped foot in the middle of a desert. He looked at his students who were stunned by the drastic change of environment. "This training session will be special.”


Arima closed his eyes and his aura exploded for a second before waning. Arima exhaled. "While I'm restrained at the tenth level, I want you all to attack me together," he declared and the listeners exclaimed in shock.


"At the same time, I'll point out your errors," Arima added and conjured a katana made out of magic. That sword looked incredibly real. The blade even shined with a metallic luster.


Arima cracked his neck and pointed at his students with it. "Come at me, with everything you’ve got. It will end when one of you manages to injure me, even if it's a simple scratch. Lanya, you’re allowed to participate."


Lanya’s eyes flashed and silver scales covered her body. Arister laughed, he was also suppressed to the tenth level to make things fair. He was still supposed to be under the guise of a student after all. He summoned Ares's spear and rushed first, followed by Lanya. The students were still a bit stunned and only Ofia and Lena moved.


Arima deflected Arister's spear with just two moves. He barely moved his feet and simply rotated his wrist. "You still messed up your range cognition," he corrected him while receiving Lanya's following blows. Arister snickered and swung his spear one more time.


Arima entangled his katana with Lanya's rapier thanks to the guard then made a step backward to dodge a light beam aimed at him. At the same time, the wind blew and small typhoon was formed, trying to unbalance him. That combo was performed by the princess-duo as they tried to support Lanya and Arister. For them, it was obvious that Arister and Lanya would be the key to win this challenge.


Arima leaped and 'rode' the wind flow. Lanya grasped the opportunity and pointed her rapier at him.


"[Illumis]," she intoned and her sword glowed. A white sphere appeared right in front of Arima. The latter waved his hand and erected a wall of darkness just before the sphere detonated with a blinding light.


A second before that, Arister whirled his spear and planted it in the ground.


"[Sub finibus tuis positi] (Under your territory)," he started chanting at high speed.

"[Quod interitus cadunt] (Destruction will fall)."

"[Crescere pulchra flores sanguinis] (Grow beautiful flowers of blood)."


"[Fifth Destruction Art, Spatium Horti] (Space Garden)," he finished his incantation in two seconds, exactly at the moment where Arima protected himself from the light.


A black sphere instantly trapped him. Red flowers bloomed on it and a red hue surrounded it. After a few seconds, the sphere dispersed into minuscule fragments. Arima’s figure crossing its arms arose. There was a blue light surrounding him and he appeared completely unharmed.


"Ares, your magic wasn't that bad but your timing could have been a little faster. Lanya, as always, you slash too much and forget to stab more, also, the light magic you used should have covered a bigger area, preferably, all around me," he remarked. "Lena, Ofia, your actions were well calculated, coordinated, and swift. Continue like that."


Arister shook his head and wryly smiled. He grabbed his spear again before flying toward Arima. Lanya unfolded her wings and flew off as well.


Lena soared and prepared to give support while Ofia deployed her cockatrice wings and joined the aerial fight. At that point already, the sand had been dug out from everywhere, creating a giant sand screen around the area. The other students started emerging from it. It finally became a one vs twenty-three.


Arima smirked. "This will be fun," he uttered and thunder roared. The sky darkened and purple lightning sparked around him; sometimes attacking, sometimes defending, and occasionally destroying magic projectiles. It was a deadly storm where you’d risk to be struck by a lightning at every step.


***


Meanwhile, in a very dark and cold underground bastion, Karaskan was sitting at a desk, scrutinizing projected data. He appeared to be deciphering a sort of map.


At some point, he abruptly raised his head and closed one eye. "Someone is opening the Hell Gate?" He muttered in surprise. "Is it the Life Hunter?" He wondered. "No, even him wouldn't do something so bold all of a sudden for no reason. A human who wants to go to Hell…?"


The more he kept thinking, the more puzzled he became. "Wait," then he exclaimed as he recalled something. "There was an incident about a captive… What was his name again?" He frowned then shook his head before resuming his decrypting.
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                Arima triggered his sigil and a huge fireball made by a group of students was struck by purple lightning and scattered. He then deflected Arister's spear and Lanya's rapier in a single swing. He infused his weapon with mana and lightning burst out from the katana.


The volatile sand started moving strangely and suddenly became a giant mouth that tried to eat him. "Melody, huh?" He muttered and conjured five compressed marbles in his hand. He threw them in a circle around him and the wind inside burst, blowing the sand away.


At the same time, a strong downpour suddenly arrived and Arima looked at the sky in surprise. His thunderclouds were the ones causing that rain.


‘But I didn't add any water... Isla? Did she actually manage to overwrite my magic and use my clouds? That girl is a prodigy indeed…’ He thought as the sand screen slowly fell down as the grains got heavier with the water. Arima ended up surrounded by the entire class when his vision got clear. They had all finished their preparation for a magic and they cast it at the same time.


Both Lanya and Arister had prepared the Fifth Blue Art as well and promptly threw it. Arima grinned and started chanting too. But what happened then was inexplicable. His chanting speed was too fast, it was utterly inhuman. It was as if someone had pressed on the fast play button.


"[Et erraverunt] (You strayed away)."

"[Ecce ego pronuntio] (Here I declare myself)."

"[Sine condicione erga dominum tuum] (Your unconditional master)."

"[Revertere ad me] (Return to me)."


This went by extremely fast, but Lanya and Night easily recognized the magic. "The Fourth Red Art!" They both exclaimed at the same time.


"Everyone, retreat! Don't even bother trying to hold your magic!" Lanya shouted and every student nodded before retreating.


"[Fourth Red Art, Nativus Dominare] (Elemental Rule)," Arima finished chanting and every magic aimed at him halted. The spikes coming from the ground, the water and ice blades flying at him, the blazing fire, even light and darkness had been stopped whilst spatial attacks were deviated by a simple rotation of Arima’s sigil.


He slowly waved his hands and every magic suddenly changed of aim and was returned back toward their caster, causing countless explosions around him, elevating one more time the dry sand. Fortunately, Lanya, Night, and Balan, who could make sturdy barriers, protected everyone.


"Who will do it?" Lanya flapped one wing to clear the sand and suddenly asked Arister who was next to her.


"You will. I'll do my best to hold him back," he replied and his body became clad in a full Spartan armor. He smirked and glanced at Irian who wasn't that far. He recalled how strong physically that kid was.


"Hey, do you wanna help?" Arister casually asked and Irian nodded firmly. Arister grinned and told him everything through telepathy.


"Got it," Irian responded and his body started expanding. After a few seconds, his body was now similar to a bear's, just that the fur was of a deep red color. It was the soul contract he had chosen.


The Demonic Bear, also called Crimson, is a beast reputed for its madness in combat. Its healing ability, which is not to be underestimated, and his overwhelming brute strength.


Following him, every student started transforming with their respective soul contracts. Almost all of them had already made a contract. The only exception was Lena who had an actual soul beast, which was a big Royal Eagle.


"Keep attacking, everyone!" Arister bellowed before kicking the ground and directly rushing toward Arima. The latter smiled whilst watching them.


"Looks like you have a plan. I won't have time to point out every detail, so I'll do it at the end. Good luck," Arima readied his katana and lightning covered the sky. At the same time, Arister swung his spear and clashed with Arima.


The latter was surprisingly pushed back by that unique blow. His eyes widened and the corner of lips raised. "I see, you're pushing to 100 already, huh? Then I won't hold back," he said and his arms bulged a bit and vapor escaped his mouth. He then countered Arister who was grinning and was attacking a lot more fiercely than before


"Seems like you started to use that armor to its full potential."


"Yeah, thanks are in order I guess," Arister replied.


Arima snickered and abruptly felt a huge pressure weighing on him. He shot a glance to the side and spotted Melody. Her current appearance was similar to a dryad with her hair which had turned glossy green and her ears pointed. But she also seemed to have some antlers growing on her head. She was crouching with her palms placed against the ground while staring at him.


‘She made a peaceful contract with a Nature Deer, huh?’ Arima thought.


Nature Deer are very rare beasts living in places full of life and verdure. Nature Deer are said to have tremendous affinity with nature, even more than elves, and their mana pool is renowned for their high quality and size.


‘True, to use gravity to hinder me this much, you need a significant amount of mana,’ Arima inwardly commented.


Arister then swung his spear vertically, putting even more pressure on him. He clicked his tongue and a black light suddenly flashed in his left hand. Before Arister could realize it, Ira was already pointed toward Melody. Of course, Arima wasn't intending to harm her. The bullet was infused with soul magic to perturb her contract and forcefully end the resonance.


Ultimately, he was able to press the trigger before Arister could stop him but surprisingly, a sort of dark blue tunnel appeared on the trajectory and absorbed the bullet. Arima frowned when he saw that and promptly discharged a huge amount of lightning to get away from Arister. Half a second later, the bullet he shot passed just in front of him. It had come out from a second dark blue hole in mid-air.


Arima looked behind Melody and saw Balan smiling while drawing a magic circle. Arima then commanded his clouds and a lightning bolt fell. But the same thing happened and a wormhole redirected his attack toward him.


He snickered and focused on Arister. ‘He prepared many wormholes formations in advance. It’s a waste of time and energy,’ he determined that he couldn't shoot toward Melody at least.


In the end, he was slowly pushed back against a corner by Arister because of the gravity. The latter was Ares' inheritor and he was making good use of the power he received thanks to that title. Even if it was Arima, once slowed down, he had good chances to overpower him.


While Arima was fighting, he kept observing his surroundings and the fact that there were only Arister, Melody, and Balan opposing him was honestly confusing. Even though there were some magics attacking him from time to time, they were long-range and he couldn’t spot the casters.


He tried to concentrate and sensed the presence of the rest of the group far away. The students were aiming at him while encircling Lanya. Arima focused on her and saw that she was preparing to cast something.


He couldn’t hear what they were talking about but on the other hand, he noticed what was the magic being prepared. ‘The Third Destruction Art,’ Arima scowled. ‘Could be troublesome.’


"[Adolebitque in aeternum] (Burn for eternity)," he initiated a new incantation and Arister quivered. Arima was fighting him in close combat, controlling the lightning, and now chanting for a magic, all at the same time. He was speechless.


Then, he remembered something. "Hey! You didn't teach us about parallel minds!" He shouted and Arima smirked whilst continuing his chant.


"[Ipsam mundi] (Scorch the world)."

"[Erumpant ex religiosae vitae] (Erupt from the deepest level)."

"[Et haec stultum esse cremari] (And cremate these foolish beings)."


Arister clicked his tongue. He knew what was coming. He exchanged blows with Arima one last time then hurriedly retreated before planting his shield in the ground which then exponentially grew in size to become a large sphere sheltering its owner.


"[Fourth Blue Art, Huius Ignem Inferni] (Hell's Flame)," at the same moment, Arima finished his chant and the earth started shaking and cracks appeared all over the ground. The glittering sand drifted inside the fissures and fell in the pits of darkness. Then, the temperature increased greatly.


Melody ceased the gravity push and panted a bit. Balan used the circle he was drawing earlier to teleport the two of them away. Lanya's group also took some distance although they were already quite far.


Crimson flames suddenly erupted from the cracks and lava flowed out. The fire gathered in mid-air as if it was alive and formed a sort of immense disc. That disc shone and the fire condensed into a pillar that fell on Arister's shield. It looked like a concentrated ray of light coming from a giant loop. Arister's shield glowed with bright golden light as it resisted the vicious flames.


An explosion occurred that first hardened the sand then destroyed it. The shockwave spread for miles. Arima, in the middle of all of this, rushed toward Lanya's group position without any delay.


When he arrived, his eyes flashed and narrowed just after. "Spiritual illusions, those little…" He mumbled and then smirked in pride for his students. Anyone would feel like that if they saw someone using what they taught.


Arima closed his eyes and scanned the entire desert in a second before scanning even further. When he discovered Lanya's position, he found out that she had already started chanting and was fully prepared.


"This will be a problem," Arima smiled wryly. "The Third Destruction Art is too special," he said as he flew toward his students while breaking the sound barrier, leaving Arister, who was resisting the fire and lava, behind him.


Within his spherical shield, he sighed while drawing a teleportation circle. He was already sweating because of the heat. "Okay, I'm out… I don't think I will able to get out in time. Don't mess up, you all."


In a forest, out of the desert, Lanya was holding a white and black book in her hands. That book was glowing with a peculiar light. She opened it and the very first page was completely blank. As she held the book with one hand, she placed the other on the page.


The students were curiously watching. The book Lanya had in her hand had appeared too rapidly and they were questioning themselves about what it could be. Especially when Lanya said that it was the strongest magic Arima had ever taught her.


"[Auribus percipite verba mea] (Heed my words)."

"[Voluntatem meam] (Manifest my will)."


As Lanya chanted, indecipherable words appeared on the book’s pages.


"[Summone gloriam meam] (Summon my ambition),"

"[Et meam impleat votum] (And fulfill my wish)."

"[Secundum iudicium tuum] (According to your judgment)."

"[Et implerem] (Accomplish it)."


The words on the pages shined with a strong light and an ominous and overbearing aura spread around.


"[Third Destruction Art, Pars Impios] (Lawless Tome)."


When Arima arrived, it was already too late. He could only watch as the book transformed into a beam of white and black light that flew toward the sky. Soon after, a second earthquake occurred, much bigger than the one caused by the Fourth Blue Art, and a large shadow covered the forest.


Arima slowly looked up and his expression twitched. "Oi, you, shitty book. This is what you chose? We’re lucky that this is another dimension…" He grumbled and instantly tried to flee.


One of the particularities of this art was that it would never hurt someone else than the target defined by the caster. So, Arima didn't need to care about Lanya and the students.


As he was thinking that, he suddenly bumped into an invisible wall and was repelled toward the ground. He landed skillfully but his expression wasn’t that good. He looked at where he bumped into something and saw a faint, thin blue wall.


"Seriously…?" He muttered and then looked up at the huge dark object falling from the sky as if it was coming from the stratosphere. It wasn't a meteorite or anything of the sort. If a comparison was really needed, something like a giant press was a lot more accurate.


"It's a death trap," Arima snorted. A cylindric barrier was confining him, forcing him to take it head-on. The Third Destruction Art was most likely the most unique and ‘whimsical’ magic Arima ever created. The book would activate based on the caster's will but it's the book itself that would choose how the caster’s wish should be respected.


Arima even inserted the theory of the Original World Laws in it. If it wasn't for the fact that the book was very quirky and the power it could exert limited, it would easily be the first art. But even like that, the Lawless Tome was still very polyvalent. It could literally do anything the caster can imagine as long as the final result isn't more formidable than the caster's full power.


The book also consumes a huge amount of mana. You could say that this magic was the strongest one in the world, but awfully defective and inefficient.


"Freaking book. Did you have to choose this? I'm your creator damn it," Arima complained whilst drawing Superbia. He took out a pitch-black bullet. He charged it into the chamber of the rifle before pulling the bolt. He then loaded Superbia with a strange magazine filled with a dark substance exuding tremendous amounts of energy.


Arima smirked and pointed at the gigantic press falling on him. "Let’s see if you can take this bullet."

            

    
        88. ''Not bad.''

    
    
    
    
                Lightning escaped Superbia's barrel and formed a sort of web that covered everything around Arima. Within the cylindric barrier, the upper part was occupied by the dark press while the lower half was filled with purple lightning. Arima’s mind was entirely focused on the plasma and particularly the bullet spinning inside the chamber.


As he was charging the gun, the bizarre energy inside the magazine slowly left and gathered at the tip of the bullet. At some point, the ground crumbled and turned into a charred crater.


"[Gun Metuunt Blasphemantes] (Rail Gun)."

"[Ultimum Quantum Magicae] (Ultimate Quantum Magic)."


Arima chanted and a dark light invaded the area along with the lightning.


"[Prod Materia] (Anti Matter)."


He pressed the trigger and a black-purple beam shot out from the barrel. The bullet at the core of that ray of energy was surrounded by a dark aura.


When it touched the huge press falling down, it felt like time stopped. The dark aura around the bullet spread across its surface and pierced it. And as the plasma following the bullet was pushing it, the press suddenly disappeared without any warning as if it had never existed.


The entire object had disappeared. At the same time, a small cyclone was created because of the difference in atmospheric pressure and absconded soon after.


Arima exhaled and put Superbia away when he noticed that the barrier erected by the Lawless Tome had vanished. In the next instant, a white sphere suddenly formed above Arima. He looked at it and frowned.


The light exploded and blinded him momentarily. He could only sense an aura approaching him from behind. He conjured a katana and whirled the blade over his shoulder. He recovered his sight afterward and swiftly looked behind him before counter-attacking. The owner of that aura was obviously Lanya. Arima had to continuously reinforce his eyes to resist the light produced by her every slash.


"Hey, shouldn't you be almost out of mana, Lanya?"


"It should be okay," Lanya responded and smiled. Arima scowled and his weapon became a literal lightning bolt in his hands. The purple lightning gradually darkened until it was pitch black.


"[Aeterna] (Eternal Night)," he intoned and struck Lanya with a wave of lightning. She instantly cast a defensive magic that made appear countless layers of small hexagonal light shields. Thunder roared and the explosion shattered all of them. Lanya groaned and was sent flying away.


While Arima was facing her, he was trying to find out their plan. But it was hard to deduce everything from scratch. He, at least, knew that the Third Art wasn't supposed to defeat him. The proof was that Lanya attacked him instantly after, without any worry on her face.


‘Did she wish something else from the book?’ He wondered and looked around very quickly.


He couldn't spot his students. And coincidentally, he suddenly reacted and moved away from where he was standing. A sort of cyclone suddenly fell from the sky and pierced the ground like a drilling machine.


Arima looked up at the figure flying around and his eyes widened. "A harpy?" He muttered.


The figure was Lena. Her appearance now was the result of her resonance with her soul beast. She grew a pair of wings from her arms and her legs became strong claws.


Just after, a beam of light was shot at Arima, which he evaded by cocking his head to the side. This time, it was Ofia. Unexpectedly, her appearance was almost the same as her sister. Her soul contract with the cockatrice made her transmute into a harpy as well.


"You certainly are sisters," Arima chuckled.


Following his words, every other student started launching magics at him from everywhere. Arima countered with a matching number of lightning bolts, slowly taking out the casters. As he was doing that, he thought that something was odd. He couldn't sense the auras of his students.


When Arima started wondering where Balan, Melody, and Irian were, Lanya spotted an opening as his thoughts made him slow down.


She lifted her rapier and expended the rest of her mana. Her weapon produced a sort of semi-physical light and became a giant lance. Arima’s eyes narrowed. He felt the very air trembling and the ground shaking at it was getting closer to him. He hurriedly condensed a shield of lighting by converting his weapon and several lightning bolts then struck it to strengthen it.


The clash between light and lightning resulted in a huge pillar that pierced the clouds. The attack nearly broke through Arima's defense. He had to admit it, Lanya's affinity with light was better than his, even in the Absolute Domination level.


“Now!” Lanya shouted and the two princesses nodded.


“What?” Arima glanced at the two harpies. They were inhaling strongly and mana was wrapping their throats. When they opened their mouth, a high-pitched sound penetrated his ears.


‘Ultrasounds?! I never taught them that. Did they realize that frequencies could also be used for sound waves alone?’


Arima gritted his teeth as he felt a bit dizzy because of his eardrums being shaken. He wasn’t able to protect his ears in time because he was defending against Lanya and the simple nature of the attack was unexpected.


When Lanya’s mana ran out, the pillar vanished and the lance dispersed. Arima covered one of his ears then looked at her who was out of breath. For some reason, she was smiling at him.


His instincts kicked in and he abruptly felt a presence behind him. From the corner of his eyes, he spotted Irian in his bear form with bloodshot eyes, clenching his paw.


Before Arima could react, he suddenly felt an immense pressure crushing him and combined with his lingering dizziness, he almost lost his balance. He was pushed down and the ground below him was crushed by his own body and he himself fell on one knee. His eyes flashed with surprise. Melody was once again using gravity. Balan was beside her and every other student was sharing their mana with her.


Arima snickered and turned around the fastest he could. But in the end, the pressure really hindered him and Irian managed to land a hit. He could only cross his arms to guard himself. He was easily hurled away and fought the momentum for a few tens of meters before spinning in mid-air and landing on his feet.


Arima squinted his eyes and saw Irian fall on the ground. The latter’s body was weak and his arm was broken. He had used 125% of his strength on this strike, the recoil was evident.


At the same time, everyone stared intensively at Arima. He shook his head and sighed. He rolled his left arm's sleeve and everyone saw a drop of blood falling on the ground. There was actually a small cut on his arm.


When they realized what they accomplished, the whole class cheered. They had successfully injured Arima. He allowed them to rejoice for a few minutes before clapping to get their attention. Arister also came back in the meantime.


When everyone looked back at Arima, they noticed that his injury had already closed and even his clothes were now spotless. They suddenly felt despondent. The result of their hard work was that small cut which was healed in just a few seconds. What’s worse was that Arima obviously held back against them, even after the suppression at the tenth level.


Since the students knew that they couldn't kill him, they could use their full power without hesitation. In contrast, Arima had to be careful to not kill them.


"Well, it was a good plan. Arister gained time to let Lanya use the Lawless Tome. The wish was most likely ‘hiding the auras of everyone except the caster’. And the giant press was probably just a bonus. That damn book actually decided to attack me on its own accord…” Arima cursed and Lanya giggled.


“Anyhow, after that, you just kept storming me, waiting for the right opportunity to pin me down and strike me physically since you realized it would be almost impossible to go through my magic defense. Not bad."


Everyone felt even more depressed when Arima explained their strategy so candidly. "Now," Arima cracked his knuckles and sat down on the ground.


"Time to point out your biggest errors," he declared and started giving a lecture to every single one of them.


***


An explosion occurred.


"…Not that bad, but you didn't put enough mana and you lost control halfway through."


The earth collapsed.


"......Good one, but it wasn't destructive enough, and the target wasn't well defined."


Water fell down from the sky and ravaged the ground


"...……The mana capacity was correct but the theory behind has to be revised."


Just like that, Night continued on experiencing the magics and commenting on it.


"It was the last one," Karma smiled and said when all of the students had tried out their magic.


Night glared at her with a darkened expression. His clothes were wet because of the water, dirty because the mud, lightly torn, and completely creased. He sighed to calm himself and calmly restored and washed his clothes.


At least, in this session, they had orderly arranged roles. Karma took care of the physical lectures while Night took care of the magic lessons. Karma, as Arima's 100-year-old weapon, was the best when it came to martial arts.


When those two finished their class, Arima reappeared with his own group. When the two of them saw his students, they made a silent prayer.


They all were mentally tired because of Arima's lecture added to their physical strain. Even Arister and Lanya weren't very energetic.


"Well, you guys can go home for today. Rest and come back in two days. I'll conclude the general lectures then," Arima announced. When he said that, everyone’s expression brightened as if they had been given a second life.


Arima smiled and teleported everyone back to the PA. Following that, he let his elite class leave and decided to accept 80 students for the next period. Of course, he didn't repeat the 'large-scale spar' between him and the class. It was just a special case for his ‘unique’ group.


Then, for two days, Arima sustained the training with Night's sole help since Karma accompanied Lanya who had been granted some rest. Arister, on the other hand, left because he said he was going to meet his family.


***


Lilis patiently watched Arima’s past but still couldn’t see any trace of Karaskan. She interacted with the Time Garden’s pond and the images went by very fast.


After Arimane's integration in the squad, for two years, Moria personally educated him about everything. Martial arts, sharpshooting, strategy, and the ways of an assassin's thinking process.


Arimane already had a natural disposition to control his emotions and he was really clever, making of him a talented soldier was exceptionally easy.


One day, Moria suddenly called his squad and gathered the members. "We have a notice. In a week, we will fly out of the country," he stated and everyone frowned without any other comment. But it was without saying that they were confused.


Of course, Moria was aware of that and resumed. "We've been selected for a mission," he said and shrugged. "Direct order from the higher-ups."


"What is the mission?" Erin asked.


"Destroying and dismantling a terrorist organization," He replied and the squad fell into a daze. "Well, it's just a small group; around fifty people. But we were asked to take care of it. Maybe they want to test us, who knows," he shrugged and looked at his squad of fifteen people.


"We leave in one week, prepare for it. You have permission to leave the orphanage to relax until then. That's all I wanted to say. Also, Arimane, you are not exempt of this mission," Moria added before exiting the room.


"Aah…" One of the members sighed loudly when Moria left. He sat down on a chair and rested his whole upper body on the table. "Taking out a terrorist group? By ourselves? They're serious?"


"Don't act like that, Jin. Technically, based on our current disposition, we easily should be able to take care of a small terrorist group," the one who said that was Gano, an 18-year-old man with a really large build which didn’t match his age at all.


"Yeah, yeah," Jin waved his hand dismissively. That guy was also around 17-18 years old, like almost everyone in the squad except Arimane. His eyes and attitude explicitly described him; a lazy type of guy.


"Well, if we're careful, nothing bad should happen," Farro, the man who was the oldest here with 20 years of age, spoke and sat down next to Jin. Everyone soon followed and sat down on the seats spread out in the room.


Arimane quietly sat down on a chair but he was soon picked up by someone and hugged uncomfortably tight.


"Tiria... put me down," he weakly said.


The one who had lifted him up was one of the three women of the squad. A girl who treated Arimane like the little kid of the group.


"Come on guys, the real problem is that Arimane is supposed to come with us," Tiria completely ignored Arimane's opinion as she sat down and put him on her lap. "Sir Moria said that but what if he can't do it?"


Erin raised his head and turned toward Arimane with a serious look. "Tell me, do you think you can kill someone?"


"Huh?" Arimane was caught off-guard by such a blunt question.
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                Arimane fell into deep thought. It wasn’t like he never envisaged that outcome. He already knew subconsciously that he would have to kill people one day.


Either it was because of his Life Hunter disposition which he had from birth or because of his unusual thoughts toward humans, Arimane answered, "Yes, I can."


He said with an unshakable determination that even made Tiria speechless. There wasn’t any kind of hesitation. He simply affirmed something. Erin just nodded as if he had already known the answer. The rest of the squad just smiled.


"I expect no less from our little genius," Jin commented and everyone started chuckling.


Arimane groaned. "I don't feel flattered at all…"


Erin smirked. "Anyway, you should rest this week. Be prepared to leave when the time comes."


"Yes, yes, Captain," Jin waved his hand and stood up first. Everyone imitated him and started leaving the room. Arimane attempted to leave but Tiria grabbed him before he could.


"Let's go, Arimane," she said and dragged him outside along with a group composed of Jin, Farro, Gano, and a girl who was Tiria's friend, Tieria. Those two had been brought to the orphanage in the same day and also have the same age. They were called similarly and were raised as sisters.


Their individual personalities were completely the opposite of the other. Tiria was the energetic and playful kind while Tieria was the serene and silent one. Quoting Arimane's words at the time, he was a lot more comfortable with Tieria than her sister.


That group of six left the orphanage since they had permission and decided to head to the nearest city. They boarded a black van, seemingly normal from the outside, but it was in fact reinforced to resist even explosions.


"Is it really necessary to take a military vehicle to go to the city?" Arimane couldn't help but ask.


"It's fine. It's the only car we can use anyway," Tiria casually answered and opened the sliding door before jumping inside the van, followed by everyone else. Arimane sighed and entered too.


Then when everyone had sat down, they all noticed something at the same time.


"Who's driving?" Arimane asked and everyone looked at him.


"Isn't there a GPS guided auto-drive?" Jin raised his voice.


"It's a military vehicle, they don't use auto-drive in fear of being hacked," Arimane responded like it was an obvious thing. “Aren’t you the hacker of our team? Are you sure you’re doing your job correctly?”


Jin stared at him and grunted. "I'm not a freaking little genius. I apologize I don’t know everything. Anyway, who knows how to drive here?" He inquired and no one answered or commented on anything. That lasted a minute until they all turned toward Arimane.


The latter frowned at Tiria's smile.


***


In the end, Arimane ended up in the driver seat and drove the van toward the city. When they arrived there, he glanced at the streets through the tinted windows. He admired how the city was clean and calm. The circulation had absolutely no trouble as well.


You could see some small automates wandering on the streets, picking trash up whenever they stumbled upon some. Arimane observed that modern environment and then his eyes fell on multiple billboards and posters about propaganda, equality, and many others. When he saw that, he clicked his tongue.


"The magnificent result from decades of research on technology polluted not by physical trash but human trash…"


Tiria laughed when she heard that. "Don't say things like that. People like them are totally different from you, that's all."


"Yeah, yeah, as she said," Jin casually said while playing a game of cards with Farro and Gano whilst Tieria was soundlessly reading a book.


"You shouldn't worry about that at your age, kid," Farro added without turning his eyes away from the cards in his hands. "Ah!" He suddenly exclaimed and put down a card on the seat of the van.


The more Arimane listened to them, the darker his expression became. "Do you all have no shame for letting a twelve-year-old drive for you?"


Tiria shrugged. "What can we do? You're the only one who has ever learned how to drive among us. To be fair, we were supposed to learn basic driving of military vehicles three months from now on. You’re the only one who learned it because you were too curious."


Arima started cursing under his breath until he thought of something. "Where are we supposed to go anyway?"


"Just stop around the center of the city. We'll stroll for a bit. We can do some shopping and visit a café later," Tiria smiled and said.


Arima scowled and pressed the screen of the console. He opened the map of the city and directly went toward the center.


For the rest of the day, the group walked around the city to pass time. And the one who enjoyed it the most was surprisingly Arimane who ordered five full cakes for himself at a restaurant.


Everyone seriously wondered where he was putting that, it broke their understanding of the human body. They also came to know Arimane's love for sweets that day.


***


Lilis watched the scene patiently then sighed, she touched the water of the lake with her finger and drew a line on the surface. The image on the water started to accelerate and seven days in the rewind passed in an instant for her.


***


Back to the present. 


In the Inn's room, Arima was flipping through an empty book and his sigil was slightly glowing. His pupils were also constantly moving from the left to the right as words appeared on the pages of the book.


"So, what are you doing?" Night asked while scrutinizing the big pile of blank books on the side.


"Can't you see? I'm writing," Arima replied and closed the book he was working on. "I'm just recording my lectures on paper, both general and detailed parts. I'll make a book of each then I will duplicate them and give them to my students. I'll also give one of each to the academy for them to reproduce it."


"You're surprisingly very dedicated," Night commented and took the book Arima just put away and flipped through it. "Yeah, it will certainly be useful, it's more detailed and organized than if it was said orally," he concluded and watched Arima as he started the second book.


After a few hours, Night who was quietly reading the books and Arima who produced them, both suddenly froze and a few seconds after that, the earth quaked and the furniture in the room shook a bit.


It lasted for around five seconds and Night frowned. "Was that what I think it was?"


Arima smiled and resumed his work. "Yes, probably. The gate is being constructed. Well, it still should take another few days though," he said and finished another book; the one about space.


"Do you know what will happen when the path is completely formed?" Night asked. "How will the summoning take place?"


"Well," Arima mused. "It should be something like a huge portal appearing in the sky, I guess," he answered with an unsure tone, to which Night sighed. He then continued to read without any other comment.


***


The next day, as always, Arima went to the PA. When he arrived at the class with Night, he instantly spotted Lanya and Karma, calmly playing a chess game.


Night was shocked by the sight apparently; his reaction was totally translated on his face.


"What are you so surprised about?" Arima glanced at him and asked.


Night pointed at Karma with a trembling finger. "How? She actually can concentrate on something so seriously..."


"Come on…" Arima smiled wryly and went to his seat. The class was still empty and no one had arrived except Lanya and Karma.


"She's even winning…" He heard Night's muttering voice as he sat down and he almost laughed.


"Night," Arima called. "If you continue to treat her like that, she will definitely tease you even more."


Night looked back at him with a blank look, then his expression turned as hard as a stone. Arima finally laughed and got the attention of the two competitors.


"Oh, you're here," Karma exclaimed when she realized they were in the room. It was necessary to mention that Arima and Night had both the habit of concealing their presence at every moment, if Karma was lost in her game, of course, she wouldn't be able to sense them.


While Karma turned around to greet Arima, Lanya still continued to stare at the chessboard with her eyes burning with fighting spirit. Then, she smiled and moved one of her pawns. "Check."


"Eh?" Karma turned back and looked at the game and her eyes widened. She inspected the pawns very closely and was sure that Lanya hadn't cheated. This time it was her turn to ponder very intensively.


"Hello, Arima, Master," Lanya said after taking her eyes off the board.


"Lanya, you really should stop calling me like that. I mean, Arima is already more a master for you than I am, definitely," Night responded and Lanya wryly smiled.


"Sorry, I was just used to it," she nodded. "I'll try to change it, Night.”


Arima listened passively while reading the books he had written at high speed, searching for possible mistakes. Even he could have lost concentration for a second and made a mistake, so he was checking it.


Night glanced at him. "I know it's necessary to re-read yourself. It's really important to avoid any mistakes. Yeah," Night nodded. "But the problem is," he paused and stared at Arima. "How the hell didn't you find one already?"


Night uttered and Karma laughed. Lanya chuckled and moved a pawn, silencing her. Arima shrugged and continued to read. His ability to focus was far beyond what a normal human could even imagine, he hardly could get mentally tired as well, it was rare for him to make mindless errors.


In the next hour, the students arrived and sat down. Some of them also spectated the chess game between Lanya and Karma. They were going for so long now that they were very close to a tie.


It was only after Lanya won that Arima announced the start of the lesson whilst ignoring the sulking Karma. The happy winner of the game obediently sat down on a seat and Karma followed her with rounded shoulders.


Arima sat down on his desk and Night made himself comfortable on the chair. He waved his hand and a pile of books appeared in front of every student.


"These books are my lessons completely written and detailed. Only the Berserker’s Path is not transcribed," Arima explained to his students which brought a great shock to them. They all picked the first book of the pile and flipped through it. It was perfectly organized and detailed. There were even images to describe some theories.


"Is it really all right for us to take them?" Ofia asked.


"Sure," Arima nodded. "You can take it and even share it if you want. I plan to give one set to the academy anyway. "


Ofia looked at the pile of books on her desk and nodded. She was already impatient to read them.


"Now," Arima clapped. "We’re here to talk about the three spiritual forces. Then after that, I'll follow with the original magic I discovered."
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                "As you all know, there are three spiritual forces," Arima stated. "There’s aura, mana, and killing intent."


"We'll start with the aura, which constitutes the main topic out of all three. The aura represents an individual's overall strength. It's established based on many things; your mental fortitude, your life force, your age, your physical strength, and even your soul."


"It's really what you can call the manifestation of strength. The aura can take numerous forms. It can simply be spiritual or have a physical property. Some talented people use their auras to fight, but that's not everything; you can do a lot of things with your aura. It's basically an extension of yourself. You don't lose anything when you use it, no mana nor mental energy."


Arima said and then raised his hand. A faint and transparent light appeared above his palm. He moved his finger and pointed it around the class randomly and the blue aura followed. He then clenched his hand and the aura became a fast projectile that made a hole on the floor.


"That's why it's easier to restrain people weaker than you with your aura," he resumed as he repaired the ground at the same time. "Simply because that way, you won't have to spend your energy for nothing. It's even better than neutral magic from this aspect. The aura is also something you use to subdue, manipulate, and control magic and its mana whether it is yours or the enemy’s."


"Of course, the aura is something you all know perfectly about since you were born. But people still can't use it in an efficient way. I want you to keep in mind that your aura is a valuable asset you can rely on. When you stumble on a certain situation where it could prove itself useful, don't forget to use it. It will become an automatism if you get used to it."


"The next one is the mana pool," Arima followed. "As you all know, the mana pool does not represent your mana storage only, but the term also refers to your mana’s quality and density."


"The mana pool resides in the soul and its size often depends on the latter, as I said before. The size is one thing but the quantity of mana is another. The size of the mana pool is determined at birth, but the quantity can only go up with training."


"You can have a recipient but you can't make use of it if you don't pour something inside. That's the same concept with the mana pool and mana itself. There are also cases where people can't even completely fill up their mana pool during their entire lives."


"Another thing I need to talk about is magic circuits. Magic circuits are what allow us to gather mana in your soul to cast spells," Arima paused and smiled. "If I told you I was born in a place where there were no magic circuits, would you believe me?"


He said and his students looked at him in confusion, they had never heard about a place where there weren't any magic circuits.


But they all believed in their teacher and nodded. Arima chuckled. "And that's true. The place I was born in didn't have any circuits. In that place, since magic circuits were inexistent, I couldn't gather any mana and couldn't use magic."


His students were still a bit lost. They didn't understand why he would bring that up so suddenly. Arima smirked at their reaction. "That's why I can do this," he declared and snapped his fingers.


The students felt a strange disturbance going through them and then felt dizzy for a moment. Night and Karma weren't an exception, but they knew what it was. Only Lanya was unaware. Arima rubbed his temples a bit and got rid of the dizziness in a few seconds. He then smiled at his students.


"I just severed every magic circuit in this classroom," he said and the students’ eyes narrowed. They attempted to gather mana but couldn't no matter how many times they tried. They could only feel the mana they had already stored in their mana pool.


"When you're cut off from the magic circuits, you're unable to retrieve spent mana. If you ever run out of mana in that state, you'll become a simple human unable to use magic," Arima explained and everyone looked at him in shock and anxiousness because of their current lack of circuits.


"Don't worry, even I can't cut definitely your connection with circuits like that. I can only do it temporarily. If I don't do it again, it will come back naturally with time. I didn't use a strong wave right now. It should be back by the end of the period."


"Of course, this technique has huge downsides. I can't restore the connection willingly and it affects a zone around me, and I can't escape it. And since the mana inside the mana pool remains, unless your opponent is weakened, this is useless. But it's interesting to mention that you can use your aura in that state," Arima said with an insouciant smile.


“Well, there’s also a way to exploit that concept and prevent someone from using magic by ‘contaminating’ the mana inflow instead of cutting it. But well, the disadvantages are exactly the same.”


The students didn't know if they should be awed that their teacher created this technique or embarrassed that the downsides were so obvious.


"Well, I'll teach you how this magic works later. I'll skip to the density and quality of mana. To cultivate quality, which means the efficiency between mana used and the result of the magic cast, the key is unpretentious meditation. You need to clear your mind as much as possible and get rid of every ‘bad thought’."


"Now, the density of mana is a special thing. Density means the quantity of mana you can compress together to take the less space possible in your mana pool. Usually, people who don't have a big pool choose to increase their density to be able to store more mana. The way to improve that is by slowly training your mind and soul to compress as much mana as possible."


"That was all for this spiritual force. The next one is, of course, killing intent. You all know what it is. The manifestation of murdering impulses. Of course, I won't show you mine, I don't want to wake up and alarm the entire continent," Arima said casually and his students felt very awkward because of the passiveness of his tone.


"To be honest, you can't do a lot of things with killing intent. The only use you can make of it is basically scaring your opponents or surprise them in a fight. But unless your killing intent is strong enough, it's ultimately useless. The only way to increase your killing intent is by spilling blood. Well, not necessarily humans, but if you just go around killing beast and monsters, your killing intent will never be strong enough to perturb a human of similar strength," Arima said and everyone nodded.


"Killing intent can also be used as a catalyst for magic theory. Actually, the deadliest magics unavoidably have killing intent infused into them," Arima sighed after he finished.


"Obviously, all of this is written in the books I gave you. You can look into it later. Now, it’s time for the main focus of today," Arima announced. "About two weeks ago, I coincidentally discovered a new magic, or to be exact, a new concept of magic theory."


"Tell me, what do you think about when I say fate?" Arima suddenly inquired and his audience was stunned for a moment.


In the end, the regular student model, Ofia, raised her hand awkwardly. "Our destiny…I’d say? Our future actions and how we will live and develop. But, usually, fate is considered inevitable; destiny which we can’t change."


“What about luck?”


“Eh?” Ofia was taken aback by the quick reply and tilted her head. “…In one sense, it’s identical to fate. It’s something we cannot predict but it’s also something we cannot escape since it comes to us naturally.”


Arima smiled and nodded. "Correct. You perfectly explained it. Fate and luck are things connected to our future and intricately associated with our every success and accomplishment.”


“But both of them are concepts we cannot alter in any circumstance. Fate is something that was decided for you. As for luck, it’s the root of the latter. There are some smart people trying to say that luck is only an idea of cause and consequences, but luck is certainly not something you can plan or produce by yourself."


"If for example, one day, you suddenly crouch for some reason and then avoid a critical attack, you won't uphold that you survived because you were so skilled that you dodged the threat without sensing anything, right?"


Arima smiled wryly and his students could only agree when it was put that way. There wasn’t even a way to refute that.


"The reason why I'm telling you this is for the presentation of the magic I want to teach you about," Arima explained. "That magic, I named it 'Libra'. Not 'Libra magic', but the 'Law of Libra'."


When he said the name, everyone started assessing it, trying to find any kind of relation between luck and Libra, the Goddess of Fairness and holder of the 'balance'.


Arima smiled at them. "Have you heard about the luck theory? Simply said, luck is something you accumulate during your life when you feel positive, make good deeds, feels fulfillment, when you achieve something, and so on.”


“Then, when you are lucky about something, the amount of luck you’ve accumulated will regress depending on how significant the fortune your luck brought you. But, if you ‘push’ your luck, you risk to fall into a negative state and accumulate what you call bad luck."


"My magic is directly related to that concept," Arima declared and took out a shining gold coin from his storage. "If I flip this coin, I have 50% to either get heads or tails. But, in the end, your luck will determine the result,” Arima added and started chanting.


"[Qui vocat Lex Libra] (I summon the Law of Libra)."

"[Expende verba mea et iudicia mea imperium] (Weigh my words and execute my command)."


"[Judicium, Quod Libra] (Execute, The Balance)," he finished his incantation and the coin glowed for a second.


He looked at his students. "Look carefully," he said then put the coin on his thumb, preparing to flip it. "If it lands on heads, the coin will duplicate. If it is tails, I'll be hurt," Arima affirmed and tossed the coin while closing his eyes.


The students couldn't even consider what Arima had said before the coin fell back. He caught it with his right hand and put it on the back of his left, covering it.


He opened his eyes and slowly uncovered the coin. It was tails. Instantly afterward, the coin shined and blood suddenly dyed it. The students exclaimed in shock and worry. Arima's palm was deeply cut and blood kept gushing out.


Arima shrugged and waved his hand to appease his class. The cut healed within ten seconds after that, which was actually really strange. For Arima, healing this kind of injury shouldn't even take three seconds.


"As you saw it, I was unlucky and got tails," he uttered after healing his hand. At that point, most of the students had understood the principle already. It was essentially a magic made to gamble with your own luck and have a chance to twist fate.


"I think most of you understood it. I made a gamble. If I had won, I would have gotten another coin. But I lost, and I paid the price for my greed," Arima explained and grinned.


"Now, you may be asking yourself; who did I gamble with? Well, this time, I gambled against the ‘world’ itself. I enforced the gamble on the world. In my theory, it was done so by the intermediary of Libra," Arima said and his students were enlightened.


"Of course, this is a new magic theory. Totally 'fresh' and certainly not optimized. You're not obligated to use the same theory as I do, and you can replace Libra with something else if wish so."


"One more thing," Arima continued. "Since now I used my ‘bad buck’, I should have gotten a boost of ‘good luck’. That's what I call the 'balance', which is translated into 'Libra' with the runic language I use. This is the second use of my magic; controlling luck with bad luck, and conversely."


"When you're unlucky, you basically have more chances to be lucky the next time," Arima flipped the coin again, without casting any spell. When he looked at the result, it had landed on heads.


"Finally, there is the biggest strength of this magic which even scares me if it's well used," Arima's voice became more serious and resounded in the entire classroom.
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                "When you gamble, you obviously need to bet something in order to gain another. For instance, if you wish someone's defeat or death, you have to bet something else in return.”


“You can choose to bet your own life, or maybe someone else's. But in that last case, it only works if that person is too weak to resist you. If that person is stronger than you, the 'world' will take that bet to be invalid, or to be exact, it will greatly diminish your chances of ‘winning’. Also, keep in mind that you can't bet a life that isn't connected to you in some way if the bet is something personal. I think you’ll understand what I mean soon."


"Now, the scary thing I was talking about is that the stake can go up indefinitely. Your wishes are only limited by your imagination. It's an omnipotent magic. But to fulfill that wish, it's not so easy as to take mana. The bigger the wish is, the bigger the price will become," Arima said and everyone swallowed their saliva.


"The worst case isn't death, if that’s what you’re thinking. When the 'world' determines that the life of the caster isn't enough to pay for the stake after the loss, it will start to take everything around the caster, anything that may hurt him or make him suffer until the debt is paid."


Arima looked at his students. "Do you understand? There are, of course, consequences. But what if you win the gamble? You could wish for anything and have it granted if you're lucky. You could wish for the destruction of the world; it would be possible. You could wish to become a true immortal; it's possible. You could wish to murder everyone; it's possible."


"But," he grinned "What could the price be?" He said with an ominous voice that made his students shiver. Arima snickered. “Incidentally, the grander the wish is, the fewer chances you have to win.”


“Destruction of the world? What is the ‘world’ in that wish? Your planet? Your universe? A parallel world? Depending on how powerful you are originally the percentage of chance you may get your wish granted can vary between 90 percent, for relaxed bets, and let’s say (1*10^-20) percent for irrational ones. I think you get the point by now.”


“Well, there are also ways to steal luck from other people, create bad luck, and other things like that. But it’s quite inefficient so I won’t talk about it. Of course, you can check it out in the books I wrote if you want more details," Arima concluded and clapped.


"On this note, it's pretty much the end of this lesson," he declared and the forty students that needed to vacate their place left the room with a hazy mind. And the thirty or so students Arima had picked up were still baffled on their seat.


They recovered after every other student was out and started reading the books in front of them really enthusiastically. Arima observed them and sat on his chair when Night got off of it.


Since the 'spar' with his class, he had picked another ten students.


There were two students that deserved to be surveyed closely. They were called Gaodu and Ferzia. The former was a boy with quite a large body. He didn't have any special talents or abilities. The reason Arima had chosen him was even a mystery to the student in question. He was around 16 years old and his specialty surprisingly rested in spirit magic.


The most remarkable one was definitely Ferzia. She was part of a very uncommon race, the dark elves. As the stories depicted it, she had silver hair and dark skin. As a dark elf, she had incredible magic and physical ability. Apparently, the reason she came to this academy was that she had heard of a rumor about the best teacher that ever existed. She always had been almost perfect in all domains and never found someone capable of teaching her.


But she had to admit, she had already learned something in Arima's lessons although she only had been here for two days. She was 18 years old and her forte was lightning.


Arima looked at her as she chatted with Arister. ‘Those two are similar. They are both kinda gloomy… or is edgy perhaps a better word?’ He inwardly considered.


If Arister knew that Arima had thought those lines, he probably wouldn't know how to react.


For the rest of the day, as always, Arima sustained his all-purpose lessons and answered any questions his students could have. He also gave a set of books to the PA.


He directly went to the principal's office for that and put the books on the desk just saying that it was a gift. Then, he left the principal alone while the latter was still wondering what the hell Arima came to his office for.


He then looked through the books and his eyes widened to the maximum as he read the content. He immediately called some people and made work his relations to print copies of those books.


For the next few days, Arima hadn't really anything to teach in the theory department and his books were going wild across the city. So, he started bringing his class elsewhere to train, mainly martial arts.


One day, Arima was casually lying down on a chair he had created in the middle of a desert when he suddenly raised his head and looked afar with a purple light blinking in his eyes. He smiled and stood up and got the attention of his class. Night also got serious and his expression became sharper. Karma and Lanya were also the same.


"All right, everyone. Today's classes will end early. Something came up," Arima announced and everyone looked at him in surprise. They stopped practicing and gathered around him. He nodded when all of his students were there and snapped his fingers. They all disappeared from that desert and reappeared in their classroom.


When the transfer ended, some of the students immediately fell on the ground because of an ongoing earthquake. The ground was shaking like they had never seen before. Even the reinforced walls of the academy were cracking.


Arima coolly regained his balance and nonchalantly stepped out of the room followed by Lanya, Night and Karma. The students looked at each other in confusion and followed. Only Ofia and Lena had a pale countenance; they knew what this shaking implied.


Arima walked through the corridors, completely disregarding the disoriented students leaning against the walls to keep balance. When he stepped out of the building and entered one of the courts of the academy, he looked at the sky.


The students following him mimicked his actions. They instantly regretted it. In the direction of the castle, far up in the sky, a tremendous gate had appeared. It was ashen grey in color and was decorated with some unknown runes.


There was a great number of bones inlaid in it; bones of all kinds and all sizes. The gate itself was maybe around a hundred meters tall and twenty meters wide. The largest bone on it was around ten meters long and one meter wide.


But the most predominant one was certainly the huge skull placed on the gap between the two doors of the gate. A skull, shining with a red brilliance and with a golden light flickering in the eye sockets. That skull seemed to be alive and was looking around as if it was waiting for something.


Arima solemnly analyzed what he was seeing. "So that's the Hell Gate, huh?" He muttered and smirked. "It would certainly be thrilling to wait for something to come out, but I still need to test it, don't you think so?" He asked a question to seemingly no one but Karma and Night shrugged.


Lanya could only sigh as she stepped back and told everyone to get away from the trio.


Night’s body started changing and he soon turned back into a majestic noble dragon. The students nearby who hadn't seen or heard about Night's true appearance were stunned. Even the teachers who had arrived at the same time. They were all strong and reputed scholars, warriors, mages, and former mercenaries. But they all felt cold in front of Night’s appearance and aura.


Velvet, who was among them, was truthfully relieved to not be fighting Arima. She couldn't even measure the soul beast's strength; how could she possibly beat him? She even believed that this dragon could kill her with just a wag of his tail.


"Karma," Arima called and she smiled before turning into a red light that landed in his hand. The sheathed katana rapidly materialized. After becoming sentient, Karma had undergone another evolution.


The blade became a bit longer and the sheath changed a bit in consequence. The wolf mark engraved on it had also changed to a dragon one and the chain hanging from the handle had become even longer and bigger.


Arima popped his neck and opened his mouth. "[Resonance]," his and Night’s voices overlapped and the two became a single light. After Night's soul was altered to be suited for human physiology, even the resonance's result changed.


When Arima stepped out of the light caused by his fusion, you could see that the scales were thinner than before. It looked like a layer of metallic skin. But those thin scales still appeared unbreakable. The wings became a bit smaller but the force they could exert was a lot higher. His tail was thinner as well and a lot more practical now.


At that point, everyone was bewildered and their mind blank. Looking at Karma, a sword that made them feel like every weapon they had seen in their lives were just trash, the strongest looking soul beast they had ever met, and the most intimidating resonance they ever witnessed.


All of that was too overwhelming for them.


Arima slowly unsheathed Karma and the blade was out to for everyone to admire. At the same time, the chain of the sword started to coil around Arima's arm.


"[Primum, Secundum, Tertium, Confractus] (First, Second, Third, Break)," he chanted and Karma's aura was fully released. The spectators almost collapsed on their knees. They couldn't believe that just being in the presence of a sword could bring this kind of pressure to them.


Arima deployed his wings and flapped them. His figure instantly disappeared and it's only a tenth of a second later that the ground he was standing on was crushed. The dust was lifted in the air and a sonic boom resonated in the ears of everyone in the academy.


As he was soaring, Arima stared at the gate and his sigil revolved once. After a few seconds, he frowned and triggered his sigil a second time. But even after that, nothing happened.


"I can't send it into another dimension…"


"{Why so?}" Night asked.


"There are two plausible reasons. One; this gate is continuously protected by space and time magic. Two; I’m not qualified to bring it into another dimension," Arima responded whilst studying every feature of the gate. He purposefully slowed down to have the time to think.


"{Not qualified? That must be a joke. If Arima is not qualified then who could be?}" Karma retorted when she heard that. Even if she was in her weapon form, she could still speak as Night did.


Arima snickered and conjured purple lightning around Karma. The latter could now help with that process now that she was sentient and greatly increase the output of any magic cast through her as a catalyst.


"We'll give it a try," Arima declared and started to chant as he neared the gate.


"[Fulgur, et ferrum anima mea] (Lightning is my blade and soul)."

"[Quid sub hoc mundo mihi firmi et a me non accipere] (I won't accept anything unthreatened by me under this sky)."


Arima's mana flowed out and the sky was gradually covered by dark clouds. The skull on the Hell Gate rolled its 'eyes' and looked at the sky. He then rolled them again and gazed at the approaching silhouette.


"[Et mundus per ipsum contere fortitudinem meam] (Let the world crumble under my might)."


Karma was vibrating and leaking lightning in abundance. The clouds also started to be irradiated by a purple glow. Lightning linked each cloud together, making thunder roar everywhere.


When Arima was around a hundred meters away from the gate, he flapped his wings and flew higher, going even past the gate. The red skull followed his movements.


He grabbed Karma with a reverse grip and made the edge of the blade face the sky while keeping his eyes on the gate. The lightning draping the katana connected with the one coming from the clouds and numerous lightning bolts promptly struck Karma.


Arima then sheathed her and the lightning vanished. The clouds strangely condensed before being siphoned by Karma. She was now emitting a faint purple light and a sort of dark smoke.


Arima squinted his eyes. With a simple thought, a magic circle appeared below him and he disappeared from his position. The skull moved its sight when Arima's afterimage faded and looked at what was right in front of it. Arima had teleported in front of it. He was in an Iai stance, tightly gripping Karma.


"[Noctem Aeternum Adimens] (Eternal Banishing Night)," he intoned and drew Karma.


The lightning abruptly returned to destroy everything as he swung Karma at the skull in a swift and strong motion. Afterward, a deafening sound resounded throughout the whole city.


A beautiful and strong purple light illuminated the sky. That light originated from a giant lightning sphere of the same color. The Hell Gate was entirely shrouded by it along with Arima.


Then, the sphere’s color darkened and turned black. A second explosion ensued when the color changed and thunder rumbled. The usual sound you’d hear during a storm was heightened to the extreme. It would make you shudder in fright no matter what.


The massive sphere of energy turned into a sort of spiky ball. Remarkably, the castle and city below received minimal damage.


The explosion and the roar of thunder remained for a few minutes. A sparking noise echoed and everything brusquely stopped. The raging lightning appeared to have been constricted and every energy in action died down as if they were being disintegrated.


When that happened, blood dropped from the sky and a human figure crashed in the middle of the city, causing a huge crater and destroying every structure around.

            

    
        92. ''Kerberos.''

    
    
    
    
                Arima coughed some blood and wiped the one flowing down his lips. He suffered internal damages and even some of his bones were broken. He particularly got a huge cut on his chest. The pain wasn’t enough to make him complain but when he tried to stand up, he cursed.


"Fuck," he sat down and sighed. He closed his eyes and the enchant on his clothes started working at full power. He also channeled his mana and boosted his natural regeneration.


Meanwhile, Night and Karma started chatting, totally unfazed.


"{That was surprising,}" the former commented.


"{True. Of course, I expected the Hell Gate to be something out of this world. But what happened to Arima just now was indeed surprising.}"


"{Yeah, when we touched that gate, that annoying skull instantly opened its mouth and screeched something. The bones then moved to hit us. The speed at which it happened was quite scary,}" Night reminisced.


"{Then it should be okay if we destroy those bones first, no?}" Karma wondered and suggested.


"{I highly doubt it will be that easy.}"


Arima opened his eyes and stood up, fully healed, and stretched. "Why the hell are you talking together so nonchalantly. I was injured back then, you know?"


"{Eh?}" The two interjected at the same time with a really confused and innocent voice


"{Arima? What are you talking about?}" Karma asked.


"{Worrying about you is most likely the most meaningless action to do there is in the world right now. And you should remember that my body is also yours in this form, worrying about your state would mean worrying about myself,}" Night gave his honest opinion and Arima groaned.


He clicked his tongue and looked at the sky. "Anyway, we can't destroy that thing. To be exact, it’s fundamentally indestructible."


"{Why?}" Karma inquired.


"It should be protected by an Owl or something. I felt it when it countered me. It's not something that can be broken as it's something we can't even interact with," Arima stared at the gate as he explained.


"{What?}" Karma exclaimed in shock. "{Then are you telling me that we have to watch as it does anything it wants?}"


“{No,}” Night responded. “{It’s just a gate after all. Although it’s Arima-proof, I guess it can only do one thing; its basic duty.}”


"{Duty?}"


Arima snickered and followed Night words, "Have you already forgot? It's a summoning ritual. For what do you use a gate usually?"


Soon after, as if proving his words, the skull shined with a red and golden light and then split in two right in the middle. Now that the gate had lost what kept it closed, it slowly started to open.


While it was opening, Arima waved his hand and thousands of people appeared in the same crater that he was in. They all looked around in disbelief at their destroyed houses.


"{Who are they?}" Karma asked when she saw that.


"{They are the people who were in the zone destroyed by Arima's crash…}" Night answered to her. "{Arima sent them into another dimension before that crash occurred… And you should seriously learn to be more observative Karma.}"


“{…}”


"Run. As far as you can," Arima spoke casually, without even looking toward the people he had just saved. "Spread the word and tell everyone you meet to run in the opposite direction of that thing."


He didn't need to point at the gate for the listeners to understand. They all nodded promptly and started running away. Some were around the third and fourth level and left as fast as they could. Meanwhile, Arima’s eyes never left the gate. It was already half-opened by now.


He wagged his wings and left the ground. He glided toward the gate and stopped a few miles away from it. Even when it was half opened, he couldn't see anything that was behind. It was just a dense screen of darkness. As he observed the gate's movements, his expression suddenly turned sour.


"Oh shit," he cussed once again and flapped his wings. He headed toward the opposite direction of the gate. The force he used to accelerate provoked a sonic boom and even created a shockwave that damaged the empty part of the city.


Just half a second later, the gate was slammed open and a powerful sound wave spread throughout the entire city, but especially around the gate itself. Arima wasn't far enough and he almost fell down again because of the intense jolt directed at his spirit and aura.


But that wasn't the end, an explosion occurred at the same time and everything around the gate was instantaneously demolished, even the castle. Thankfully, the latter was empty since it was evacuated in time.


It was only a matter of time before Arima felt an immense aura coming from the gate. Even he couldn't help but feel the urge to bolt right away. It was just a natural instinct before a greater being.


Arima laughed wryly. "It's been a while since I felt like this," he smirked and observed with a firm look. Karma and Night remained silent this time.


***


Not that far away from Center City, Karez was watching the Hell Gate from a small meadow near the outskirts of the city.


His eyes became cold. "He's here," he muttered then shifted his eyes and looked at the figure in the sky, staring at the gate. "So, he's the Kind Demon, huh? I hope you'll last long enough to delay him. I need to get to that gate."


***


Behind the veil of darkness, there was a sudden movement and something went through. It was a giant paw that stepped on mid-air as if it was firm ground. It was soon followed by the forearm.


Already at that point, Arima's expression was twitching.


"That guy is no joke. He's a legend known by all, even in my world. What kind of strength would he have if he was real?"


After that, it was pretty obvious. A nose, then the muzzle emerged from the darkness. But it wasn’t only one. It was three of them. Arima soberly looked at the three dangerous-looking dog-heads. They seemed to be pretty calm as they scanned the surroundings together.


Then, the second leg finally appeared and the rest of the body followed. But before the whole thing was out, the head of a snake peeked out of the veil.


When the entire creature was out of the gate, everyone in the city saw it, even if they didn't want to. They couldn't escape the ominous aura emanating from the monster.


The three-headed dog had a jet-black fur and several crimson flames were continuously burning on his body as if he was coated with fire. His stature was almost as big as the gate. He was around eighty-meters-tall and his body extended to more than a hundred meters in length. The three pairs of crimson eyes were strangely full of calmness but filled with dominance. His tail was a big black snake with green eyes.


Arima raised an eyebrow. "Kerberos… In other words, Cerberus… If it was to fight the Hound of Hades, I would have preferred fighting an invincible gate," he quipped and Kerberos turned toward him almost instantly.


"You seem to be the strongest human on this planet. Are you the one who invoked the gate?" The head in the middle asked. The voice was enough to give Arima the urge to cover his ears since it was extremely loud and powerful.


Arima stared back at him. "I didn't," he answered shortly and the two silently glared at each other.


***


Meanwhile, Karez pulled out a scroll and tore it apart. The pieces burned and the cinders scattered.


***


Arima's eyes suddenly narrowed. The familiars he had sent close to the dungeons had died. All of them at the same time. He eyed Kerberos and pondered. He wanted to lock all of the monsters into another dimension but he didn't know if that hound was going to let him do it.


"Kerberos, tell me one thing. Are you going to make a move on this planet?" Arima asked and the three heads looked at him, surprised.


"You're an interesting fellow. No human has ever dared to address me so directly," the head on the left raised his voice.


"Wait, I remember your race. One came to Hell once. You're a Life Hunter," the third head then remarked.


The head in the middle mused. "I thought they were extinct. It's been thousands of years since I last saw one… To answer your question; since the Hell Gate has been summoned here, it's my duty to destroy this entire planet right now. It's my binding."


Arima clicked his tongue. "I didn't think I would need to use it so early," he mumbled and closed his eyes. His aura started rocketing and the three heads of Kerberos all frowned.


“[Ecce ego dominatus rationibus imponeret meum] (Here I impose my dominance)."

"[Hoc iusiurandum] (Here I make an oath)."

"[Hic forte involvam te cum argento] (Here I destroy you with this silver)."


The mark on his back shined strongly and was projected above him.


"A Silver Emperor…" The three heads remarked at the same time.


"[Omniformis] (Omniform)," Arima finished chanting and his surroundings exploded. A silver and purple light burst. Before anyone knew what was happening, a figure with long silver hair and bright purple eyes was already standing in front of the Hellhound.


Arima extended his palm. "Sorry, but you'll need to wait for a moment."


The force carried by his voice was now around the same level as the hound and would make faint anyone who isn't worthy to hear it.


"[Altera Rationem Terram] (Next Dimension Territory)."

"[Plenum Officii Sint] (Full Discharge)."


Arima chanted and a magic circle encompassed Kerberos. The latter glowered and tried to teleport but then realized something.


"Dimensional magic…" He said in a calm voice. He perfectly knew that dimensional theories were very hard to counter since it basically meant cutting off the connection with the space-time surface. He merely glanced at Arima before he was sent into another dimension. He then tried to destroy it from the inside with his own dimensional magic.


Arima evidently sensed it. "If I don't hurry up, that guy will destroy it. I have ten minutes or so," he determined then immediately teleported away.


He went to each dungeon and pulled every monster into the other dimension. He also sent some of them to the same position as the Hellhound. He was trying to hinder him a minimum, even if it was impossible. Most likely, the monsters would either die because of his voice or directly run away.


After that was done, Arima transferred to the same court he had left before to go attack the gate. His students were still there.


When he reappeared before them, everyone almost collapsed on their knees. Just seeing the silver-haired figure made them shiver. They all saw the black scales illuminated by a silver light and swathed in a sort of purple glow.


Arima patted Arister's shoulder and transmitted what he had to say directly into his brain. Arister rubbed his temples for a second then nodded.


Arima didn't say a word. Just that simple action would hurt everyone in the school. He was still unfamiliar with the power given by the silver magic and he had already restrained his aura to the maximum. He gave a last glance at Lanya as well before entering the dimension where Kerberos was.


Arister scratched his head. He was currently under the disguise of ‘Ares’. A few seconds after Arima left, he reverted to his true appearance and faced the bewildered students.


"Arima just told me to bring you to a training camp," he smiled wryly and declared.


***


A bit earlier, when Arima left to take care of the monster overflow, Karez reached the Hell Gate and tried to step inside the veil of darkness. But he was rejected and the bones on the gate tried to knock him off.


Karez merely waved his hand and a strange aura stopped the bones from attacking him. He stared at the gate with chilling eyes and buried his hands in the darkness.
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                Arima whistled as he admired the manifestation of 'Hell' around Kerberos. While the latter was in here alone, he had gone wild trying to destroy the dimension. Even though he was just releasing his dimensional theory, his aura alone had managed to change the landscape and kill every foe around him.


Now, the dimension was just volcanic earth as far as the eye could see. Arima couldn't even spot something that wasn't burned no matter how far he looked. He could also smell the odor of sulfur mixed with the carbonized ground, and the crisp corpses of the many monsters.


Kerberos snarled. "Your mana pool and magic output; they are both outrageous."


Arima smiled and shrugged. "You still almost destroyed the dimension, you know?" He paused then squinted his eyes. "…Although you're not even in Hell."


Kerberos snorted. "You noticed, huh? You're correct. When I'm not in Hell, my power is greatly reduced. But don't think that you can beat me so easily."


Arima chuckled and unsheathed Karma, releasing the three seals at the same time.


"Don't worry, I'm not underestimating you."


"A transcendental weapon. A weapon which has liberated itself of its material limitations. That’s a scary sword you have there," Kerberos snorted and the flames on his body burned stronger. The three heads' eyes glowed and fire was ignited within their maws. The Hellhound's aura exploded and shook the earth.


Arima also released his aura and the shaking was strengthened. The ground started splitting and the sky obscured. Across the whole continent, volcanoes started erupting, tornadoes forming, and the sea was being pushed back. The entire planet was being affected.


In the seemingly never-ending earthquake, Kerberos stomped on the ground with his front leg and massive earth spikes, around fifty meters long each sprout out from the ground and continued to do so in Arima's direction.


The latter flapped his wings and flew off to dodge them then plunged back toward Kerberos. He infused Karma with lightning and swung it at the middle head.


A clash occurred between the two and a perfectly circular crater was formed around them, flattening the ground for hundreds of miles. The thing that had actually parried Karma was surprisingly the Hellhound's tail. The huge serpent blocked the blade with its fangs and glared at Arima with its green eyes.


The three heads then moved and opened their mouths, ready to attack Arima from three different angles. The Hellhound's maws were glowing with a red color and crimson lava was rising in their throat.


Arima's sigil revolved and thunder resounded. Kerberos roared and the three heads each spat a massive amount of magma, condensed into a single wave.


Arima erected a barrier of the darkness element around him and was pushed back as three lightning bolts fell in front of him and scattered the lava.


The explosion shook both Arima and Kerberos but the latter recovered faster and swung his paw. Arima crossed his arms and his sigil shined to increase his defense. At the same time, a dark green mark on the snake's forehead spun and Arima's magic formation was interrupted.


He then took the blow with his physical body alone and was sent flying for miles whilst coughing blood. When he finally crashed and was free of the momentum, he grunted and healed himself as fast as he could.


"{That mark on the snake is his sigil,}" Night commented and Arima didn’t reply.


It was actually possible to destroy a sigil. For instance, if Arima were to lose his eyes, he wouldn’t be able to use his sigil anymore. It was the same for Kerberos. If the snake's head were to be cut, he would lose his sigil, at least until it regrows back.


"{Easier said than done though,}" Karma followed and Arima huffed. He immediately stood up and gathered black lightning around his blade. He looked up and saw a giant fireball falling toward him.


"[Aeterna] (Eternal Night)," he chanted and swung his sword. The black wave sailed through the air and collided with the fire.


The detonation overtook the sky and three dog heads suddenly emerged from the flames of the explosion and spat out crimson lava at the same time. A pillar of magma descended and shrouded Arima's figure. Crimson flames spread everywhere, stirred by the lava.


After a few seconds, a pair of eyes shined through the lava and the temperature suddenly dropped unnaturally. The flames were extinguished as the pillar of magma froze.


Kerberos landed on the ground and roared. His voice broke the ice apart and Arima’s figure was revealed. The Hellhound leaped in the air and slammed his two front legs where he was.


Arima pushed his body to 100% of its capabilities and used Karma to confront one of the paws while gathering a huge amount of neutral magic inside his body. He stood firm on the ground whilst mobilizing his mana to assault Kerberos with lightning.


The earth below became even more excavated and everything crumbled until Arima’s feet reached the upper mantle of the planet. He clicked his tongue and shared as much mana as he could with Karma and then slashed Kerberos's leg.


The strength behind that strike was enough to make the Hellhound back off but it just left a small cut. But when you took into account the creature's massive stature, it was nothing. On top of that, it healed in a few seconds.


Arima groaned. He concentrated and made a magic circle to teleport. He reappeared in the sky, a few miles away from Kerberos.


"Okay, let me recapitulate," Arima raised his voice and Kerberos frowned. He stopped and started listening.


"First, your physical strength and resistance, compared to mine, are like putting a lion and a cat next to each other."


"Two, your regenerative ability is a freaking cheat."


"Three, you're too big, I can't even injure you properly."


"Four, your tail is too fast and way too resistant."


"Five, you don't need to chant to use fire magic and you can even produce some with your own body."


"Six, you have three heads, meaning three pairs of eyes, three brains, and three attack angles, plus your tail."


"Seven, your reaction speed and the time you need to think of a counter attack are just insufferable."


Arima spat out all of that in less than a minute. His intention was to complain but with the transformation of the Silver Emperor, his expression ironically remained unfazed.


On the other hand, Kerberos was confused like never before. First, he realized that this human's analytic ability was off the chart but then he asked himself why he was complaining like that. It was the first time for him that his enemy suddenly stopped in the middle of the fight to rant about his disadvantages.


"The only thing I'm better in is mana quality and quantity, damnit," Arima cursed and sighed. He stared at Kerberos with a sharp look. "I get it now. I guess I need to go on a big scale with you, huh?" He uttered and Karma abruptly released her full aura. Killing intent was even mixed in it.


"I still can't master the Final Resonance, so I'll do it this way," Arima added and planted his katana in the ground.


"{How much?}" Karma inquired.


"Around fifty. Should be perfect," Arima responded and Karma's form began to change and she became bigger; a lot bigger.


Arima ended up a with fifty meters long harpoon beside him. The harpoon itself was red and had a purple contrast to it. The chain had become a lot thicker.


Kerberos snorted. "Do you think I'm a whale?" All of the heads retorted at the same time.


Arima laughed. "Why not." He unrestricted his slaughter intent which shocked Kerberos.


"Slaughter intent is more than rare…" He commented. "You really are something. A Life Hunter, I can also see that you're a Death Hunter, a Silver Emperor, holder of a transcendental weapon, and now, slaughter intent. But strangely, you still have a human body,” the Hellhound shook his heads.


“Won't you be a Plane Guardian at this rate?" He said with a joking tone.


"Plane Guardian?"


Kerberos responded with silence and Arima shrugged.


"In any case, prepare yourself. I will honestly wreck this fight’s scale."


When he said that, an uncanny phantasm appeared above him. It was around ten meters tall and the figure revealed itself as a cloaked skeleton. The skeleton lifted its hand, in which it held a brush, and started painting in midair.


"[Scit et pictor est ad finem iam vergit] (The painter of the End is now drawing)," Arima intoned and the skeleton moved its brush.


"[Et erit vobis fabulam narrare] (He will tell you a story)."


Kerberos felt something ominous and the elements around him seemed to be affected. Every spirit was agitated, the entire planet started shaking, thunder rumbled and it started raining. The wind became stronger and even flames started to appear unnaturally here and there.


Kerberos didn't know what was happening but he instantly bent his front legs and kicked the ground. He jumped and reached Arima within a second.


He opened his mouths and spat out more magma but it went through Arima as if he was a ghost. Kerberos was surprised and tried to strike Arima physically with the momentum of his jump, but the attack still couldn't reach him.


"What…?" He was confused at first but then realized what was happening.


Arima had created a fake clone with spirit and enfolded it with slaughter intent. And since that intent was spreading everywhere, Kerberos wasn't able to notice it earlier. The Hellhound focused and scanned the surroundings. He quickly found Arima's real location, but it was already too late.


"[Novissima solis considerate vehementer] (Observe closely the last rising sun)."


Kerberos heard the incantation and turned toward Arima's position. He strengthened his eyes and spotted the skeleton. It had drawn a rising sun. At that point, it felt like time was stopped. Kerberos could only stare as the skeleton finished to paint.


"[Vita et mors occidere patriarcha] (Kill the patriarch of Death and Life)."

"[Pulsa campanas silentium] (Ring the bells of silence)."

"[Frange quern iure mundi] (Smash the world's law)."

"[Solve per nomen eius terras] (Spread your name across the lands)."

"[Monstrare pessimus somnum exterreri solebat] (Show them the worst nightmare)."

"[Cessare faciam istud] (Bring an end to this)."


When Arima ended his incantation, the skeleton stopped painting. Under the rising sun it had drawn, there was now a sea on the left side and land on the right side.


On both sides, numerous figures and creatures were depicted. You could see Vikings on the land; fighting monsters. On the sea, there were numerous sea serpents surrounding the giant head of a sleeping snake holding the end of a tail in his mouth.


There was also a huge wolf on the land, a man in armor riding a six-legged horse and a giant further behind. Numerous dragons were flying in the sky. One could see a flying city, carrying other figures, and one at the front was holding a large hammer. Another figure was on a golden-maned horse playing trumpet.


One who is knowledgeable will understand this scene. All the figures were recognizable. Jörmungandr, Fenrir, Odin with Sleipnir, the giant Loki, the city of Asgard, Thor, Heimdallr, and many other gods.


"[First Red Art, Fata Deorum, Ragnarök] (Fate of the Gods, Ragnarök)," Arima intoned the keyword and the painting became alive. It was like a war was suddenly occurring as every character on the painting battled.


But the part that needed attention the most was the serpent, Jörmungandr. He opened his eyes and slowly let go of his own tail. The legends say so; if the World Serpent releases his tail, Ragnarök will commence.


Kerberos's eyes narrowed as he felt that everything around him fell under Arima's control. The air, the earth, the sky, the water, even the fire he controlled, everything was ready to attack him at any moment.


"Let’s start over, Kerberos," Arima declared and thunder rumbled.

            

    
        94. ''So, what do we do now?''

    
    
    
    
                The moment Arima used his Red Art, the fight took another turn. With just a thought from him, the ground crumbled under Kerberos and the earth tried to trap him underground.


At the same time, the rain water condensed and became small deadly projectiles. While Kerberos was sucked in by the soil, stone spikes would continuously emerge and try to stab him. The wind was also doing its part of the job and formed a tornado that attacked the Hellhound as lightning relentlessly fell on him.


The world was literally turning against him and Kerberos was stunned. Arima was doing all of this by just thinking. As he was being buried even more underground whilst being attacked by all elements, the Hellhound’s sigil glowed and he started chanting for the first time.


"[I am the Guardian of the Gate]."

"[I have been Bestowed this Title]."

"[I will Bear its Law and Bidding]."

"[And Return Death to the Purgatory]."


Kerberos roared and the crimson flames around him burned stronger before generating a massive explosion. It repelled every attack coming at him.


Arima observed as the flames overthrew the earth and formed a mushroom cloud. When Kerberos jumped out of the deep ravine, one could see that he had undergone some changes. His fur was no longer black, the color turned out to be the same as his flames. The blood-colored fire was now stronger and each time Kerberos took a step, the ground would melt within milliseconds.


Arima felt the temperature increasing. The earth started shaking even more and fissures started opening everywhere around the continent. A downpour even stronger than the previous began. Liters of water kept falling from the sky; causing a massive flood.


Meanwhile, the seawater that had been pushed away before returned as gigantic tides. Those tides invaded the continent and drowned everything. It looked like they weren't going to stop at all. They almost seemed to be driven by an external force.


When the water arrived, Kerberos scowled and everything near him naturally evaporated. On the other hand, Arima casually flew up and didn’t do anything at all as the water was avoiding him as if it was scared of him.


Kerberos leaned forward and started running as steam appeared around him. He traveled miles in just a second before conjuring multiple fireballs that began to fall like meteors. Arima simply stared at them and the water under him produced tentacle-like streams that directly hit the fire.


Kerberos was shocked by that. His fire should be in another realm of existence compared to some seawater. The moment the two touched, the water should have been instantly vaporized.


‘That magic… it's not only made to ‘maneuver the world’. Every element that fall under his control will also be enhanced to his affinity level. This guy is now casting grand scale magics by just thinking.’


The three heads snarled and Kerberos jumped. His mouths were leaking flames as if they had replaced his saliva. He roared and a massive wave of fire, a lot bigger than the ones before, invaded everything in front of him in a thousand miles radius, including Arima.


That fire was out of this world, but there was one place where it was being interrupted. When the blaze calmed down, Arima reappeared surrounded by ice, water, earth, wind, lightning, all at the same time. At first glance, it seemed like he couldn't use fire because of Kerberos. But the latter was seeing things from another perspective.


‘His magic made it harder for me to control my flames…’ Kerberos gritted his teeth. His muscles contracted and tensed, he kicked the ground and disappeared, leaving an afterimage. He found himself behind Arima and swung his paw at him, coated with crimson fire.


But before he could touch him, thunder rumbled, and all across the sky, an incalculable number of purple lightning bolts surfaced and struck him. The magnitude surpassed everything that Arima had ever cast until now.


Kerberos roared in pain for the first time and glared at Arima, his tail moved and the snake tried to bit him.


"Too late..." Arima muttered and the ground was elevated to form a gigantic wall between him and the Hellhound. It was at that moment that the ground throughout the entire continent started tumbling down. The whole continent was now sinking. As the shaking continued, most of the continent was already underwater and the mountains were slowly plummeting as well.


The wall Arima had created collapsed and the two opponents silently observed each other while standing on water.


The sea was carrying Arima as if he was its master, there was no need for him to use any kind of magic. On the other hand, the massive Hellhound had steam around his feet. He was simply standing thanks to the pressure.


The two stared at each other, under the heavy rain and the sound of thunder. They stayed like that until the last mountains on the horizon disappeared and the earthquake stopped. Now, the only sounds came from thunder and the raging sea.


Then, steam suddenly wrapped Kerberos' figure as he started running toward Arima. The rain was still continuously assaulting him and lightning was striking him from time to time. But he ignored the incalculable number of small injuries and charged without stop.


"[The Chains of the Guardian]," Kerberos chanted and ten small gates, miniature versions of the Hell Gate, materialized in the sky. They all opened at the same time and a glass-like chain exited each of them.


They wriggled in midair and surrounded Arima before closing in and coiling around him, binding him. Arima didn't even attempt to escape and closed his eyes.


Kerberos witnessed his load of strange things during this fight so he decided to ignore Arima’s behavior for the time being. It wasn’t like he would win if he continued to muse about what’s going on in Arima's head every minute.


While he was rushing at the still chained Arima, the sea started moving and became numerous dense streams of water that targeted him.


Kerberos expected that and candidly produced even more fire to counter it. A screen of vapor filled the area and then lightning fell again. The Hellhound’s body tensed for a second because of the electrocution but his sigil then glowed and rotated. He inhaled with all of his mouths and roared while augmenting his voice.


The soundwaves dispersed the steam and created a void on the water’s surface. Arima was too close and couldn't cover his ears in time. He was also concentrating on something else. In the end, his eardrums ruptured and blood flowed down from his ears. But even then, he didn't move nor tried to free himself from the chains.


Kerberos started worrying about what he was preparing. He once again gathered flames in his throats and spat out three jets of fire. But that fire didn't go toward Arima but flew past him and formed a pentagram in the sky.


That pentagram conjured a whirlpool of fire that encircled Arima. It seemed to be too powerful to be hindered by the raging elements. Arima finally frowned but didn't open his eyes.


The pentagram glowed and the whirlpool narrowed and slowly closed in on Arima. The chains of Hell binding the latter also tightened and Arima grunted. His bones were strained under the pressure and his organs were squeezed.


"[Final Judgment]."

"[Fall into Hell's Purgatory]."


Kerberos chanted and the blazing whirlpool closed on itself and transformed into a sphere. The pentagram slowly descended and ‘crowned’ it. Kerberos stamped and looked up at the sky with his three heads.


He took a deep breath and howled. The pentagram merged with the sphere and the two expanded until an explosion occurred and covered the earth and the sky.


Kerberos's howling became saturated by the sound of the explosion and his figure was shrouded by the flames. The crimson fire swallowed thousands of square kilometers worth of area. If the continent hadn't already sunk, it would have been incinerated.


The explosion dispersed the clouds and transformed most of the water into steam. The rain was stopped and the thunder faded away as well.


When the flames died down, the water flowed back into the parts which had been vaporized by Kerberos's magic. When the sea finally turned calm, the sun illuminated the water and made it scintillate.


The Hellhound stood hunched on the water. This time around, his fire magic had been terminated and his three heads were panting. He was now using neutral magic to stand on water, and his fur had returned to its black color.


When the sun illuminated him, all of the injuries he suffered from Ragnarök were now clearly visible. He had injuries all over his body and blood kept flowing even now. His fur was actually reddish-black at the moment.


Kerberos felt like collapsing and sleep right there but he couldn’t as he gazed at something in front of him. It was a silver cocoon made of ice surrounded by silver lightning.


‘Don't tell me…’ Kerberos was stunned but when the cocoon shattered, and Arima got out, he dismissed his worries. Now, he was just utterly confused.


Arima was in a really sorry state. His whole body was still fuming and some parts of his clothes were burned to crisp. The whole area around his left eye was burned and the eye itself was destroyed. Arima glanced at his left with his remaining eye. His left arm wasn't just burnt, it simply wasn't there anymore.


He looked at Kerberos and smirked. "You really went all out on that final blow, huh?"


Kerberos looked at him with strange eyes. ‘What is going on?’ He suddenly got an ominous feeling crawling over his mind. An unknown sensation invaded his body and he then lost control over his magic as he fell in the water before starting to float.


Arima grinned. "Done," he said and the temperature plummeted. The water at Arima's feet instantly froze and the ice then spread at an unimaginable speed. Kerberos couldn't escape as his legs and a part of his chest and belly were trapped.


At that moment, maybe everything in a twenty thousand miles radius was completely frozen, possibly even until the bottom of the sea.


Arima raised his hand toward the sky and waved it down. A red dot flickered in the sky and fell on the Hellhound at extreme speed. That object was Karma under the form of a harpoon. She pierced Kerberos in the middle of his back and then came out of his body around his chest area before piercing the ice below.


The Hellhound roared in pain as he lost every ounce of strength in his body. He tried to ignite his flames again but failed no matter how many times he tried.


"It took me some time, but it was worth it," Arima declared and summoned Superbia before shouldering it. "I first prepared to freeze the water to a point where you wouldn't be able to move. Then I had to get Karma above you. But the most important thing; I had to get rid of your flames.”


“When you used that last attack, you relaxed a bit and reduced your dominance over it. I took your last magic head-on and ordered every fire spirit to leave this place. I forcefully extinguished the flames on your body then extracted the oxygen. I'm sure you didn't realize it because you don't need it to breathe anyway.”


Arima explained and Kerberos struggled to get out of the ice and pull Karma out of his body. Arima then took a step forward and a massive gravity field pinned him down and the ice cracked. He was dumbfounded. He couldn’t use any magic whatsoever.


“What… did you do?”


"I cut off your connection with the magic circuits. Normally, it’s supposed to just prevent you from recovering your mana. But if you mess around a bit with the internal connections in one’s soul, it’s possible to disable the use of magic. But, it’s an AoE kind of thing, so it’s the same for me. Well, to be fair, it also depends on the person if the magic works or not. It’s risky since I might end up in a situation where the enemy can use magic and I can’t.”


“But unfortunately for you, Ragnarök is not a continuous magic requiring my mana or my command to stay active. It's an infinite lasting-magic. Right now, for a hundred thousand miles radius around me, everything will eternally be under my control," Arima said and took another step; drops of his blood fell on the ice.


"Well, this is just a remote dimension anyway. I won't be able to come back here anymore if I cut the current link," Arima added and pointed Superbia at Kerberos' heart. "This rifle is loaded with an anti-matter bullet. I don't even need to use lightning to kill you with it."


Kerberos listened to everything and then, the three heads burst out laughing. "You're certainly a frightening fellow. But you failed to notice something. I made sure to take my precautions against you.”


The three heads grinned. The Hellhound showed his tail and Arima's eye narrowed. The head of the snake was gone.


Then, Arima felt a sharp pain on his neck. He looked behind him from the corner of his eye. He saw the huge maw of the snake opened behind him, with its fangs ready to pierce his neck.


Arima smiled and stared at Kerberos. "I didn't think that you could control your tail like this. It doesn't have a tangible presence and can even conceal itself... So, what do we do now? Should we make a duel of speed? Or wait who dies first? I see that your snake already put some of his venom inside my body. As for you, with Karma piercing your spine and vital organs, you will die soon. Your healing asset won't save you from my sword."


Arima stated and the two of them stared at each other for a long time. Even if Arima pressed the trigger faster, the snake would bite him. And the opposite case was also possible. But, if they chose to wait, the two of them would undeniably die together.

            

    
        95. ''Escapee.''

    
    
    
    
                While Arima and Kerberos were conducting a battle of wits, Karez managed to open a small breach on the veil of darkness which revealed an unknown scenery. He grinned and enlarged that opening as much as he could.


The gate made an outlandish sound as the bones splintered. Karez stepped through then looked back from the other side of the gate before extending his hand.


"You stay, Hound…" He muttered and the doors of the Hell Gate were suddenly closed. The red skull reformed and its golden eyes flickered before the gate began to slowly dissipate like a mirage.


***


At the same time, Kerberos's massive body quivered and his three pairs of eyes widened. Even the snake was shaking as it lost strength.


Arima didn't know what was happening but he took the occasion and drew Ira before shooting at the snake. Those bullets were surprisingly powerful and destroyed the eyes of the snake. The reptile hissed and backed away.


Arima then tightened his grip on Superbia and observed Kerberos closely. He furtively waved his right hand a bit and a black smoke covering it was dispersed. He had been ready to use his undead form and although the venom seemed to be able to even affect his bones, it would have given him some leeway to escape by getting rid of his flesh. But Kerberos's actions made him stop.


The Hellhound was currently in a state of shock which was translated on his heads by his three different expressions.


"Impossible…"


Arima frowned and slightly lowered his rifle. He couldn’t believe that this hound would suddenly start putting up an act. "Hey, what are you doing?"


Kerberos’ expressions appeared to be conflicted. His look abruptly lost all of its previous combativeness.


"…My connection with the gate has been severed," he could only answer. "Someone forced the gate to close and leave me behind."


Arima heard him and felt extremely confused. "What does that mean for you?"


"I’ve temporarily lost my privileges. I can't be the Guardian of the Hell Gate if I don't have a gate to protect…" Kerberos tried to loosen his body but with Karma piercing him, he just groaned in pain and gritted his teeth. "I’m also liberated from my obligation…"


When he added the last part, Arima shook his head and sighed. His silver hair slowly faded away, his eye returned to normal, and his resonance ended with Night reappearing in his human form beside him. At the same time, his clothes were restored and his empty left sleeve fluttered with the wind.


"Karma," Arima called and the harpoon became a red light that flew to him and reappeared as a red-haired woman.


"So, basically, you won’t try to destroy this planet anymore, correct?” He snickered. “If you want me to spare you, why don't you say so?"


Kerberos huffed. "That wasn't my intention at all," he replied and freed himself of the ice restraining him after Arima voluntarily weakened it.


"Now, let's be fair. Give me the antidote. If I choose to take care of this poison by myself, it will take weeks and on top of that I’ll need to be immobile," Arima demanded.


Kerberos waved his tail. The head of the serpent was reattached and his sigil glowed. A green hue covered Arima who smiled and nodded. "Thanks."


“What else can I do, honestly?” Kerberos retorted. Night shrugged and Karma chuckled.


"What do you plan to do now?" Arima asked after the poison had entirely been expelled from his body.


"I have no idea…" The huge beast answered with a difficult expression. "I can't return to Hell with my current power. Maybe I'll just wander around in the different worlds and wait for an occasion to go back somehow."


Arima mused. "What's your strength now, without being in Hell?"


"Right now, I should be between the Fifth Sky and the First Divine. In Hell, I'm normally at the Second Divine," Kerberos answered and gazed at Arima.


"When you fought me, you were around the same level as me. But you didn't show me everything, right? I’d say that the maximum level you can reach is near the First Divine. You hid many trump cards from me, didn't you?"


Arima laughed lightly. "Yeah, you're right. I mean, you were fighting with a handicap so big since the beginning, I wasn't trying to be impolite. Furthermore, I’m 100% sure you also have a trump card. What’s wrong with keeping mine hidden?"


Kerberos snickered then thought of something. "Can't you bring me back to Hell? Your magic is really impressive. I feel like you’re omnipotent. I’m sure you could make a gate to Hell, no?"


"Possibly,” Arima smiled. “If you were to help me, then it would be easy actually. But why would you go back to Hell? It's not like you gain anything by going back there."


Kerberos shook his heads. "No, I was born in Hell and protected the gate since then, it's my duty to be there…" He paused. "Hell is also a lot more important than you may think. I need to find out who cut my connection with the gate. That person most likely went to Hell for some reason. And he could cause great damage."


"Ah," Arima remembered something and raised his voice. "I know the name of the man who summoned your gate," he said and Kerberos’ ears perked. "Ojure Karez."


Kerberos’ body tensed and his eyes widened when he heard the name. "Ojure? That escapee!?" He bellowed in shock and Arima covered his ears, so did Karma and Night.


"Please stop that. My eardrums have suffered a lot these days,” Arima said while rubbing his ears. “What do you mean by escapee?"


"Six hundred and fifty years ago, one man discovered the emplacement of Hell's core. He robbed a part of its power then fled immediately after," Kerberos told.


"The core?" Arima reacted to that word.


"The core is basically the heart of Hell. If the core is destroyed, Hell will collapse," Kerberos explained with an anxious tone. "The collapse of Hell means the destruction of all the lower worlds. Hell and Heaven are two opposite Original Lands, maintaining most of the worlds in place together. If one of them disappears, all of those worlds will be destroyed as well."


"Six hundred years ago, we assumed that Karez's goal was to destroy Hell. But, even if he failed, he still managed to take a part of the core's energy with him. He must have overpowered the gate and cut my connection with that same energy…"


Arima quietly listened then snapped his fingers. They left the dimension and reappeared in the middle of the crater made by the gate when it opened.


"Do we still have time before that man takes action?" Arima asked.


Kerberos nodded. "The time flows differently. A day here barely represents an hour on the other side. And considering the time it should take for Karez to prepare, we should still have around a few months in this timeline."


"It's fine then. I only need a month. Just come with me. I'll pay a visit to Hell when I finish my business here," Arima said and started walking toward the PA.


Kerberos blinked. He pondered then looked at himself. He was too big, definitely too big. Maybe in the action, people might forget it, but Kerberos was an eighty-meter-tall beast. If you put Arima and him beside each other, Arima would barely look like a small insect.


Ultimately, Kerberos promptly changed his form and became a one-headed small dog pup with a snake for tail before jumping on Arima's shoulder. Night smiled wryly as he looked at the pup on his partner’s shoulder.


"That's how I looked like?" He uttered. Karma giggled whilst nodding and he groaned.


"Oh, yeah. I haven't introduced myself yet, right?" Kerberos remarked and Arima nodded.


"Now that you say it. I'll start then. I'm Arimane Blade, you can call me Arima."


"I'm Night Bahamut, his soul beast," Night followed.


"I'm Karma, his sword," Karma introduced herself with a smile.


Kerberos nodded. "I'm Chulainn Kerberos, nice to meet you," he said and Arima was a bit surprised.


"I never heard of that name in your legends," he remarked and the small dog just shrugged and the serpent he had for tail tilted its head.


"You don't expect our first names to be recorded in mythology books, right? Not even to mention the fact that the fine details are always different depending on the world. Chulainn is how my father called me and that's all I know. I’m aware though that I was named after a certain hero," he responded and Arima smiled.


"Fair enough. That name is quite nostalgic for me in fact."


“Hm? Why?”


“My mother’s name also came from the same legend.”


Chulainn hummed and Arima’s two soul companions showed some interest. But Arima didn’t develop on the subject and they rapidly arrived at the PA. Most of the students had left and his own class wasn't there too. He knew where they were but he decided to take his time and discuss with his new friend before going to find them.


***


"Arister Zeola…" Ofia mumbled as he looked at Arister from afar.


When he revealed his true name, Ofia was astonished. She knew about that name. She mentioned it to Arima and when she did so, he only said that it wasn't a problem. Never did she expect that another Z rank mercenary was actually hidden in her class as a student.


"Hey, princess, don't lose focus," Arister uttered and Ofia hastily gathered herself, flustered. She focused again on the situation. She analyzed the view she had and then sighed.


"How long are we going to continue this?" She softly complained. She, along with the rest of class, was fighting against a horde of monsters that escaped the dungeon that Arima purposefully left.


The students were scattered around the place and battling the monsters, some were in a group and some were alone. It really looked like a battlefield. Of course, when a stronger monster appeared, either Lanya or Arister would take care of it to avoid any incidents or casualties.


Ofia conjured a bow and fired arrows made of light magic as she was flying with her cockatrice wings. That's what Arima had advised her to do. She was suited to become a really good support and long-range weapons such as a bow were a perfect fit for her. Her analytical aptitude was also the best in the class and she could act effectively to help her classmates in critical situations.


She oversaw the battle and observed everyone’s condition. There was Balan who was casually making use of space magic to send attacks, physical as well as magical, back to the source.


Lena, who was in her harpy form, would plunge toward the ground from time to time, and mow every monster with her wings and wind magic.


Isla was candidly cutting monsters apart with water and ice whilst keeping a smile on her face.


Irian went wild in the middle of the horde in his bear form and could reap the lives of countless monsters with a single wave of his claw. Arima himself had affirmed that Irian’s physical ability alone was around the eighth level after his resonance.


Melody was working together with a beautiful green deer. The two of them were teaming up together instead of resonating their souls. Melody had greatly improved her control over gravity since the training session with Arima. She now could cast gravitational blades and Arima even considered teaching her a simplified version of the Second Destruction Art.


Of course, even if she were to completely learn it, she wouldn’t be able to reach the same level as Arima, effortlessly destroying a planet, before at least a decade.


The next one was Gaodu. To be fair, his ability was awfully average compared to the others but he was making good use of his spirit magic; choosing the element that was perfectly suited for every situation.


And finally, Ferzia, the most eye-catching one of the bunch. She simply was a monster herself on the battlefield. She mainly used a great sword to fight while thunder and lightning rumbled around her. Her actual strength was at the eighth level, but she had also made a contract with a Thunder Wolf when she got her hands on Arima's soul contract. It allowed her to reach the ninth level and augment her lightning magic. The Thunder Wolf was also a beast rumored to be extremely fast and her speed was rather impressing.


As Ofia was watching and supporting her classmates, especially Irian who was exhaustingly careless, she suddenly sensed something and turned toward a certain direction.


Three figures appeared beside Arister. Two of them were Karma and Night while the other was obviously Arima. The moment Ofia saw him, she gasped in shock. His left arm had been severed and his left eye was burned along with a whole part of his cheek. Even though they had already cicatrized, Ofia noticed the severity of the injuries and she never thought that she would see her teacher in this state.


But at the same time, she realized that the fresh scars on his face were exuding some sort of smoke and gradually disappearing. Apparently, it already had started healing, which was quite staggering in its own right as well. Ofia also spotted a black small dog on his shoulder. She was curious and approached them.


When she got closer, she witnessed Arister looking back and forth between Night and the small dog on Arima's shoulder.


"That's not Night… right? Hey, don't tell me," Arister pointed at Chulainn with a trembling finger.


"Yeah, he's the fellow who came out of the gate," Arima nonchalantly replied and Arister's jaw dropped. Even Ofia had no other reaction but to gape and cover her mouth.


"What about your arm?" Lanya arrived near them and gently asked Arima. He rolled back his sleeve and revealed a skeletal arm, slowly being covered by a new layer of flesh.


"It's faster to heal it with death magic. So, it should be back entirely by tomorrow I think," Arima once again said something outrageous and Ofia didn't know how to react anymore.

            

    
        96. ''You're a hell of a teacher.''

    
    
    
    
                Arima inspected his arm for a second then looked at Ofia who was gawking at him. She hurriedly landed near him and bowed to greet him. She was then joined by the other students and as they greeted him, they all saw his injuries and were even more respectful since they witnessed his Silver Emperor form.


They still didn't know how strong he really was but it was obvious for them that he was otherworldly powerful compared to their standards. But even then, they still didn't realize that it actually surpassed their imagination.


Of course, they also all noticed Chulainn resting on Arima's shoulder, and instantly recognized the serpent tail and his face. It was very similar, if not identic, to the monstrous beast they saw coming out of the gate.


When everyone had gathered in front of him, Arima waved his hand and every monster in the area cried miserably before literally disintegrating.


The students held their breath. Their understanding of the world was slowly crumbling apart. Ofia looked around her with a shocked expression. She couldn't find any monster on the horizon.


She looked back at her teacher and once again broadened her mind to imagine Arima’s full power. But no matter how she thought about it, she couldn't picture it. It was like every time she tried to probe into Arima’s strength, her instincts would automatically warn her that it was impossible to judge or describe.


"Alright," Arima's voice jolted the minds of all his students. "I came here to give you your next training," he declared and snapped his fingers. When he did that, an upsurge of spirit struck the students and they all felt something going through their body and soul.


At the same time, an odd figure formed right before them. The figure slowly became clearer and its appearance was then revealed to each student, stunning them beyond words. A perfect copy of themselves was standing just in front of them.


"They will be your training partners from now on. They're you, literally. I want you to fight them, analyze them, and find the openings and weaknesses in your own techniques," Arima explained and everyone finally understood.


They all had the same thought at the same time, ‘It's only an imitation anyway.’


The moment they thought this, Arima grinned. "Don't underestimate them, nor lower your guard. They are exactly as strong as you. Don't misunderstand children. I created these clones. It's an easy thing for me to create something at your level. I could have produced a magic beast capable of beating you all at once if I wanted to."


When they heard Arima's words, the whole class instantly regretted the thoughts they just had. Being optimistic in front of someone like Arima was the last thing they should do. Of course, he could flawlessly copy their abilities. He was on a completely different level from them after all.


"Now, let's begin," Arima announced and the clones trembled before taking the same combat stance and expression as their originals.


Ofia observed her clone and gulped. The exact same stance, the same look in the eyes reflecting awareness and seriousness. She seriously felt like she was seeing herself in a mirror. Just that her reflection was now physical and was releasing an aura.


She took a step forward and her clone directly charged at her. Ofia bit her lip. She had to admit that she hesitated and lost the first move. It wasn't all of it, the clone actually used her resonance straight away and became a harpy.


Ofia was startled and urgently resonated too. She clashed with her reflection with her claws and the ground cracked. She jumped back after the impact and summoned her bow. And with the exact same timing, her clone conjured a bow as well and aimed at her.


The two of them shot an arrow of light in the same instant and the arrows filled with energy exploded in mid-air. A second after that, arrows started flying everywhere and the explosions stacked.


Meanwhile, the rest of the class was experiencing something similar. They had been spread across the entire zone and all of them were struggling against their clones. And most of them were losing. Only the ones like Irian and Ferzia were actually were going toe to toe against their ‘copies' without overthinking it.


Ferzia lifted her great sword and hacked the other side's. The two dark elves, original and clone, were fighting aggressively and smartly. Not even wasting a movement or a second. They knew each other perfectly after all. If one makes a mistake, the other instantly recognizes it and takes advantage of it.


On Irian's side, it was just a brutal fistfight. The two of them were laughing madly, using their claws under the bear form to hit the other. Most of the students kept their distance from them.


Ofia glanced at them and conjured a sort of star in her hand and threw it at her opponent and so did her clone. The two stars made of light collided and caused an explosion that released a great deal of light of different colors, producing a magnificent color show.


Ofia retreated afterward and shot an arrow that collided with her clone's. ‘This isn't right,’ she thought. Then, she heard Arima and Chulainn talking since she was pretty close to them.


"You're a hell of a teacher," Chulainn remarked and Night snickered.


Arima shrugged. "They'll find out soon," he said and glanced at Ofia. The latter felt the gaze on her and shuddered. She concentrated on her fight and started thinking about the situation. She looked around and observed her classmates battling.


She, of course, noticed that the originals actually didn't have any advantage on their clones. They all had the exact same strengths, weaknesses, mana pool, processing ability, and techniques.


But the more she thought about it, the more doubtful she became. She thought that it wasn't Arima's style to do this. He wouldn't give a training so shallow to them. If you just think about the instructions he gave, it was basically self-training.


At some point, Ofia was struck by the shock wave of an explosion and was forced to retreat. At the same time, she happened to witness something a few hundreds of meters away. A pair of students teamed up to fight their clones. At first, Ofia didn't think much of it since she saw that even the clones could imitate teamwork.


But she then realized something and her eyes widened. She smiled. She had finally understood the biggest problem with this training session and what was the best solution to it. She spread her wings and flew away.


Her counterpart couldn't react immediately but followed her soon after. "Lena!" Ofia shouted when she had her sister in sight. The latter turned around in surprise and looked at her sister.


Ofia wordless pointed at the clone chasing her and Lena nodded. She flapped her wings and flew toward Ofia, her own clone also started pursuing her.


"{Is she asking to fight together?}" Lena's soul beast, the eagle, asked.


Lena shook her head. "No, I don't think it's that," she shortly responded and passed by her sister. Ofia flashed a smile at her and quickly patter her shoulder. Lena’s expression abruptly changed and expressed understanding. The two sisters swapped opponents afterward.


"Seems like she understood your little lesson," Chulainn said. "But she didn't choose the best opponent."


"No, she perfectly chose her opponent," Arima replied and he frowned.


When Ofia was confronted with her sister's clone, she knew that she was at disadvantage. Lena was a lot stronger than her in close combat and her speed was also a lot higher. Especially in aerial fights. But she never intended to fight her head-on.


She halted in mid-air and stared at Lena's clone approaching her. She closed her eyes and her aura congregated around her eyes. When she opened them, they had become golden with a black slit in the middle. "[Eyes of the Gorgon]."


When the clone’s eyes crossed Ofia’s, it was already too late. Her body started turning into stone, starting from her wings. She fell down and crashed on the ground, changed in stone.


"…The stare of the cockatrice?" Chulainn remarked.


"Yes. Ofia came to me for advice before. She said that she wanted to control the eye powers of the cockatrice and asked me for help," Arima said. "So, I helped her a bit. But it was mainly her talent.”


“Normally, if you use the soul contract, you can't acquire all the abilities of the target. Especially something so unique as the eye-powers of the cockatrice. But she did it. It means her soul was domineering enough to even steal that during the contract."


"Of course, the power in itself has some downsides. It doesn't work on mindless creatures, it has to be seen, and the range depends on the user’s ability. But in Lena's case, its effect is stronger since she has the eyes of an eagle and her eyesight, unfortunately, allows her to see the eyes better," Arima added and Chulainn nodded.


"Okay then, she defeated her sister's clone. But what about her actual sister now? Won't that girl's clone also use the eye powers of the cockatrice?" Chulainn asked and Arima just motioned his head as if to say 'look'.


At the same time Ofia used her eyes, her clone also did the same but Lena actually ignored it and engaged her in close combat.


Chulainn frowned and glared at Arima for answers. The latter laughed. "When Ofia touched Lena’s shoulder earlier, she gave her the 'antidote'. Her eye powers are like a poison that she keeps in her eyes and which is capable of infecting someone at distance. But it doesn’t work on her because she can create an antidote to keep herself immune. And that antidote, she passed it on to her sister," he explained and smirked at the cub on his shoulder. "You didn't notice?"


Chulainn harrumphed. "Did you forget the form I'm in at the moment?"


Thus, Lena defeated her opponent with Ofia's help and the two of them finally got rid of their clones. They nodded at each other and flew off in opposite directions. They traveled from a person to another and assisted them to beat their clone.


Ofia had grasped that the biggest problem in this training was the students' mentality. What they felt when they fought against themselves. Except prideful and 'junky' people such as Ferzia and Irian, others would feel hesitant and anxious in front of themselves.


This training was most likely made for the students to strengthen their minds until someone else beats their clone by teaming up according to their affinities. After that, they could begin to help the others to win too.


Even if the students didn't win against their counterpart alone, they still fought with them for a while. They accumulated mental strain which was recovered through fighting with someone else. In this way, they could indeed improve their mental fortitude.


Additionally, the initial goal of this training was still valid. They could spot their own weaknesses even more easily when the clone was cornered by a greater number.


And finally, on top of that, the class would also improve their teamwork.


When Ofia reviewed all of this, she affirmed in her head that it's how Arima's lessons should look like. When every clone was defeated, around an hour later, everyone gathered around Arima, exhausted.


The only ones that weren't there were Ferzia and Irian. Those two were in fact too stubborn to accept help and were still fighting. Arima allowed them to do whatever they wanted and spoke to his class without waiting for them.


"You are the ones I chose to register in the ranking competition. In the next few days, I'll pick the last ten members then we'll enter the last month of my contract, during which I'll train you all personally," he told his class and everyone nodded with enthusiasm.


"Good. I'll transfer you back to the PA in a second," Arima said and walked to Ofia. He grabbed Chulainn with one hand and put him in her hands.


“Huh?” The Hellhound exclaimed and Ofia froze.


"Take this guy with you,” Arima said to her. “His gate was responsible for the destruction of your castle and the surrounding houses. He’ll repair it."


"…what?" Chulainn took a long time to react and Ofia stiffly held him in her arms. She still nodded to Arima.


"Hey, wait a sec-!" Before Chulainn could finish his complaint, he was teleported away along with everyone else. Arima then patiently waited for his two last students to conclude their fights and also left.


The same day, Chulainn restored the whole part of the city which had been destroyed by the gate with a very wronged expression.


In the following morning, the castle was already good as new and nothing was demolished anymore. No one knew what had happened overnight.

            

    
        97. ''Eion.''

    
    
    
    
                In the Time Garden, the pond’s images were flickering in front of Lilis.


The day Arimane’s squad was supposed to leave for their first official mission, Moria called every member and gathered them in front of a certain structure in the vicinity of the orphanage.


He walked toward an old-looking building and opened a hidden panel on the door and uncovered a numeric pad. He composed a code and pressed the confirmation button. But a red led lit up and the panel buzzed.


Moria stiffened and blinked. His squad looked at him with blank eyes. He faked a cough, rubbed his temples then re-tried to enter the code. When the light turned green and the gate started opening in a mechanical way, he sighed in relief and entered the building when the doors were opened.


The whole squad followed him with a wry smile on their face. Behind the door, there was a dark room in which they could barely see anything. Arimane looked behind and saw that the walls were actually made of reinforced steel that was covered by some odd light blue lines. It looked like very thin wires.


"That's Eion energy. Have you heard of it?" Before he could ask about it, Tiria said.


"Yeah, I know about it," Arimane nodded. Eion energy was the latest human discovery. Twenty years before, in an underground expedition, a group of miners found a strange mineral.


In fact, they found two different minerals at the same time. That ‘mineral’ was actually formed in pairs. It was a white and a dark blue stone stuck to each other that released a cyan light from the gap between them.


When those stones were analyzed afterward, scientists first separated the two stones and then realized that, as a magnet would act, they were attracted to each other and, at the same time, produced a strange light blue energy.


When they tried to interact with that energy or store a bit of it, they would fail every time. It didn't work with chemical products, like batteries and accumulators.


They, of course, studied that energy as much as they could while also decomposing the elements in the two stones. It was only a year later that they finally found out how to collect that energy.


They had tried many methods but the only one that was effective was to put the two stones, and therefore the energy, inside a vacuum before trapping a part of it with an artificial electromagnetic field.


They would then electrify a container and redirect the energy inside. After that point, everything became easier for them. They became able to interact with the energy and do more tests with it. They tried many things but the most notable characteristic they found was the quantity of energy the Eion produced. Scientists concluded that this strange energy was the most useful in making explosions and detonations, but also things like thermal changes.


But that was already revolutionary, not only for the future wars and conflicts but also for the actual production of energy for the world. Especially electricity. They worked hard and managed to duplicate the original stones. Then, they created a small-scale device that could produce Eion energy overtime before finally creating a system converting Eion into electricity.


In the end, the result they got was a battery capable of charging itself back without any external input since the stones could produce Eion indefinitely as long as the two stones were close enough to each other.


Of course, all of the electricity could be expended if you used it faster than it would charge, but ultimately, this small system became a sufficient source of energy capable of alimenting, for example, a car for twenty-four hours without falling short.


Of course, that energy was brought to the military and they created every kind of weapon with it. Bombs, guns, drones, and many others.


When Arimane looked more closely at the blue lines on the walls, he finally remembered one of the other uses of the Eion energy. If a conducting material is mixed with Eion stones and then injected with Eion energy, the whole material will become at least two times tougher.


"As expected of you, I can't teach you anything," Tiria uttered.


Arimane just shrugged. "I just like reading books and it's Eion energy is something everyone should know about. Rather, why don't you tell me why this place is protected by such material?"


"You should look here to get the answer for that," Moria heard his question and spoke up.


Arimane looked at him as he pressed on a small red button on the wall. When he pressed it, the lighting was activated and the room illuminated.


Arimane first noticed that this strange room was surprisingly very huge. But when he saw what was stored in it, his eyes widened in shock. There were many rows of shelves in this room, not with books, but with many different types of firearms. With just a wild guess, he estimated that the number of guns in this place was around a thousand, and it was just a minimum.


"It's not our section, though," Moria smiled at him and added. Arimane scowled and looked at his instructor. The latter casually walked toward a trapdoor in the center of the room and once again composed a code on a pad before opening it.


When he did that, this time, a light instantly illuminated the row of stairs below. Moria went down the steps and so did the entire squad. Most of them had already been here so they were not perturbed. It was just Arimane who was really lost and went down last.


When he took the last step of the staircase, he was already gaping at the scene in front of him.


Shelves, closets, cases, boxes, briefcases, there were a lot of containers here, all filled with military equipment. Going from hundreds of weapons to thousands of gadgets.


Also, most of the guns here seemed to be all accompanied by a single magazine filled with cyan light. Arimane, of course, figured that those weapons were Eion based. He now understood the importance to have this place reinforced with Eion steel walls.


All the squad smiled at him and then spread out around the room. They each went to specific guns and equipment and fiddled with it.


"Find a weapon that suits you and take it. Don't forget to take some secondary equipment. The only thing I'll impose you is this," Moria spoke to Arimane and went toward a big box in the corner of the room. He opened it and took out a one-meter long case and threw it to him.


Arimane carefully caught it and immediately felt the weight before putting it on the ground. He could actually carry it easily, but he was still hiding his peculiar strength.


"What is this?" He asked after looking at the case.


"Eion AMR, E-032 SR, with one-use explosive Eion bullets," Moria answered. "Although it's even hurtful for me to say it, you're definitely the best sharpshooter in the squad. Especially with a precision rifle. So, you take it. A sniper is always an encouraging backup. Pick the rest of your loadout now," he instructed and handed a small book to Arimane.


"This is the instructions on the use of Eion weapons and their capacities. I'm sure you will quickly adapt to it,” Moria added before going to fetch his own weapons.


Arimane opened the small book and read the first page in just a few seconds, he then continued to read like this. His reading speed was so fast that people would call it inhuman. He finished the book in a minute and sighed. "I see," he muttered and started wandering around the armory.


He skipped a lot of weapons and directly went to the handguns. He never really liked assault rifles and he was already carrying a sniper with him. The first rule of an assassin was to always be the lightest possible.


He looked around for a minute then took a revolver magnum. He already had a sniper rifle with him, so he assumed he won't fire much with any other weapon, so he went for power and precision.


The bullets of a revolver, with Eion energy, were also special. You still had to put them in the cylinder, but when you shoot, it's not the bullet that will go but the Eion charged inside of it. After the cylinder turns, that bullet will then be recharged by an Eion system integrated to the gun itself.


Essentially, a regular Eion gun doesn't have bullets to shoot, it's just the Eion energy alone. But when you have a real bullet with it to synergize, you actually can gather more energy and fire with more power. The reload was longer though. For example, an Eion assault rifle doesn’t have bullets, but rifles like the one Arimane just got had.


After that, he continued to inspect the rest of the equipment and two minutes later he had two Eion grenades, night vision lentils, small binoculars, and a tactical knife with him. Lastly, he grabbed a bulletproof coat.


With this, he was ready and came back to the entrance to wait for the rest of the squad. He was quick apparently since he was the first to finish packing his stuff. If the squad was here, they would most likely say to him that he should feel more thrill by going through so many weapons of high quality.


Arimane opened the SR case while waiting. He then looked at all the parts of the rifle. He quickly assembled it and, in the process, Tieria came back carrying a bag with her. She was a bit surprised when she spotted Arimane, she thought he would take more time to choose his equipment.


She put down her bag and sat down to wait as well, she just observed Arimane as he steadily assembled the rifle.


In just a minute, he had finished assembling it. He then proceeded to admire it. It was a refined black steel rifle. The barrel was pretty large and the scope was a bit fancy. He detached it and looked through it, it had thermal and night vision along with movement detection.


He smirked as he looked through the scope. Tieria looked at him and tilted her head.


"You're enjoying it after all. I thought it was strange that you were not trembling with excitement like everyone else did when they came here the first time," she commended and he trembled.


He was a bit caught off guard. He cleared his throat and put the scope back in the case and then followed by disassembling the rifle. "Of course, I'm excited. I actually want to test this one right away."


Tieria faintly smiled before checking the equipment she had in her bag. Meanwhile, Arimane put back the rifle inside the case and closed it again.


"By the way, your loadout is really light. What's your expertise?" Arimane asked Tieria in curiosity. She shrugged and showed him the contents of her bag. Knives, a coat, a small gun with silencer, binoculars, and night vision lentils.


"I'm a spy and a scout. I don't really engage the enemy usually," she said and zipped her bag. "And I'll most likely be your spotter if it's needed," she added and Arima nodded.


"Then I'll be happy to work with you. I never teamed up with you, right? Even in training," he said and extended his hand.


Tieria’s eyes widened a bit and she shook his hand before smiling. "Sure, I'll work hard to not drag you down."


Arima wryly smiled. "Come on, you're supposed to be the senior," he uttered and then a voice resounded behind him.


"If I could call myself your senior, it would be awesome."


It was a lazy sounding voice. Arimane looked over his shoulder and saw Jin approaching. He was almost glaring while walking toward him.


He sighed and sat down next to Arimane. "You're not this squad's little genius for nothing," he declared then lit up a cigarette.


Tieria nodded in agreement with an indifferent expression. Arimane was put in an awkward situation. Anyone would appreciate being praised but it was kind of hard to answer when a person held you in such a high regard.


The trio chatter together for a bit while waiting for everyone to finish their preparations. It was ten minutes later that Moria announced that they were leaving to the airport.

            

    
        98. ''Scary kid.''

    
    
    
    
                The squad left the orphanage and arrived at a secluded, private airport a bit away from the city, near the highway. When they arrived there, they instantly went to the landing zone to board a jet that had been prepared for them.


When Arimane saw the interior, he sighed in admiration. The inside of the jet simply looked like a luxurious hotel room with a bar and couches. Most of the squad went to sit at the bar and ordered drinks to the bartender.


He sat down on a couch and looked outside from the window. Jin, Tieria, Tiria, and Erin also rested around him, patiently waiting for the take-off.


The plane finally moved and started making its reactors work. But the strange thing was how a silent they were. Arimane watched through the window and spotted a cyan hue under the plane's wings. He snickered and leaned back on the seat.


The jet took off without any disturbance or shaking, even the bottles of the bar didn't even shake a bit. It seemed that this plane also was equipped with a low-end gravity manipulation system.


Arimane ended up ignoring all of the other features of this plane since there were too many then he looked toward Moria who was coming back from the pilot cabin.


"Where are we going?" He asked.


Moria sat down and sighed like an old man. "In the middle of Russia. Terrorist groups like to hide there," he answered. "There's a lot of space after all and since the latest jamming devices arrived, it became the best kind of hiding spot."


"Russia, huh?" Arimane muttered then thought of the world's map. "It would take around an hour with this Eion plane, right?"


"Yeah, you can take a nap if you want to," Moria nodded. He then stood up and headed toward the rear of the plane. "I'll go sleep as well," he waved his hand and said before opening a door leading to a corridor, with small four bedrooms available.


"Arimane~" Tiria hugged him. "Do you want to sleep with me?"


Arimane pushed her back. "No. Could you stop that borderline sexual harassment on a minor now?" He bluntly rejected and Tiria sulked for a bit but then tried to drag Tieria inside one of the rooms.


"Are you drunk?" Tieria asked when she saw Tiria's red face. She looked at the guys sitting at the bar. "Did you actually give her something to drink?"


The squad members at the bar all looked away and refused to respond. They all knew Tiria was weak to alcohol but they still didn't stop her from drinking. Tieria sighed and she was the one who ultimately dragged her friend inside a room.


Arimane looked at the scene and shrugged. He closed his eyes, ready to take a nap.


He quickly fell asleep and the plane arrived at its destination fifty minutes later. When it landed, Arimane stepped down whilst yawning. Tiria got out just after him with a sour expression and a big headache. She took a medicine that Tiera gave her to recover.


The place they had landed in was a sort of military base and an officer there led the squad to one of the hangars of the facility. When they entered the hangar, the members of the squad admired what they had in front of them.


Two big dark blue choppers equipped with heavy weaponry and multiple Eion systems. "You will go to the objective with these. But you won't be able to use them for the operation. We'll let the pilots in your care," the officer who brought them here explained.


Moria snorted at his words. He knew that they weren't going to give them those choppers since it would be too simple. They would just have to bombard the enemy base and then leave. Clearly, the higher-ups really wanted them to prove themselves.


They departed a few hours after and reached their destination after an additional hour. The choppers were then covered with an optical bash and the pilots stayed inside.


The squad held a meeting inside of a forest. Moria glance at the sun over the trees.


"The sun will set in a few hours. We should get to the objective before then and act during the night. The basic stuff. Let's get this done by tomorrow," Moria stated and started running in a certain direction.


The squad followed him and Arimane looked at the hidden choppers for a second before catching up with everyone. Their speed was definitely not as high as a car or anything else, but with their enhanced body, they could still run steadily at around twenty miles per hour. Maybe their sprinting speed could reach thirty.


In fact, Arimane could even raise up to at least forty per hour if he wanted to. After thirty minutes of dashing through the forest, they stopped beside a small hill and observed the 'town' that was a few miles away from them.


They set up a small camp there and hid their presence as much as they could. They also started equipping themselves. Arimane assembled the rifle and wore his coat. Then, together with some others, he started looking at the terrorist base with his binoculars.


"It seems that they are already rotating for the night shift," Tieria said as she spotted some armed men patrolling and others on watchtowers.


"You're right," Erin nodded and looked at Arimane. "Those guys in the towers, do you think you can take them out from here?"


Arimane nodded while looking through his binoculars. "I think so. Between here and there, maybe there are around three miles. With the Eion rifle, I can take all of them out. But I would need at least thirty seconds between each shot. I can't say that I won't miss but there's only a 20% chance that it would happen."


"Scary kid," Gano remarked and smirked. Erin smiled and nodded.


"Thirty seconds should be okay. During the night, no matter who it is, people tend to get sleepy when they have nothing to do but watch an empty land. Some of them will likely really leave their post, even if it's only for a few minutes. Additionally, the area around the watchtowers are not really patrolled anyway and there's only one person at the top. I don't think we will take too much risk," Erin said and everyone agreed.


Four hours later, the night had fallen and the squad had actually waited two additional hours to make sure most of them were sleeping or snoozing away.


Arimane climbed to the top of the hill and lied down there with his rifle. As expected, Tieria was beside him to act as his spotter. Meanwhile, the rest of the squad sneakily advanced toward the enemy base.


"First one; 30° to the north, 3450 meters," Tieria informed Arimane and he pointed his rifle at the target. He had also put a huge silencer on the muzzle. "Wind speed: 7 mph. Target's elevation: Nil, you are at the same level."


Arimane adjusted the settings of his scope and put his hand above the barrel to move it slowly and carefully. At this distance, he couldn't afford himself to be off by even a millimeter. After ten seconds, he breathed in and out and held his breath.


He put his finger on the trigger and pressed on it ten seconds later and a blue light escaped the barrel with minimal noise. The recoil caused the biped to be buried in the ground but Arimane almost didn't make any movement.


"Next," he whispered and pulled the bolt of the rifle. When the empty cartridge touched the ground, the reinforced glass of the watchtower was pierced and the head of the man in it exploded. The glass didn't make any sound as it just melted because of the heat of the bullet.


Tieria's eyes widened as she looked through her binoculars and Jin, who had stayed behind with them, whistled. He had actually gone for the headshot.


Arimane exhaled and waited for the next instructions. He had just killed someone, and although he felt it now, the burden of having blood on your hands, he easily could endure it.


‘Should I be happy that my first target was a criminal?’ He thought and smiled wryly.


Tieria shook her head to clear her mind and looked at the next objective. "+20°, 3600 meters, same wind and elevation," she said after a few seconds.


Arimane nodded and shot a second time after twenty seconds. Meanwhile, the squad was approaching the town and only arrived when Arimane killed the last one of the three watchmen that could spot them.


Moria smiled and sneaked inside with the squad. They separated into two groups, each led by Moria and Erin respectively. Arimane looked through his scope one last time then put the rifle in the case. Since the squad had already entered, he didn't need to continue taking out the watchmen.


"Let's go then," he stood up and said. Tieria and Jin looked at each other before following him down the hill.


Arimane couldn't help his squad from where he was, he could only allow them to enter without being spotted. He needed to go there now.


As they were running to join their squad inside the town, Jin suddenly stopped and looked at a small screen on his wrist. Jin was basically the technician of the group and he was also responsible to set up the drone which would probe the enemy's position.


When that drone in question finished scanning the terrorist base, it placed itself above the area to observe the movements while sending the information to Jin. At first, he only looked through the surface data and sent it to Moria and Erin.


But he had suddenly stopped running because he saw something in the drone's feedback. Arimane and Tieria looked at him in confusion.


"Shit, that wasn't in the plan!" Jin shouted then started running again. "Quick! We need to reach that freaking settlement within five minutes!"


Arimane and Tieria didn't discuss and instantly began to run. They started sprinting and all reached thirty miles per hour.


"What is happening?" Arimane then asked.


"My drone spotted five helicopters coming toward us! They're not Eion propelled, but they're armed enough to bombard this entire place!" He explained while sending the information to the entire squad. "Furthermore, those choppers don't have any official registration number. They're most likely are on the terrorists' side."


Arimane and Tieria were stunned as they suddenly started hearing the sound of the pales. They looked behind and spotted the choppers far away.


"Tch, five minutes was too optimistic, huh?" Jin muttered. "Sir Moria should soon be sending a call for help to our pilots. But they will most likely be too late."


Aerial vehicles, especially military ones, possessed great detection systems. That's why; "They are already pointing their weapons at us!" Jin shouted.


Arimane gritted his teeth and slowed down a bit until he was behind his two comrades. They were not that far from the town's barricades. He put the rifle's case on his back and inhaled.


He kicked the ground very strongly, to the point it dug the soil under his foot. He accelerated and grabbed both Tieria and Jin when he passed by them.


He increased his speed to the maximum and started sprinting at a staggering forty-five miles per hour.


"What!?" Jin and Tieria shouted when they realized what was happening to them.


At the same time, the machine gun of one chopper fired and touched the area behind Arimane as the AI didn't expect a sudden rise in speed like this one. Even the men in the helicopters couldn't believe their eyes. On top of that, Arima seemed to be slowly getting faster, already reaching fifty miles per hour.


His muscles were actually heating up and going over their limits. Something that shouldn't be possible for a regular human.


In the end, he made it in time and threw his two companions over the wall encompassing the town before jumping as well. Just after that, the aim of the machine gun was corrected and the wall was then scribbled with bullet holes. Fortunately, it wasn't Eion but standard physical bullets.


Arima was panting violently as he pressed his hand on his chest. He sat down but it looked as if he had tripped. At the same time, an alarm resounded throughout the entire base and jolted awake everyone.


Moria clicked his tongue while he was cutting the throat of someone and warned his group to disguise and scatter. The same order was issued by Erin.


Arimane rested and listened to the choppers while Tieria and Jin stared at him with an incredulous expression. He ascertained the choppers' relative position before running toward the closest watchtower. Jin and Tieria quickly followed him.


He opened the door of the tower and started jumping to climb it instead of using the circular staircase. When he arrived at the top, he saw one of the men he had killed and his headless body. His expression twitched and he gulped. He shook his head and opened his case.


He took out his rifle but assembled it differently this time. He took out a special bullet from a pouch and loaded it in the chamber. He pointed his rifle at the helicopter that fired at him and pressed the trigger.


Without the silencer, the noise resounded strongly and the bullet left the barrel. It reached the chopper in less than a second and created a huge hole in the front glass as the pilot died. The bullet was still intact though. After going through the pilot's corpse, it dropped on the ground before making a beeping sound.


The men in the chopper were too focused on gaining back the control of the chopper that they failed to react.


Jin and Tieria arrived to the top of the tower just in time to witness one of the choppers exploding and taking two others with it to the grave. The remaining two were struck by the shockwave and flew away in panic.

            

    
        99. ''Yes, I have.''

    
    
    
    
                In Center City, the day after the Hell Gate formed, Ofia woke up in the castle which had been completely repaired by Chulainn who had also left the moment he finished.


She joined with her sister and headed to the kitchen of the castle. Her family always took lunches and dinner there. After all, going to the official dining hall was too much for lunch with the family.


When the two sisters arrived in the kitchen, they sat down at the table. That big kitchen was filled with some old tools, at least from a modern person's view, but at the same time, there were many useful magic tools that could make boil and prepare ingredients in a particular way very easily. There were also special ingredients coming from magic beasts and rare creatures.


It was only after a few minutes that the King and the Queen joined their daughters. The older brothers were absent today.


"Father, where are Kyle and Jerio?" Lena asked.


The King sighed as he started digging in the breakfast the maids served him. "Essentially, your brothers went to scout.”


"Scout? Scout what?" Ofia inquired, she was a bit confused.


"The one who hired Ojure Karez in the first place was Heriz’s King of the neighbor continent. Kyle and Jerio should currently be meeting with him. Kyle teleported there along with a hundred soldiers.”


"Isn't that a bit too precarious?" Ofia frowned.


"It should be fine. Kyle is himself at the tenth level, Jerio isn't weak, and of course, I sent Elion and Gand to accompany them," the King reassured her.


Ofia started pondering. For some reason, she had a bad feeling about this. Elion and Gand were respectively the strongest knight and mage of Central City. Normally, they should have no problem getting away if something were to happen.


Ofia sighed, she finished her meal quickly then bowed to her parents. "I’m slightly worried so I will take my leave now," she declared and left. Lena looked blankly at her then started eating her breakfast at high speed. She followed her sister afterward.


"Don't tell me she is going to ask that guy…" The King muttered and the Queen chuckled.


"They have a good teacher. Don't you think so?" She smiled and said. The King snorted and silently resumed his meal.


***


Ofia immediately went to the PA with Lena. When they arrived there, they stumbled upon Melody and Balan who were training together. Those two were pretty close since the 'spar' with Arima. They also made the best combo. One used gravity and the other protected her and attacked at the same time with space, they were the most homogenous duo of the class.


"Do you know where teacher is?" Ofia asked them.


"Yes, I saw him earlier. He went together with Miss Velvet to the teachers' reunion," Balan responded and mused. "They should be almost done by now; it was twenty minutes ago."


"Thank you," Ofia slightly bowed then walked toward the teacher's hall. When she arrived, the teachers were already exiting the reunion room and Arima got out with Velvet talking to him.


Ofia and Lena patiently waited until Velvet left. Arima sighed in relief then walked toward the two sisters when he spotted them.


"That woman is annoying; I don't know if she's trying to get close to me or just being nice. But her way of talking makes me feel like I would be the bad person if I pushed her away. And she's a teacher, I'm bad when it concerns them…" He suddenly started complaining.


"Why don't you just accept her as a friend?" Chulainn, who still was on his shoulder, asked.


"It's not like I can't… but I don't wanna," he replied and Chulainn raised an eyebrow.


"Have you ever dated someone?" He suddenly inquired and Arima glanced at him.


"Yes, I have," he simply answered. "I had someone I love."


"My bad," Chulainn shrugged after hearing the response and apologized.


The two sisters listened awkwardly but they were also very curious about what Arima had just mentioned. "Anyway, why are you here?" The latter finally addressed them and listened to Ofia as they made their way to the classroom.


"My father sent Kyle and Jerio to Heriz to meet the King who hired Ojure Karez and possibly find out his motives. But my father didn't send them there to officialize a conflict but to stop it before it begins," she explained as she followed Arima around the school.


"I see," he nodded. "Now that I think about it, I still don't know why that guy had to be hired to create a gate. Do you have an idea?" The last part was directed at Chulainn.


"I don't know. Maybe he needed time to subdue the power he stole from Hell and just took the right occasion to use the resources of a kingdom," the Hellhound replied.


Arima hummed and gazed at the two sisters. "So? Why are you telling me this?"


"I actually have a bad feeling about this. I know it's only personal, but I can't cast that thought away. I wanted to ask teacher for help. I can't teleport to Heriz by myself," she earnestly said and Arima pondered.


He stopped just in front of his classroom and glanced at Ofia. He then stepped inside and looked around. "Hey, Arister, stop flirting and come here for a second," he spoke to Arister who was chatting with Ferzia.


When he heard that, Arister froze and separated from Ferzia with a groan. He approached Arima with a bitter expression. "What is it?"


"The King who hired you to kill her and her brother, do you remember him?" Arima went straight to the point.


Arister's eyes widened a bit and glanced at Ofia who was apparently not moved by what Arima had just said. She apparently knew that the man Arima had let go before was him.


"Yeah, of course."


"Then, do you think he's someone who would backstab two princes who came to negotiate with him?" Arima questioned and Arister was stunned at first.


"Well," he raised his voice after a few seconds. "He totally would do it," he casually affirmed and the two princesses paled. When Arister saw that, that he slightly panicked. "Wait, you were talking about an actual situation?"


"Kinda," Arima nodded and Arister expression twitched. "In any case, for my students’ sake, I'll go there really quick. Take care of the first period in my stead. It shouldn't take long to resolve this situation," he stated and closed his eyes. "Heriz… where was that again?" He mumbled.


He had actually memorized the map of the entire planet whilst training in the other dimension. By overlapping his spiritual sense and the map he had, he could easily pinpoint the emplacement of any location on the planet.


"Cool, I located the auras of your brothers. They're still alive at least," Arima uttered and Ofia could only smile wryly but Lena still looked anxious. He snapped his fingers and he instantly teleported Ofia and Lena with him.


Arister stared at the empty space with a deadpan face. "What am I supposed to teach them?"


"What are you talking about?” Night entered the classroom with Karma and Lanya and asked Arister when he heard his mutters. “…and why do I feel Arima's presence tens of thousands of miles away?"


Arister stared at Night for a moment then his expression brightened for some reason. Night frowned; it was rare to see this kind of expression from this gloomy guy.


Ten minutes later, Arister was sitting next to Ferzia while Night was standing in front of everyone, apparently, to hold the lecture. He was so frustrated that his canines grew like a vampire’s and his eyes glowed. The students were dead silent as they felt the temperature rise.


Meanwhile, Karma was laughing and even Lanya was struggling to hold back her giggles.


***


Kyle and Jerio were meeting with the King of Heriz in a private room. The latter actually looked amiable and spoke to them calmly. But at some point, Elion suddenly appeared inside the room and stood in front of the princes whilst glaring at the King.


"What's wrong?" Kyle’s eyebrows furrowed.


"I can't transfer away and my connection with Gand has been severed. It's the same thing with the magic circuits. Please, try it for yourself. It was so faint that I almost failed to notice it," Elion explained without looking away from the King.


Kyle and Jerio both tried to gather mana but failed to do so. They stood up and scowled. "What did you do?"


The King pulled out a grey orb and placed it on a table. "Haven't you heard about the lectures of your city's star? This orb is something that’s becoming quite popular," he smirked.


"This is a device capable of cutting off the link with magic circuits. But of course, it only works when the targets within range cannot prepare themselves for it and it’s definitely not restrictive enough to prevent the use of magic. That mercenary, the Kind Demon, appears to have taken precautions so that his theories wouldn’t break the balance. So, my researchers could only make this magic tool. But it’s already enough."


Kyle clicked his tongue and tried to teleport away but he didn’t seem to be able to connect to the surrounding spatial energy.


"Your majesty, this is not only a problem with the magic circuits. We're in a parallel dimension, and a very restrictive one at that," Elion answered everyone's doubts.


The King chuckled. "Karez didn't cooperate with me ultimately, but he left me something when I asked for it." He summoned a sort of black staff in his hand and lifted it. "Thanks to this, I can make this kind of dimension once a day, for two hours."


A cold light flashed past Elion's eyes as his aura destroyed the room and crushed the King against the floor. "What do you think you can do to us with your strength anyway?"


The King grinned. "I do not need to fight you," he laughed and grasped the ominous staff. It glowed with a dark light and his body began to phase as some parts of his body became transparent.


But inexplicably, the light suddenly dimmed and the King's body returned to normal. He looked in shock at his body then the staff. He couldn't use it anymore and there was even a crack on it


"Seriously, what is this messy dimension?" A voice resounded strongly in the room and the princes froze. Elion trembled and turned around. Only the King couldn’t recognize the voice.


He looked at the source and spotted a man nonchalantly resting on one of the chairs. Behind him were two young girls who rushed to their brothers’ side.


"Who are you?" The King asked with a grave tone.


"Haven't you heard of me? You were being so cocky while speaking of how you exploited my theories just earlier," Arima stood up and slowly walked toward the king, step by step.


The King quivered and pointed the staff at him. Arima smiled and waved his hand. The staff snapped in two and fell on the ground.


"Do you really think Karez would give you something powerful enough to beat me?" Arima sneered and glanced at the broken tool. "This staff's main usage is presumably to bring someone into another dimension then collapse the link so that the people inside do not escape except the caster. I guess you were plotting to make use of this and turn this situation into a hostage case."


"But that crude thing has no effect on me whatsoever and your little orb isn't even enough to sever my connection with magic circuits even if I let my defenses down. Such a flawed plan especially so when your researchers didn’t seem to notice that this orb you’re so proud of cannot possibly cut the circuits indefinitely and just breaking it would dispel the effects after some time," Arima declared as he grabbed the King's head.


"Wait!" Kyle shouted but it was too late.


"[Fifth Black Art, Penitentia Conspiciunt] (Penance Stare)," Arima chanted and the King screamed from the top of his lungs. When he was released, he had long been knocked unconscious. Arima looked through the memories he collected and shook his head.


"Pathetic," he said and crushed the rest of the staff and snapped his fingers. The dimension broke and an old man barged inside the room. His clothes were dirty and torn and his expression was filled with urgency. But when he looked around, he became extremely puzzled.


Arima shrugged and turned toward Ofia. "Your intuition was good, or you could say that you were lucky."


"You’re done?" Chulainn's inquisitive voice echoed and everyone looked down and saw a small pup walking there. He actually had stayed behind when Arima went inside the parallel dimension.


"It’s mostly done, yeah. At least, my job is. Ofia, Lena, come back to the PA after your business here is settled," Arima said whilst pointing at the King lying on the floor. He then triggered his sigil and disappeared just after Chulainn jumped on his shoulder.


"…Who was that?" The old man, Gand, asked. He had been battling hundreds of guards of Heriz when he realized that it was a trap. Behind him, you could barely see some people rolling in pain. He had done his best to rush here but then he witnessed this scene. It was no wonder he was perplexed.


Everyone glanced at him and sighed.

            

    
        100. "Interesting analogy.''

    
    
    
    
                When Arima transferred away, leaving them behind, Kyle woke the King up. What happened afterward was out of his expectations. At first, he had wanted to threaten this King and inquire why he plotted against Central City.


But when he opened his eyes, he had lost any similarity to his previous self who was coolly talking to the princes just before. The moment he opened his eyes, he cowered in fear and answered any question he was faced with.


Kyle was stunned but Elion observed solemnly. He had perceived the vicious blow that Arima had inflicted to that man’s mind and soul. The King had basically become as innocent as a newborn. He regretted absolutely everything he had done in his life as if he couldn't tolerate evil at all.


When Ofia saw this, she became even more aware of how terrifying Arima was. He had told them during a lecture that he was used to infiltrate people’s mind and take their memories whilst killing the victim. But she just now realized that he could even change a person's entire personality. If he wanted, maybe he could even transform someone into a literal puppet.


And since there was no one strong enough to rival him, this fact greatly reinforced Arima's potential threat.


In the end, the King spilled out everything and apologized countless times, simply repeating that he was too prideful and that it was the reason why he aimed at Central City. He wanted to reign over the Main Land.


Gand sighed whilst checking the King's weakened mind. "Everything he says is the truth. He's not acting or anything. He has really become as inoffensive as a child," he concluded and looked at Ofia. "Princess, your teacher’s abilities are unfathomable and equally alarming."


Ofia wryly smiled. "I know, Gand. When someone is too dangerous, they should be eliminated at the very extreme or at least pulled over. But in the end, even if people say that all problems can't be solved with strength, everything becomes a joke when you're confronted with absolute superiority. That’s something I learned thanks to our new teacher…" she paused and Lena also looked at her.


"Strength can resolve anything. There’s nothing capable of shaking that truth."


Gand and Elion were very surprised and looked at each other. Their princess was usually very smart and compassionate. They had never heard her say things of the sort. It was even the opposite; they always thought that she was against that kind of idea. They wondered what kind of power could make her view of the world change so drastically.


"Gand, can I trouble you to bring us back?" Lena asked the old mage. Gand nodded and walked to the princesses.


"Elion, take care of things here," he said before teleporting with Lena and Ofia.


Kyle gazed at the cowering King. "…He’s a good for nothing now. There’s no way he can govern a country like this. Although it sounds bad, we'll force him to sign a decree which will give us his rulership," he declared and Jerio agreed. Elion bowed and merely listened to his prince's instructions.


***


Gand teleported the two sisters just in front of their classroom. "Thank you, Gand," Ofia smiled then opened the door. The first thing she saw was Night fuming in the corner with Karma pestering him.


Arima was insouciantly resting on his seat, reading a book. Lanya was sitting next to him, skimming a book he had specifically made for her. She would ask him the things she didn’t understand from time to time.


Meanwhile, the students were going through a written test that Night had given because he didn't want to teach them anything.


When Ofia and Lena entered, they wordlessly greeted Arima then directly went to their seat to undergo their tests. Gand watched from behind and walked toward Arima after a while. Every student was attracted by the situation and looked up from their desk.


"You're the Kind Demon, correct?" Gand raised his voice and Arima nodded without stopping his reading. "I am Gand, the Magus of the King's citadel. I have a favor to ask. If possible, would you agree to show me your mana core?"


Arima's eyes flashed and he mused. He closed his book then stood up. He smiled at Gand. "Sure, it's a good occasion to introduce it to my students,” he said.


“Thank you,” Gand was considerably courteous and patiently waited.


Arima looked toward his students. “I'll pause your test for now," he announced and everyone put down their pens. His sigil revolved and the surroundings abruptly changed.


The walls and the academy itself disappeared. The only things that remained were the students' seats and the floor. Now, they had a perfect view of the sky and around them, there was just a lowland as far as the eye could see. The whole classroom had actually been transported somewhere else.


The students weren't surprised at this point but Gand took a step back and gulped. The students may have not felt it, but he was in the First Sky of the Earthen Realm. He had clearly sensed the dense and huge chunk of mana that came out of Arima's body.


The latter casually walked out of the ‘open-air room’ and stepped in the plain. Nobody followed him as they knew he was going to show them something.


When he was around a hundred meters away from the class, he stopped. He breathed in and closed his eyes. He slowly moved his hands and formed a sort of circular hand sign in front of his chest.


The mana core of an individual was fundamentally the bottom of the mana pool. It was also from there that mana gathers initially. It’s like a bottle cap. The mana core is what connects you to the magic circuits. Everyone has a mana core since birth and if it’s destroyed, you can never gather mana in your body anymore. You would be essentially crippled.


Arima exhaled and a light started forming between his hands. To be exact, there were three different lights; a blue one, a black one, and a silver one.


Gand's eyes narrowed and most of the students slammed their desks as they stood up. Arima had three mana cores. It was unheard of. It is said that having two cores was possible, but someone like that hadn't appeared in centuries. But Arima actually had three of them.


Ofia calmly observed and deduced that the blue one was the original one; the core that Arima naturally got at birth. She then recognized that silver color. It was the same color that surrounded Arima when he fought Chulainn.


The Hellhound recognized every single core with a single glance though. "The blue one represents Arima's race as a Life Hunter, the black one represents his identity as a Death Hunter, and the silver one represents his designation as a Silver Emperor," he explained out loud for everyone to hear.


The students looked at him in wonder. They had never heard about Hunters or Silver Emperors. Was that the foundation to Arima's strength?


"But it's strange," Chulainn then added.


"What is it?" Night asked.


"I feel like…" Chulainn hesitated. "There's a fourth dormant one," he uttered and everyone trembled. "That energy… I never saw it before," he muttered with a complex expression.


In the same way, even Arima was surprised when he noticed the dormant energy. But when he realized what it was, he smiled. That smile contained pain, irony, nostalgy, and joy. When Lanya, Night, and Karma saw this, they all shuddered. Even Chulainn and Arister were astounded. The students were also in a daze. Ofia even asked herself if she was seeing things.


Arima chuckled and shook his head. He then focused on his cores again. Once he did it, the three existing cores started expanding and then started orbiting around him.


Then, they were truly liberated. The whole audience suddenly felt a dense, pure, and abundant mana sweeping over them. In their awe, everyone felt cleansed as the mana went through them.


That mana was too pure. Even Gand was already drunk in it. Around Arima, the plants started growing massively. The grass, the flowers, the trees, everything was becoming purer and fresher. This ‘paradise’ continued to spread for miles and the mass of mana already surpassed the imagination of the spectators.


The sheer quantity of mana permeating the air was already larger than every student’s mana pools combined. If they weren't there in person, they would have never believed it.


Arima raised his hand toward the sky. The wind stopped blowing and became unbelievably calm. The water in the rivers flowed dreamily without any sound. Gradually, sparkling lights appeared in the sky out of nowhere. The clouds then slowly gathered and started pouring water out.


The rain fell on the 'paradise' giving it a melancholic feeling. But it didn't make the scene despondent, it was even more stunning. The students reached with their hands to touch the raindrops but they dissolved before even getting near them. Only the plants and Arima himself were being drenched in water.


Lanya tried to reach for a raindrop as well then tears fell down her cheeks. Even Karma and Night weren't that cheerful in front of the scene. They were the closest to Arima, more than the beauty of it, they felt the melancholy. Chulainn and Arister mutely watched.


"…So, this is his mana manifestation," Gand muttered and wryly smiled. "How can someone have this kind of scenery in his heart?"


The core manifestation was basically how the mana of the person would interact with the world around if it was released freely. Mana hosts the mind of the caster and all of his worldly feelings. The scene everyone was admiring at the moment was the interpretation of Arima's mind into the real world.


When you think of him, people may tend to think that his manifestation would bring something closer to destruction or perhaps something more spirited. But what came out instead was hardly that. Nothing was destroyed at all. It just reflected nature and melancholy.


"I can't understand this guy…" Chulainn mumbled. "Is he cruel or compassionate? Mean or kind? Good or evil? All of these questions; are you telling me he's answering them with this? What the hell is going on inside this guy's head?"


"You know…" Karma raised her voice for everyone to hear. The tone of her voice was so unusually solemn that everyone went silent and listened to her. "I undoubtedly am the one who has known Arima for the longest time here. I was forged a century ago. And even as a weapon, I can still remember how he was during those days."


"At the time he forged me, if he had performed this manifestation, the scenery would have most likely been drenched in blood. I don't know much about Arima's life, I can't remember a lot. But, at some point in his life, he must have formed those clouds to rinse the blood.”


“It’s how I see it right now. He washes everything with this rain. Anything that could taint this scene will be eliminated," she told and everyone stared at Arima.


He exhaled and waved his hand. Instantly, the cores returned inside his body and the landscape returned to normal. Everyone blinked and they were already back within the PA’s grounds.


When everyone reacted, Arima was already on his seat. He casually smiled and pulled out the book he was reading earlier.


"Resume the test," he instructed. He had no intention to talk about what happened. He just wanted to show them his mana cores to prepare them for a later date.


The students were baffled. They took some time to recover before resuming their work with their minds in turmoil. Gand also stayed silent for a moment then bowed slightly.


"Thank you. This experience will surely help me improve greatly. I will take my leave, l will leave the princesses in your care," he said and teleported away.


Night looked at Gand leaving then checked the students’ faces. "…Let me clear this up before you delude yourself. It isn't how every core should act. You will just waste your time if you try to attain Arima’s level of abnormality. It's like trying to become a malware whilst under the quarantine of an anti-virus," he said with a blank expression. He felt obligated to not let the poor students have false hopes.


The students nodded at his words without even taking out their eyes from their test papers, even though they didn't understand the image at all, they got the point.


"Interesting analogy,” Chulainn snickered.


One hour later, Arima retrieved the tests then sat at his desk.


"Alright, now that we're fifty, we'll start getting ready for the competition. I will explain to you how it will unfold and what my plan is," he announced and his students became excited at the thought of participating in the competition.

            

    
        101. ''Pandora.''

    
    
    
    
                "As you may already know. The ranking competition, or Cross Ranking, is a tournament which is at first local, then intercontinental," Arima said and everyone nodded.


"There are three continents participating in this competition; the Main Land, Heriz Land, and Yeron Land. The three biggest academies from there each hold a local tournament which will narrow the participating teams to two per continent. After that, the main tournament will be held at Mid Isle," Arima explained and projected a world map.


A red point marked the three continents then were connected together by a line. It formed a red triangle and the point of intersection of its bisecting lines glowed with a green light.


"That green dot is mid-island. This is why this tournament is also called Cross Ranking. Of course, at the end of that tournament, a ranking will be determined by the jury. That ranking will not only list the teams or the classes, but all of the students participating."


Arima looked at this class. "I assume you understand that I want you to aim for the highest possible," he said then waved his hand to change the projection. A complex tournament bracket with a lot of different sections was now projected.


"This is the bracket for the main competition. For the local, it's just eight teams competing until there are only two," Arima commented. "Now, for the main tournament. There are six teams competing. Those teams will contend against each other like this," he declared and the projection changed to display six letters.


"Let's label the teams with letters. From A to F. Firstly, the first round will be A vs B, C vs D and E vs F. The losing teams will be eliminated. After that, we are left with only three teams. This is the important part.


“During the second round, it will be A vs B, then C vs A and B vs C. In this case, the teams won't be eliminated if they lose once. They will accumulate points. The team with the most points at the end will win the tournament," Arima explained as his projection illustrated everything.


"Now, what are the examinations of this tournament? How will they compete?" Arima raised the questions and the projection came back to the bracket. "This bracket is separated into different sections. There's three to be exact at first," he said and the image changed into three empty squares.


"One; it's of course, combat. Four 10 vs 10 matches, three 2 vs 2 matches, and four 1 vs 1 matches," Arima stated and the first square showed an arena. "Which means that I'll have to intensely train your teamwork."


"Two; magic theory." The second square illustrated a staff.


"Three; life force and spiritual forces’ density." The third square showed four small acronyms, Lf, Au, Mp, and Kill.


"And, yes, killing intent is also part of the test," Arima remarked. "These three categories will filter the initial six teams. Following that, there are five categories to determine the final winner between the last three teams. You have, of course, the three categories I just listed you plus two others."


Arima said and two more squares appeared on the hologram. "The first one is quite significant; magic control. It's a critical aspect of magic that must be mastered as much as possible. It’s obvious that it would be here. If it wasn’t, I would have some complaints."


Ofia nodded when she heard that. She knew how important magic control was. And she had even the pride to say that she was better at it than all of her classmates.


"The final category…" Arima paused and smiled. "It’s what I showed you earlier; mana core manifestation," he revealed and everyone exclaimed in surprise. "What I showed you earlier was to prepare you.”


Arima grinned. “And in fact, I will, later on, teach you something. How to increase your core’s purity and,” his grin became even broader. “How to form a second core.”


The students blanked when they heard that. They wondered if they had heard correctly.


“I’m not kidding. It’s possible to increase the number of cores. Although it’s indeed very dependent on one’s talent, all of you here definitely have enough to form a second one. Having several cores can strengthen you greatly. The more cores you possess, the quicker your mana recovery is, the larger your mana pool, the denser your mana becomes, and most importantly, your magic formations can be then fueled by several different sources. And believe me, that’s a huge boost,” Arima chuckled as he saw his students trembling with excitement.


"Anyway, remember the tests I just mentioned. The details about how the scores will be established are for later. For now, from today onward, I'll make you focus on these areas for your training."


Arima smiled and stood up. “And, we will begin right away," he announced and everyone was instantly transferred into another dimension.


Night, Karma, Arister, and Chulainn all sighed. Especially Night, he really hated teaching children.


Karma was sighing because she was too lazy to help.


Arister sighed because he didn't want to get dragged into this, but he already considered Arima as a friend so he candidly followed.


Chulainn sighed because he felt that Arima was going to ask him to do something.


Lanya looked at them and then sighed as well. It was for a totally different reason though. She just wanted to raise her level to the Earthen Realm as fast as possible but she had to wait for the Cross Ranking so that Arima would give her the method. Until then, she knew she was the weakest of the group and felt quite frustrated.


"Stop sighing, it's bad for your mental health," Arima uttered when they had arrived in the middle of a rocky canyon.


***


Meanwhile, in a remote world, Karaskan was flying in outer space surrounded by different twinkling lights of varied colors. His speed was astounding to the point where even Arima wouldn't be able to see him well.


Karaskan stopped just in front of a huge blazing star. The light of the flames illuminated his figure. The heat and arcs of fire coming out of the star looked very threatening.


Its size wasn't something as big as the sun in Arima's world but it was easily bigger than the Earth. Karaskan extended his hand without a word and darkness escaped his palm in great volume and density.


It spread around, sucking in the starlight. Even the flames coming from the burning star were extinguished when they touched the darkness. A veil of darkness soon covered the entire star and started shrinking.


After some time, the veil of darkness became distorted at several places as if there was an explosion inside of it. When the distortions were gone, Karaskan waved his fingers. The veil then vanished and you could now see that the star had been completely consumed.


There was only a small object drifting there instead. Only someone with the eyes of at least an Earthen Realm individual would be able to see it. That object shook and suddenly became attracted by something as it flew toward Karaskan's hand.


He caught the object and inspected it. It was a small black box with strange designs on it. There were some runes inscribed on it that delivered spirit waves so strong that it would make anyone under the Heavenly Realm dizzy.


Karaskan grinned. "I thought that I wouldn’t open this box before a very long time. I wonder; a Life Hunter that I angered in the past who then became a Silver Emperor…" He snickered. "Isn't that destiny?"


***


At the same time, Azes was overseeing multiple worlds when he suddenly felt a pain invading his arm. His eyes narrowed and he rolled his sleeve. He spotted a strange black mark a bit below his shoulder.


"Damnit!" He shouted with a voice that could even make Chulainn cower. He slammed his hand on the table and broke it. It was important to know that the material in which that table had been made was something that even Arima would have problems destroying.


"I thought that Pandora had been destroyed!" He shouted. "How did he hide it from us?" He grunted and then sat down. He teleported on the roof of his residence along with his chair and looked around at the pure white city made of stone.


A true depiction of God's Land. Azes gazed at a peculiar structure in the distance, surrounded by majestic trees.


"I hope it won't take too long, I need to know his past even more now," he sighed then returned inside.


***


"Okay, it’s time to form groups," Arima said to his students who were gathered in front of him. "For starters, the four groups of ten, you can make them however you want. But for the pairs and the four who will fight in a 1 vs 1, they will be decided by me."


"Therefore, the pairs will be Balan and Melody, Ofia and Lena, Isla and Gaodu," Arima listed and the concerned students stepped forward.


"The solo fighters will be Ferzia, Irian, Airon, and Kine," Arima listed one more time and the called students moved to the side. At the same time, the four groups of ten were already almost done.


Arima observed them and glanced at the four he had just called. Especially the two latest entries, Airon and Kine.


Airon was a seventeen-year-old human. He was basically an ‘Arister junior’. He was kind of gloomy, serious, and mainly used darkness magic.


On the other hand, Kine was the only student in the class who was from the demon race. She was sixteen and her forte was fire magic. Arima also noticed that she had traces of Blood Eater in her; the racial ability Raal had used against him.


These two new students, along with Irian and Ferzia, were the four strongest students in his class. At least, in a 1 vs 1 situation.


"I'll take care of the four groups of ten and the pairs with Lanya," Arima declared. “Arister, you'll coach Ferzia since I'm sure you want to."


Arister forced a cough and walked toward Ferzia.


"Night, you'll train Kine," Night groaned but still walked to his assigned student.


"Karma, you'll be with Irian," Karma smiled and nodded before joining Irian.


"And finally," Arima glanced at the cub resting on his shoulder. The Hellhound’s expression fell. "Chulainn will be with Airon."


"…I didn't stay with you to act as your assistant, you know?" Chulainn retorted as he jumped off Arima's shoulder. His body then expanded and he turned into a three-meter-tall three-headed-hound. He stared at Airon with his four heads.


"You'll be in my care, kid," the middle head said and Arion's expression twitched furiously in anxiousness. He recalled how domineering the beast was when it came out of the Hell Gate.


"Now, you four will be principally teaching them magic control and spar with them and point out their weaknesses," Arima instructed.


"For the more specific things; Karma, you'll be sure to teach Irian martial arts. Night, you'll help Kine master the blood aura. Arister, teach Ferzia how to be aware of what's going on in a fight, she doesn't pay enough attention to her surroundings. And Chulainn, your job is to teach Airon how to use effectively his darkness magic," Arima gave all the directives and brought the rest of the students with him somewhere else. The four teacher-student pairs then commenced their training session.


Arima had also set his own training program.


"First of all, Gaodu, I need you to awaken your inheritance," Arima suddenly said and not only the student he was talking to but everyone around exclaimed in shock.


"What?" Gaodu was completely overwhelmed. "Inheritance?"


"Yeah, I saw it in you back then. You have an Earthen God aura hidden in your soul," Arima explained and Gaodu gaped.


"Are you going to do the same as me?" Lanya asked.


Arima smiled and nodded. "Sort of," he replied then looked around. "Melody, Balan, I'll teach you both a new magic. Ofia, Lena, you'll learn how to perfectly coordinate your movements when you resonate. Isla, I'll give you something that will make use of your talent. As for everyone else, I'll give you the best magic you could possibly hope for in a group battle," he stated in one go and smirked.


"Teaching younger generations is funnier than I thought," he commented.
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                "Let's start with you then," Arima said to Gaodu. The rest of his students were temporarily training with the clones he had made. "In order to awaken your inheritance, you will spar with Lanya."


Arima hinted at Lanya and she nodded. She activated her inheritance and used her draconic form. Gaodu looked in awe at Lanya who had changed so beautifully.


"Spar with him whilst sending your full aura at him. You can be a bit rough if you want but not too much," Arima instructed and she complied.


"Let's go," she declared and released her aura. Gaodu was suddenly crushed by the aura but he stood firm on the ground and used spirit magic to withstand it.


Arima smiled then went toward Isla. "While he is awakening his inheritance, you won't be able to train your teamwork but you'll do something else in the meantime," he told her and took out a thin book from his storage. "Here. Learn this. It isn't in the general books I gave you last time, so it's a sort of secret technique."


Isla grabbed the book and tilted her head. "What kind?" She asked as she opened it.


Arima smiled and simply let her discover it. Thirty seconds later, her expression was mixed with shock, excitement, and serious contemplation.


"I think you can do it. You have a remarkable imagination and your affinity with water is very high. For now, I'll let you train alone. If you want me to give a demonstration, just tell me," Arima said then walked away. Isla grinned and water already had started condensing around her.


Next, it was the princesses' turn. But Arima merely observed them as they flew around in the sky, fighting their clones. He shrugged and assessed that they wouldn’t need help to develop their teamwork. So, he went to the last pair, Balan and Melody.


"Balan, you take this," Arima threw two books similar to the one he gave to Isla. "They are the Fifth Arts of the Destruction and White categories," he explained but Balan was just confused as he didn't know what were the Kind Demon's arts.


"And this is for you," Arima threw another book to Melody and she caught it. She looked at it and the gracious green deer beside her also bent his neck to read it.


"The Second Destruction Art. If you learn this magic, even just a little, your proficiency with gravity will increase by leaps and bounds," Arima stated before going away.


The two students then looked at the books' contents and their thought process stopped for a moment before going wild afterward. The Nature Deer watched them with its glimmering eyes and cocked its head to the side.


Arima approached the groups of ten. He gathered them all in front of him then his sigil revolved and his spirit spread around. Each student received a telepathic link which transferred them a certain magic formation. It was a formation to establish a telepathic link between ten people.


"Practice this until making the link is as easy as breathing. When you fight together with nine people, the things you need to improve before everything else are communication and teamwork. The individual strength is secondary," Arima said and snapped his fingers. Books appeared in the hands of everyone


"This is the Fifth White Art. One of my personal magics. With it, you can share mana with others and absorb some from the environment. In a real situation, for example, eight of you can be fighting whilst the remaining two collect mana for support," Arima explained and his students were enlightened.


"Now," Arima jumped and stepped in midair. He sat down cross-legged as if there was an invisible floor and casually looked down. "I'll watch from here. Show me what you can do," he said and his voice reached every student.


***


Far away, Ferzia was swinging her great sword at Arister and continuously creating numerous craters around the canyon. Arister was meekly smiling and deviating the sword barehanded most of the time.


Of course, the point of this training was to raise Ferzia's awareness in a fight. So, he often created shadows with darkness magic and made them attack from different angles.


After an hour or so of practice, Ferzia suddenly turned around as she was facing Arister and destroyed a clone that was sneaking up on her.


"Oh?" Arister exclaimed in surprise and dodged the next blows.


His eyes glowed a bit and numerous shadows furtively formed at different places around them. The first shadow charged but was destroyed before it could even touch Ferzia. The second one jumped but suffered the same fate. The exact same thing happened afterward to more than ten summoned shadows.


Arister snickered and grasped Ferzia's blade with one hand. The two stopped moving for a moment. "You learn pretty quick," Arister praised and Ferzia smiled.


"Thank you," she replied and invoked lightning. Arister laughed and retreated by a few hundred meters. Ferzia kicked the ground and rushed toward him. Her speed post-resonance was indeed very high.


Arister smiled and stood still. A second after Ferzia had started sprinting toward Arister, an explosion occurred under her feet. She jumped back and looked forward with narrowed eyes.


"I guess it's time for the next difficulty then," Arister said and flicked his fingers.


***


At the same time, Irian was feverishly fighting Karma in close quarters.


"You lack accuracy," she commented and stylishly evaded his attacks with her footwork. She then jumped lightly and kicked him. Irian soared for a few hundred meters and landed with difficulty.


"You are too impulsive as well," Karma smiled. "You should learn to take things slower. From now on," she paused and bent her body a bit. "You will be on the defensive."


She kicked the ground and arrived in front of Irian within the next second. She restrained herself and started kicking him with endless combos. When it wasn't with a sword or a knife, Arima's strongest close combat techniques were kicks, and it was exactly the same for Karma.


Irian fell under a barrage of strikes and tried to parry her but failed most of the time. In the end, he was forced to focus solely on defense instead of attack. Karma was satisfied and increased her pace.


***


"What should I do, Sir Night?" Kine smiled and asked. Night stared at her with a tired expression. He then sighed and sharpened his look.


"For now, show me your killing intent," he ordered and Kine nodded. A cold light flashed past her eyes and her killing intent was released. It was shockingly strong for someone of her age. Even Night raised an eyebrow when he felt it.


"As expected, to develop signs of the Blood Eater, you already killed many people," he remarked and Kine retracted her intent.


She smiled wryly. "Please, you make it sound like I am a bad person. I didn't kill anyone that didn't deserve it."


"I’m aware," Night instantly replied and it startled Kine. "If you were some kind of psychopath killer, Arima would have already separated your head from the rest of your body without any second thought."


Kine's expression sunk as her body involuntarily shuddered.


"Anyway, to master your blood aura, you don't need to drink more blood. For now, I'll just ‘reinforce’ your killing intent and your resistance to it," Night declared and transformed back into a dragon.


Kine admired the jet-black dragon and gasped. "Let's begin. If you give me good results, maybe I'll consider giving you a drop of my blood."


Night smirked and released a tenth of his killing intent. "Well, compared to Arima’s, mine isn’t really much. If you were to drink his blood, maybe you could actually raise your life force by two whole levels."


Kine listened wide-eyed as she did her best to not collapse and faint. She was also struggling to resist the instinctive fear welling up inside of her. Her blood aura was already being dragged out because of the pressure.


Night spread his wings and the wind blew. "Come on, try to attack me. The best remedy to fear is to get rid of the source.”


Kine pulled out two daggers and leaped in Night's direction.


***


Airon was battling Chulainn with a scimitar whilst casting his darkness magic as he had been instructed.


Chulainn was casually deviating and parring the scimitar with his tail while analyzing the kid's abilities. The way Airon used darkness magic wasn't senseless, it was in fact very keen and he silently praised him for it.


Although he wasn't specialized in darkness magic, Chulainn was still the Hellhound. He lived thousands of years and dwelled a place filled with dark entities. He could easily teach that magic to a kid who wasn't even eighteen years old.


The way Airon used darkness magic was very simple. First of all, he wasn't the type to fight under shadows. Most users of that magic would prefer night time to exhibit their power. But Airon was different, he was strong during the night, but he was even stronger during the day. His magic theory was how the darkness hides within the light and he mainly used the shadows of the opponent.


For example, when the enemy’s shadow was in Airon's sight and range then he would step in it, literally. He would infiltrate the shadow and then stab the poor man. He could do it from every possible angle if he wished so.


In the end, a clear shadow is only available during the day and that's why Airon is stronger in that way. He could also set many magic traps with darkness magic, a bit like what Arister did with Ferzia.


Chulainn would step on those traps from time to time, not because he didn't see them, but because he wanted to see their potency. And he had to admit that if Airon was fighting someone of the same level, the other party would have a very hard time detecting those traps.


"I see," Chulainn muttered and then pushed Airon away with his tail. "You use your magic pretty well. Usually, most of the people with that affinity would become someone sneaky, and ultimately an assassin.”


"But you are not suited to be an assassin. To be exact, you use assassin techniques to fight head-on with your opponent. It's an interesting way of doing things, but you're doing some things wrong," Chulainn added.


"First, let's settle your biggest shortcoming. With your fighting style, you just use darkness as a mean to disturb your opponent or to move around him without his knowledge. You actually don't use darkness to inflict substantial damage. Even your traps don’t pack really much power. You most likely think that you can't cause much harm with darkness; you are self-restraining yourself."


"So," as Chulainn was talking, darkness gathered around him. "Although I'm not an expert at it, I still can use it. I'll show you how darkness can be powerful to attack. You'll feel it with your own body and it should change your point of view," the Hellhound stated and Airon was suddenly covered in darkness.


***


Lanya was wielding her rapier to destroy every spirit magic that Gaodu was throwing at her. She also continued to compel him with her aura as much as possible.


Gaodu was gritting his teeth whilst under the pressure. He felt like he would faint soon. Commanding spirits to protect him from Lanya was all he could do.


At some point, Lanya propelled herself with her wings and appeared next to him. Her eyes flashed and she struck him with a palm endowed with light magic.


Gaodu couldn’t react in time and suffered the full blow. He crashed hundreds of meters away. When Lanya saw that he wasn’t getting up, she panicked a bit and prepared to go see if he was okay. But Arima sent her a telepathic message to stop her. Lanya looked up and spotted him nonchalantly sitting in mid-air.


Gaodu's figure abruptly started shining with a pink light and that same light transformed into some kind of gas that spread around him. Arima frowned and dispersed the gas with a wave of his hand.


When Arima saw Gaodu's appearance, he smiled. He had a completely new attire which looked like a traditional robe. Along with those blue clothes, he also held a small gourd in his hand.


His eyes were also a lot different from before. They seemed to reflect amusement. Gaodu reached for his gourd, took a sip of the content and grinned afterward.


Arima squinted his eyes. He studied the drawings on the robe and then guessed the god from which this inheritance came from.


"Dionysus, huh?"
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                Gaodu's eyes soon reverted to normal but there was a new luster to them now. He looked at himself, his new appearance, as well as the gourd he was holding.


"How are you feeling?" Arima descended and asked.


Gaodu smiled. "I feel incredible, so many things entered my head so suddenly."


Arima nodded. "Dionysus is quite a big figure in mythology. His underlying magic theory will be powerful. Make good use of that power. For now, your first job is to control it," he said before leaving the firm ground again.


Gaodu nodded and stared at Lanya. She smiled and took a stance. Gaodu drank the wine in his gourd then spat it out just after. The wine became a pink fire that tried to burn everything in its path.


Lanya drew a rune with the tip of her rapier. The rune expanded and shined before consuming the flames with a veil of light. But that fire then turned into a gas that surrounded Lanya and ignited once again.


"Wine… 'firewater' was it? Interesting," Arima commented.


Lanya flapped her wings and flew off whilst dispersing the fire. She drew multiple runes at once and swung her rapier at Gaodu. The runes all activated at the same time and a shower of silver light fell on the earth, causing countless small circular holes to appear in the ground.


Gaodu dodged all of them with a peculiar footwork which seemed to be some sort of dance. He would vanish from a place to another but it didn't seem like he was teleporting.


"Theater," Arima snickered.


Lanya merely smiled and went into close quarters. When she tried to kick Gaodu, he took a step back and evaded the strike with a blurry motion. Lanya was slightly surprised but continued to pressure him with a barrage of blows whilst invoking her magic.


"I see…" Arima mumbled as he was observing Gaodu's footwork. "That inheritance is quite interesting. That footwork is particularly useful as well."


As he was dodging, Gaodu spilled some of the wine he had in his gourd. When the wine fell on the ground, it glowed then exploded with a discharge of pink flames. Lanya extended her hand and the silver scales on her arm thickened. She immediately covered the source of the explosion with her 'claw' then jumped back by riding the shockwave.


"I understand," Lanya exclaimed when she landed. A circle appeared below her feet then shined with a bright light. The inner-circles rotated and the runes spun. At the same time, for some reason, the light coming from the sun seemed to be getting stronger. Lanya kicked the ground once more and swung her rapier at Gaodu.


As he was going to dodge, a sudden beam of light struck him during his movement. Gaodu then hastily used his gourd to parry Lanya's thrust. This time, he was beautifully thrown away by the momentum.


"A revealing type of magic, huh? Good choice," Arima muttered.


What Lanya used was a magic theory concerning things hidden or unnoticeable. Once you activate this kind of magic, everything that's hidden from you will get revealed and it will stop anything that could try to dupe you. Gaodu's footwork fell into that category.


Of course, Lanya was still holding back. Although her opponent was now an inheritor, she also was one. And more importantly, the gap between their life force was too big. On top of that, she had been taught personally by both Arima and Night. Her own theories were excellent of course, but she had also comprehended the Kind Demon's Arts which were above any other magic formation in both efficiency and output.


"You still have a lot to learn about your inheritance. You also need to get used to maintaining it and the new abilities you get with it," Lanya told Gaodu. "For now, I'll just assist you in stabilizing your new strength," she said and then attacked again.


Arima smiled then looked around. His eyes scanned the entire zone, for hundreds of miles, and checked the state of everyone. He felt amused when he saw Chulainn and Night teaching so earnestly. They were not that enthusiast to do it earlier, but once those two begin something, they're serious about it.


While overseeing all of this, Arima summoned a strange cyan light in his hand. He would make it appear above his palm then make it move around. That light was definitely some sort of energy and contained a certain amount of power. But no matter how hard Arima tried, he couldn't make it stronger or bigger. When he tried to fuel it with mana, there wasn't any effect. Even pure life force didn't do anything to it.


"I need those after all," he sighed and lamented as the cyan light vanished. He then focused back on his students. "Oh?" He noticed something then transferred instantly.


He reappeared tens of miles away from his original position and stared at the two princesses, Ofia and Lena. They were the only ones he had permitted to train without instructions. Now, seeing what they had accomplished, Arima could only think that it was the right choice.


"You really did it, huh?" He laughed as he watched the two sisters moving around at the same timing with the exact same motion. And from time to time, Lena would use the eye powers of a cockatrice while Ofia would use the glorious speed of an eagle.


It was also important to specify that their appearance had drastically changed. In fact, both of them appeared to have underwent the same transformation and were almost identical. They both had the appearance of a harpy, but it looked like it was mixed between an eagle and a cockatrice.


Their wings were now bigger and combined the feathers of an eagle and the wing-net of a bat. It was a strange sight but not ridicule at all. It was even grand looking.


Their legs that turned into claws previously were now more humanoid and longer. Also, both of them had now a pair of eyes which combined the orange color of a rooster and the sharpness of an eagle's golden irises.


When the two sisters spotted Arima, they both smiled at the same time. That smile was like a child seeking for the approbation of his parents.


Arima chuckled. "You did a really good job," he praised them and the two sisters high-fived. He looked at them and smiled. "In the books I gave you, I put it in a bonus section. It was a theory that even I didn't know if it would work or not. I couldn't really try it myself after all."


"The soul connection between two humans; if two individuals were to know each other enough, to be similar enough, close enough, and talented enough, then would they be able to do it? Would they be able to establish a resonance between humans?" Arima narrated his thesis.


"You were the best candidates and you didn't disappoint me, that's for sure," he added and the sisters bowed to him.


"Thank you for your teachings," they said at the same time.


Arima smirked. "No problem. But now…" His voice diminished as his coat fluttered although there was no wind to speak of. His spirit and aura surged. "I'm curious. Show me what that soul link can do."


Lena and Ofia looked at each other and nodded. "Yes," they responded and flapped their wings. They left an afterimage behind and appeared next to Arima, one on each side. He was greatly surprised, which was pretty rare.


‘Tenth level?’ He exclaimed inwardly.


He honestly didn't expect them to climb until the tenth level thanks to this technique. He couldn't sense their level before because their auras were so perfectly merged and calm. He thought that they would be around the eighth or ninth level at best and it caught him off guard. The two sisters were originally around the seventh level, even with their resonance active. A jump from the seventh to the tenth level was a great bombshell to Arima.


He had already restrained his overall life force to the tenth level just before, which made him even more amazed. If he wasn't attentive, maybe those girls could actually injure him by themselves. It wasn't like last time where they had needed the entire class and a sneak attack which was only made possible thanks to the Lawless Tome.


Ofia and Lena both tried to kick Arima. He stamped the ground and a huge earth wall formed on his right to block Ofia. He then countered Lena with a kick of his own. The clash between them was powerful enough to cause a hemispherical crater.


While the ground was still cracking, Ofia suddenly fell from the sky and hacked a longsword at him. Arima was startled because of Ofia's speed and the sudden apparition of a magic weapon in her hands.


He bent his back and dodged the incoming strike but at the same time, his eyes met Ofia's and his body tensed for a second. Stone dust briefly formed above his skin but he quickly got rid of it. But it was enough for Lena to arrive behind him and compress wind into multiple marbles before throwing it as their teacher had taught them.


Arima's pupils shrunk. Ira appeared in his hand and was automatically loaded with an explosive bullet. He shot the ground and the explosion created a huge hole. The excavated stone and soil hid his figure behind a cloud of dust. It was then followed by a massive release of compressed air. It was unclear who had cast that magic.


When the wind stopped destroying everything and finally faded away, Arima reappeared in the sky, sighing in relief. He almost got outsmarted by his students. He had to admit, it was dangerous. These two girls’ teamwork had reached a different realm. They could perfectly synchronize their moves and timing for each attack and it was always perfect.


"Never imagined I would find a challenge among my students," Arima smirked. He exhaled and his skin started crumbling away like dust. Lena and Ofia watched astounded as his flesh gradually drifted away to reveal a gray skeleton with two blazing will-o-wisps in the eye sockets.


"I can't use Karma or resonate with Night at the moment and the silver form would be a bit overkill. So, I'll just go with this," Arima's eerie voice resounded and the two sisters shuddered.


They were both scared and impressed. Right now, just his voice was almost enough to make them want to abandon. It carried the intent of death itself. It was very coercing.


"Well, of course, I'll restrain my life force at your level. But it doesn't take away the fun," Arima smiled and waved his skeletal fingers. "Come."


The princesses looked at each other and nodded. They both flapped their wings and started gathering the air around them. Arima looked at the sky and saw gray clouds forming. They weren't his of course, but his students'. From the same clouds, a huge tornado was generated and covered the entire zone within a mile's radius.


Arima's skull distorted as he grinned.


"[Agnitio Vultus Unum Centum] (One Hundred Parade)," he chanted and his bones became tougher and his figure larger.


At the same time, Ofia and Lena both tried to use the eye powers on him but they realized that it didn't work anymore. Arima did not have eyes and flesh anymore in the first place. In the end, they abandoned the idea of using anything related to the mind, curses, and body ailments.


They decided to concentrate on close combat and offensive magic. It was Ofia who first flew at Arima and swung her sword. He swiftly parried the blade with Ira and although his gun wasn't as tough as his sword it still was enough to take advantage of it.


It was obvious that Arima held the upper hand in strength but when he was about to counter-attack, wind blades attacked him from behind as Lena rushed toward him.


He didn't turn around and the blue flames inside his skull changed form to look like his sigil. It revolved and purple flames countered the wind blades. Against wind, it was always a better choice to use fire instead of lightning.


Of course, Ofia made her move as well. She planted her sword in the ground and a blinding light came out of the ground. The light condensed into a giant pillar of energy that shrouded Arima's figure.


"[Fifth Destruction Art, Spatium Horti] (Space Garden)," Arima's voice resounded and black sphere emerged from within the pillar. The light magic broke apart as if it was glass. Lena immediately appeared behind Arima who was retreating and attacked with a sword similar to her sister's.


Ofia then conjured a bow and shot an arrow at him. In return, Arima entangled Lena's sword with Ira and caught the arrow with his hand as he invoked lightning.


The arrow exploded and filled the area with light and scattered the lightning. Since Arima didn't have any physical eyes, the illumination didn't have any serious effects but it served well enough as a distraction for Lena to strike again and Ofia to get near.


Then, both sisters engaged in a martial fight with Arima. The most impressive thing was definitely how much they were in sync.


Arima was ultimately forced to the defensive. He conjured lightning to counter, defended against wind with fire, countered light with darkness, and shot with Ira. The two sisters also seemed to share their mana pool and it wasn't helping him.


He had to admit that when fighting these girls at the same level of power, he had a really hard time. Without Night and Karma at least. And of course, without any overly lethal magic.


"Outstanding," Arima laughed and continued to take on each blow, creating craters all over the canyon.
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                "[Fifth Blue Art, Inferno] (Hell)," Arima chanted and a massive whirlpool of crimson flames formed in the sky and congregated into a fireball. It burned the clouds and even greatly disturbed the surrounding air as the tornado dispersed.


When the sisters realized that Arima was going to take control of the fight, they decided to bet everything on a single attack. They both circulated their mana and used it to reinforce their bodies.


Then, Arima suddenly felt a great pressure weighing on him. He had to land on the ground to withstand it. ‘This isn’t gravity. It's atmospheric pressure,’ he thought and glanced upward.


Above him, there was Ofia who was already ready to shoot an arrow. And the projectile didn’t seem to be something inconsequential. She had compressed as much light energy as she could in it and it radiated a strong shine that pierced the sky.


Arima's sigil rotated and the fireball in the sky split into many smaller ones that all targeted her. Lena gritted her teeth and made a shield to protect her sister. She started sweating and her appearance was threatening to return to normal.


It was the same for Ofia. Her composure wasn't that good. The arrow she had nocked had already been compressed far more than her limits should have allowed her.


Arima smiled and summoned Superbia. He drew it out in a way that made you think he was taking it out from his pocket. Ofia quivered when she saw the barrel of the gun pointing at her.


Arima guessed that it was improbable to escape her arrow in time. As he was charging up his rifle with lightning and plasma, he never discontinued his lightning that was wearing down the girls' defense. Each lightning bolt was monstrously potent but Lena was still enduring it with the assistance of her soul beast.


Ofia’s eyes widened and her pupils narrowed. She pulled the string with all of her strength, and when the arrow made a deafening sound and generated a light that bathed the entire canyon, she immediately let go.


The arrow easily broke through the sound barrier and chaotically shook the atmosphere. Arima’s look sharpened. He pressed Superbia’s trigger right after Ofia shot her arrow.


"[Gun Metuunt Blasphemantes]."


The bullet and the arrow collided and the clash of energies caused a massive explosion that created a beautiful grouping of purple light. The aftermaths made the earth tremble and the shock waves spread for a few miles.


Of course, at this point, everyone had already noticed that a big fight was happening. Arima's 'honorary' teachers glanced in the direction of the explosion and shrugged. They were a bit surprised but didn't think further. Meanwhile, the students were so astonished that they completely stopped training.


When the light and lightning vanished, and the thunder died down, things were a bit different from what you would expect. Arima was sent flying away and crashed on a few boulders. On the other hand, Ofia collapsed out of exhaustion in the middle of a crater. The same crater that Arima was supposed to be in after the explosion since it was there that he shot Superbia. It was unclear why it was her who ended up there instead.


Lena landed as well and panted violently. Her throat was dry and she had a hard time breathing. The two sisters' resonance ended and they reverted to their normal appearance.


"All right…" Arima's voice sounded. His figure could be seen standing up among the crushed rocks. He gradually recovered his flesh as he walked toward his students.


"That combined attack was quite something. I didn't expect that," he admitted whilst popping his neck. He also stopped restraining his life force to get rid of the discomfort.


Ofia smiled wryly as she sat up. Lena also had the same kind of expression. Of course, they didn't send Arima flying merely with that explosion, it would be ridiculous.


In fact, when the arrow was released, Ofia immediately phased her body and flapped her wings. She plunged toward Arima. Of course, her speed wasn't high enough to go past the zone of danger where the explosion was about to occur.


But it was Lena's intervention that changed that fact. She stopped pressuring Arima and instead concentrated on putting that weight on Ofia. She proceeded to reduce the air resistance as much as possible. If it wasn't for her soul beast’s help, she wouldn't have been able to do that.


In the end, Ofia reached an unbelievable speed for her level. She went past the explosion area in time and literally crashed right next to Arima before swinging her sword with all the weight and speed she had accumulated.


This was what propelled him away and even broke a few of his bones. Ultimately, those girls had managed to injure him, even though he had healed the bones in a minute.


"Well, I know it's a bit conceited of my part, but congratulations in injuring me," Arima declared and Ofia started laughing, even Lena who was usually so quiet couldn’t hold it back. The eagle she had for soul beast landed on her shoulder and snorted.


Arima clapped his hands and the two princesses felt a warm feeling going through their whole body. They then realized that their mana was recovered and their physical and mental state had been healed. They had never experienced such an effective healing magic.


"You can be proud; you'll surely never lose against someone of the tenth level and below if you are together. You're the best pair," Arima said. "You two are exempt for the rest of the day."


Ofia and Lena enthusiastically took the offer and he transferred them back to the PA. When the other students spotted Arima stepping in midair to oversee them once again and the two sisters leaving, they abruptly felt extremely motivated.


Lanya smiled bitterly as she knew that now, Ofia and Lena were perhaps as strong as her if they were together.


At the end of the day, Lanya went to Arima and asked him about her breakthrough into the Earthen Realm. She wanted to know how she could do it as fast as possible.


Arima smiled at her. "Don't be so impatient. It would be a bit unfair against that woman if you fought her in the Earthen Realm. On top of that, you have a lot more talent than you think, but you need to take it slowly. Believe me, you’ll get incredibly stronger in the near future," he said and Lanya couldn’t respond.


It was a shame that he wouldn’t teach her, but in return, she got complimented and thought it wasn’t a bad trade at all.


Arima seemed to be amused at her reaction. He then came up with an idea. "I know; if you can't wait, give me your rapier.”


“Why?” Lanya tilted her head but she still complied. She ‘lent’ him the soul link she had with her rapier. Arima retrieved it and smiled.


"I'll give it back to you tomorrow," he stated and waved his hand. Lanya reappeared in the classroom while Arima went inside a time-warped dimension.


Afterward, he called Karma for help and hammered the rapier along with her. He heated the blade and lightly altered the structure. He then used mithril and orichalcum to create an odd-looking system on it.


After five hours or so of work, Arima finally added the last part. A trigger on the upper part of the hilt, just below the guard.


***


The next day, Arima returned the rapier.


Lanya stared at her sword with a peculiar look. The blade was a bit thicker and some runic engravings made it appear more mystical. But more importantly, there was now a trigger on the handle and when you’d inject mana inside a small crystal encrusted on the handle, the blade would literally tilt to the front and reveal a small shell case.


"Here," Arima threw some special gauge shells to Lanya. "Bind them to your soul. Shouldn’t be too complicated for you.”


Lanya nodded and put the shells in her soul.


"Now, load one in the chamber.”


She grabbed one of the shells, which was white in color, and ‘loaded’ the rapier before 'closing' it.


Arima nodded then looked around. He extended his hand and the soil around them hardened and was lifted. A few seconds after, a massive boulder emerged from the ground. He put his hand on it and directed his mana inside.


"Alright, try to destroy it with your rapier. Without using magic."


Lanya nodded and gripped her weapon before thrusting it at the boulder with a fast and strong motion. The blade easily cut through and a huge part of the rock was blasted. If it wasn't for Arima's reinforcement, it would have been entirely obliterated.


Arima smirked. "Press the trigger."


Lanya hesitated a bit before pressing the trigger on her new weapon. The shell inside the chamber was lighted and exploded. Then, in the blink of an eye, at the very base of the blade, the metal turned liquid before forming two very small rectangular barrels from which the pellets came out with a spark.


The pellets struck the boulder and turned every cubic meter of stone they had in their way into powder. Lanya watched dumbfounded as some big chunks fell on the ground. At the same time, the barrels fused back with the blade’s material as if it was never there.


Arima nodded in satisfaction. "That's pretty much the extent of what I envisaged. It's of course, the lowest calibration. You can make it stronger by using magic. The high recoil can also be a very useful aspect. Of course, since it's bound to your soul, and with the enchant I installed, it can do this," he declared and the pellets became rays of light that merged with Lanya's rapier.


When she ‘opened’ her weapon to check the chamber, she saw the intact shell was there, as if it had never been fired before.


"It will always come back. The different ammunitions I gave you earlier are made of other materials. This one you just shot is just regular iron for instance," Arima explained and Lanya dazedly listened. The students who were around looked at the rapier with sparkling eyes.


Arima looked at them and smiled. "I'll make a weapon like that for the ten people within the class who get the highest scores in the tournament," he announced to motivate them a bit. And it seemed to work pretty well as the students were very eager to get a firearm apparently.


"Hey, why did you not give me that kind of feature?" Karma asked.


"It's not my fault,” Arima shrugged. “Your existence itself is too anchored in my soul now. Furthermore, your structure is too complex for me to modify it, especially after I re-forged you back then inside a volcano. If I were to forge you again, maybe I’d need the heat of several burning stars combined and it would be dangerous for you"


"I see…” Karma said with a disappointed expression and Night snickered.


"Anyway, let's begin," Arima said to everyone and the training started. During the following days, that training remained the same but changed after the fifth day.


The four students who were being taught personally were already stronger by at least half a level. Kine had learned how to use the blood aura under the strict routine of Night. And ultimately, he gave her a drop of his own blood, which greatly increased the Blood Eater's potential.


Airon was a tired both mentally and physically, his training consisted more of being used as a test subject to directly feel the effects of darkness magic. But thanks to Chulainn, he was certainly more proficient with darkness magic now.


Irian learned how to be calm and focused in a fight and Karma had taught him advanced martial arts that were suited for him. And in the process, albeit unwillingly, Irian learned how to effectively block strikes and counter-attack.


Then there was Ferzia. She was basically pampered by Arister but still effectively learned how to extend her attention span. She also received instructions about how to trick and outsmart the opponent.


And apart from that, there was Gaodu who became rather powerful thanks to his inheritance. He would probably reach the tenth level in maybe a year or so.


Meanwhile, Isla learned a water technique that Arima had invented. The Eternal and Infinite Flow. The basic theory was to conjure ice, liquid water, and steam at the same time and merge them into a sole state theoretically capable of having the particularities of the three others all at once.


Balan had successfully learned the Fifth Arts of the White and Destruction categories and Melody had successfully made some breakthroughs with the Second Destruction Art but only managed to acquire a basic proficiency.


Ofia and Lena had never stopped practicing their soul resonance every day which had improved their efficiency and mana-spirit consumption.


And finally, there were the last four groups of ten students. Arima stayed with them a bit more than everyone else and helped them all master the Fifth White Art.


After that point, the training became what he had already done previously; a spar between him and his entire class. This time, Arister and Lanya were not participating.


"Let's go," Arima stretched in front of his students then released his aura as thunder echoed in the canyon. That training lasted for two weeks. A very long time for the students who were put up against Arima from morning to evening.

            

    
        105. ''Ruthless…''

    
    
    
    
                While Arima was unreservedly making his students into one-man armies, Lilis continued watching his past.


When the two remaining helicopters were out of Arimane's sight, he sighed in relief and sat on the ground whilst shouldering his rifle. At the same time, he heard two more explosions and then the sound of the choppers going down.


The rest of the squad had operated to destroy the last helicopters. But unfortunately, it was too late and the entire base was already alerted as all of the terrorists searched for the intruders.


Tieria and Jin approached Arimane and sat down next to him. They had a bit of time to rest since the towers will not be checked first and the whole enemy base was trying to recover from the shock.


"What was that?" Jin casually asked as he lit a cigarette and put it in his mouth. Tieria also sharply stared at Arimane.


"Nothing. I'm just like that since they injected me the nanomachines," he truthfully answered.


"An error or a dysfunction?" Tieria turned toward Jin since he was the most knowledgeable about that kind of stuff.


"That should not be possible," Jin shook his head. "They are supposed to adapt to the metabolism they are in. They can't make a human body go beyond the limits like that. Since humans are not supposed to be able to get that strong in the first place," he looked at Arimane when he said the last part.


"Why did you keep it secret?" Tieria suddenly inquired when Jin finished.


"Do I need a reason?" Arimane snickered.


Jin lightly laughed. "You're right about that. Things get really annoying with humans once they find someone that is different from the others."


"Also, if I'm not wrong, your body should possess something unknown to the human race. If some of the higher-ups were to learn that, maybe they would try to lock you up and make researches to clone your special condition. Although it would be a bit far-fetched to think they’ll make you into a lab-rat, there’s no advantage in giving the government the possibility to make even more powerful super-soldiers.”


Jin exhaled smoke and sighed. "People at the upper stairs always try to get new weapons, new ways to kill people, and making themselves scarier among the populace," he said and threw his cigarette away.


"Well, don't worry. I don't have any intention to give satisfaction to those scums," he said and stood up.


Arimane glanced at him and smiled. Tieria also got up and nodded toward Arimane. "I'll keep this information to myself as well," she declared and then looked at Jin. "What is the situation?"


"Well, I don't think that any of our members has been captured or compromised for now. Also, our aerial support is coming soon… although they're now coming for a non-existent reason thanks to a certain someone. That's basically the good news," Jin summarized.


"Now, for the bad news. Everyone in this base is now looking for us. They also seem to understand we are spread out, hidden or disguised, and they're taking measures against it," Jin told whilst looking at the virtual screen projected by his watch.


"Ah," he suddenly exclaimed. "Our position is compromised. When I say us, I'm talking about the three of us." He bitterly smiled.


When Arimane and Tieria heard that, they frowned together. In the next instant, an explosion occurred outside of the tower and a part of the wall crumbled.


"Was it too hard for you to understand that it was the most important thing!?" The trio instantly went prone and Arimane couldn't help but shout at Jin.


"Hey, listen, I can't keep track of everything at the same time! I just happened to see them because they’ve entered my drone's view at the last moment!" Jin retorted.


"Don't start arguing now please," Tieria said when the whistling in their ears had finally stopped. But soon after, another rocket struck the tower and shook the whole structure as it started to collapse, starting from the foundations.


The trio looked at each other as the floor they were on started to shift diagonally. They immediately took their decision and jumped out of the tower through the window. Arimane caught his two comrades in mid-air and landed safely on the ground before the tower fell and formed a big dust cloud.


Jin laughed and ran to hide behind a rock. "Your constitution is really useful. Even from that jump, you felt nothing," he remarked and Tieria nodded as she crouched to hide too. Arima also sat down against the ruins of the tower and groaned.


“Don’t make it a habit. My legs are aching right now.”


"That’s still ‘nothing’ for people like us. By the way…." Jin raised an eyebrow. "Why the hell are they shooting like that!? Can they see us?!"


As Jin complained about, the three of them were actually covering themselves from the barrage of bullets coming at them.


"I think they have night and thermal vision goggles," Arimane commented whilst putting some green lentils on his eyes and Tieria imitated him. Jin watched them and clicked his tongue before doing the same with a reluctant expression.


"I don't like those things. They hurt…" Jin complained once more and put the night vision lentils on.


"It's kind of necessary right now so keep quiet," Tieria casually scolded him and peeked over the cover from a hard-to-see angle. Arimane did the same and took a glimpse. Then his eyes narrowed as he heard a very distinguishable sound.


“A pin!” Arimane warned and Jin trembled.


“Don’t worry,” Tieria calmly said. She suddenly stood up and extended her hand to grab the flung grenade. She nimbly controlled the momentum so that it won’t explode in her hand and threw it back. She instantly crouched afterward. She suffered two hits but her bullet-proof equipment saved her.


When the explosion sounded, Arimane and Jin heavily sighed.


“How did you know where it was coming from?” Arimane asked curiously.


“I didn’t,” Tieria replied whilst massaging the places she had been shot with a grimace. “I just guessed they would be throwing it above us and not toward the sides and that I would spot it if I stood up.”


Arimane was speechless and Jin rolled his eyes. “Can’t believe you just bet your life.”


"In any case, I count forty-five of them," Tieria added. “Don’t know if the grenade reduced that number though.”


"Forty-five?" Jin frowned unpleasantly and started fiddling with his electronic watch. "No wonder there were so many bullets. Those damn terrorists don't even know how to aim and save their ammunition. They just know how to pull the trigger."


"True," Arimane smirked and took out two small gray spheres the size of a fist from his pockets.


"Let’s take them out before they actually decide to bombard us with heavy artillery. Where are the two biggest groups in your opinion?" He asked and Tieria pointed at two different directions. Arimane didn't hesitate. He pressed a button on the spheres and threw them over the ruins of the tower.


"Ruthless…" Jin muttered. The spheres touched the ground at two places where many terrorists had gathered together. The spheres lit up and a blue light emanated from them before they exploded into cyan flames, blasting and burning everything around them. Those were the effects of an Eion grenade.


It was without saying that the people within the grenade's explosion radius all died almost instantly. The rest of the terrorists were petrified and stopped shooting for a moment.


"Good. You got half of them," Tieria said after checking.


"Let's go then," Jin smiled and looked at his monitor. "Sorry for the wait. Here is the surroundings’ data. To be fair, the Eion grenades’ effect didn't help me," he uttered and showed the screen to Arimane and Tieria.


"Here," he pointed at a certain area on the display and the two others nodded. "We'll breakthrough with this path."


"I'll attract their attention by going there. Tieria, get them from behind. And Jin, please cover us from here," Arima said and stowed his rifle inside the case before handing it to Jin. He then pulled out his revolver and loaded it with charged Eion bullets.


"Do you have a flare?" Arimane requested and Jin gave him a white tube. "Thanks," he said then snapped the tube before throwing it toward an open space. The intense light of the flare illuminated the area and the terrorists shouted as they threw away their goggles to the ground and rubbed their eyes.


Arimane inhaled and kicked the ground. Some people immediately saw him but Arimane was quicker and started shooting. Each one of his bullets, were very powerful and long to recharge. So, he used them in the most efficient way possible. Each of his shots would at least take one life and even two from time to time.


Of course, most of the terrorists all started focusing on him and began shooting as well. It was also then that they stopped holding back and threw every grenade they had.


Arimane snorted. “Idiots. If you had used those previously, perhaps you would have had more chances to take us out.”


He leaped and evaded the grenades. Sometimes he couldn’t even have his eyes open because of the flash ones but no one could hit him as he swapped covers in seconds.


Arimane soon finished his cylinder and plunged behind a wall to cover himself from the bullets. He opened the cylinder and ejected the bullets before using a speed loader to reload.


"I can't wait for the bullets to recharge…" He uttered and peeked out of his cover.


He instantly crouched down when he started being shot at. He waited three seconds for the shooting to stop then stood up. He proceeded to aim with inhuman speed and eliminated the two who were going to shoot at him first. He then killed two others with a single bullet and then killed another four with his last three bullets before going into cover.


He reloaded again and saw that Jin was supporting him with his assault rifle. After a few seconds, Arimane was ready to go once more. Even if he had been hit five times, he didn’t seem to get tired or slowed down.


But he noticed that the number of shots he was hearing had dropped dramatically. He stayed behind his cover until he could only hear a single gun shooting. It was then that Arimane was able to hear a silenced gun.


When he was sure no one was aiming at him anymore, Arimane went out of his cover, so did Jin. The latter threw the case to Arimane and then looked around.


He looked at the corpses here and there and sighed in relief. "You really did it you two," he mumbled whilst putting a cigarette in his mouth.


Arimane nodded and looked at Tieria who was going through the terrorist's possessions. If he had to be honest, he was greatly impressed by her work earlier. She had completely erased her presence and managed to kill at least ten of them without being detected.


"Did you find anything?" He asked her.


Tieria grabbed a small tablet and threw it over her shoulder. Arimane caught it and looked at what was on it, it was a simple electronic map of the base. But that kind of thing, they could have it with the drone. The important detail on the map was where the headquarters were situated.


"Those people are seriously dumb," Jin spat as he observed the map. "Who casually marks the HQ's emplacement on a map, which was also held by a simple foot 'soldier'," he said and transmitted the information to the squad.


"Well, only that one map had a mark like that," Tieria shrugged.


"Anyway, let's go. Sir Moria just gave us a meeting point," Jin said and started running.


Arimane and Tieria followed him and jumped on the roofs to be faster.


Ten minutes later, they reached a very plain building that was a mile away from the said HQ; a reinforced building with concealed turrets around it.


When the trio entered, they rejoined with almost all the squad. The first ones they met with was Moria and Erin.


"Not everyone has arrived yet, but from the messages I received, we didn't lose anyone," Moria said when they entered. He then gazed at Arimane and smiled. "Good job with those choppers," he praised him and Erin nodded in agreement.


Arimane merely shrugged. "It was easy with this rifle," he humbly responded and the members of the squad laughed at his modesty.


"Well, since it came to this. I’ll have to rely on you for the rest of this mission as well. Follow me," Moria said and headed to the roof, Arimane followed him along with Erin, Jin, Tieria, and some other members.


"Look at their headquarters," Moria gave binoculars to Arimane. "The room in the very center. You can connect the binoculars with the thermal vision of the drone to see it," Moria explained and Arimane nodded. He pressed a button on the binoculars and spotted a figure behind the walls, shouting at his phone.


"Do I have to take him out?" Arimane tilted his head. "Who is it?"


"From our intel, he's essentially this town's political leader. He's the one who commands. You can take him out from here?"


"Of course. The walls are should be tough though. Maybe it'll deviate the bullet in a way that I can't predict, but if I use an EG bullet, it should work without a hitch," Arimane confidently asserted whilst preparing his rifle.


EG bullets were the explosive ammunition Arimane had used to destroy the helicopters.


Moria nodded. "It's perfect then. We'll do the same tactic. Stay here with Jin and Tieria and wait for us to reach that building. At my signal, you shoot. Once you take out the leader, carry on with the turrets. They will attack our choppers otherwise and some terrorists may try to pilot them," he instructed and Arimane nodded.


"Alright, it's time to move again!" Moria then shouted to the squad.

            

    
        106. ''How was it?''

    
    
    
    
                After the squad left the building, it was already time for the Eion helicopters to arrive.


Moria spoke to the pilots through the radio. "The enemy aerial forces were luckily eliminated, but because of that, our stealth is out of the window. Please standby and wait for our signal, we'd want to demand support then," he told the pilots and his request was accepted.


Meanwhile, Arimane locked his sight on his target. He was already lying down, ready to shoot. Tieria was crouching beside him, observing with her binoculars. Jin was sitting in a corner with a laptop on his knees.


"Arimane, you have ten seconds," after a few minutes of wait, Jin suddenly opened his mouth and transmitted Moria's message.


Arimane acknowledged the order and looked through his scope. He aimed at the head of the leader and breathed in. He held his breath and made some adjustments based on Tieria's measurements.


He pressed the trigger a few seconds later and exhaled. The bullet flew all the way across the town and pierced the wall of the HQ, opening a blatant hole in it. As expected, the bullet deviated and became stuck on the floor of the room.


The man inside obviously panicked and tried to run but the huge caliber bullet lodged in the floor beeped before blasting apart the entire room.


Arimane didn't even check if the target was dead or not and swiftly reloaded the rifle with classic Eion bullets. He then orientated his scope toward the turrets around the HQ. Those turrets were a double barrel type, perfect for aerial defense, but good for land defense as well.


There was no one piloting it in normal times, and its range was around two miles. But because of its old model AI’s, it could only detect bigger objects automatically. That's why they couldn’t catch sight of the squad who could hide very skillfully.


Arimane aimed at a two-feet-wide barrel and fired. The bullet quickly traveled the distance. It entered the barrel and destroyed the turret from the inside. He pulled the bolt and immediately aimed at another one.


He then continued to destroy every turret with a single shot until one of the turrets abruptly moved and narrowly escaped the bullet. That same turret rotated and pointed its cannons toward the trio.


Arimane clicked his tongue and stood up. ‘So, they spotted us after all. Shit, it was the last one too. There's always something to mess up everything,’ he cursed inwardly. Jin and Tieria were already prompt to bail out but Arimane did something completely unexpected.


He drew his revolver and pointed it toward the front. Tieria's eyes widened and before she could say anything, the turret fired. At almost the exact same time, Arimane fired two times and the same number of explosions occurred in midair. It didn't stop there, the turret fired two more times and he fired four more times. Four explosions occurred above the town.


After that, Arimane was out of bullets. He didn’t have the time to reload since that thing was shooting two shells every second. He hastily grabbed one of Jin's grenades and threw it.


At the same time, he inserted new bullets in his gun. The grenade exploded in mid-air and deviated two more shells that went crashing on the buildings nearby. When Arimane finished reloading he started shooting again.


After four bullets, the turret stopped firing. Arimane grinned and quickly grabbed his rifle, he didn't have the time to lie down. He sat down and put the stock of the sniper against his shoulder. He looked through the scope for three seconds then shot.


A terrorist who was behind the turret, controlling it, suddenly died by losing his head. Arimane sighed and shot a second time, destroying the turret.


"…No. Fucking. Way." Jin muttered and Tieria gaped. "How the hell can you shoot like that?! It wasn't a dream, right? You just made clash the projectiles of two firearms, right?!"


Arimane sighed and put the rifle down. He shrugged at Jin.


"It's just because it fired explosive shells. Since that model is old and not really optimized, it fires slowly and can only shoot twelve shells before having to be reloaded from an automate storage directly into the ammunition chamber."


"Don't try to explain something like that with logic," Tieria retorted with a darkened expression. "Your common sense is already out of control. You don't look like a newbie at all for your first time on the battlefield."


"Heck! He’s the pillar of this operation since the beginning!" Jin bawled.


Arimane smiled wryly since he didn't know how to respond. "I just have a very good reaction time and my body is a bit strange… I guess?"


Jin raised an eyebrow and stared at Arimane with an expression that seemed to say 'what the heck is this kid talking about?'.


He scratched his head really hard. "Fuck it. First, it’s your nanomachines and body, now it's your damn mind that doesn't make sense," he grunted and looked one last time at the screen of his laptop before closing it.


He stood up and went toward the stairs. "Let's go, Sir Moria already entered the building. With the panic from their leader's death, the entire HQ will soon be cleaned up. Also, the mission now just changed a bit. We'll gather there and our aerial support will bombard the base before extracting us," Jin explained as they exited the building.


"This mission is basically over," he declared and Arimane nodded. "But seriously… It was kinda messed up from the beginning to the end. Especially when I was with you," Jin added and Tieria could only agree with him.


"…sorry?" Arimane uttered.


Jin and Tieria looked at each other and burst out laughing.


A moment later, the trio arrived in front of the HQ’s door. They found many bodies lying on the ground dead with a single bullet in either the head or the heart. As expected from special forces. Even with Eion bullets, they never wasted a single shot.


A few minutes after they entered, Arimane was already being hugged by Tiria whom they met whilst going up the building. Gano and Farro were also there with her.


"Let me go…"


"We already searched the entire building, we're ready to extract. Sir Moria is waiting for us on the roof," drowning Arimane's pleads, Tiria reported the situation.


"Cool. I want to leave this place as fast as possible," Jin yawned and walked toward the closest stairs.


"Ah, there's an elevator, you know?" Tiria raised her voice but Jin had already closed the door leading to the staircase. She shrugged and headed somewhere else. "Follow me," she said and released Arimane.


They arrived to the roof in a minute and Jin reached it in five minutes, making him the last one to arrive. When he learned that there was an elevator, he threw a tantrum saying that they could have told him by sending a message. In the end, he decompressed by watching the town being burned by the airstrike.


The choppers then landed on the roof and everyone boarded them.


"How was it?" When the whole town could be observed from the choppers, Moria asked Arimane.


"I don't know," he replied and smiled wryly. "It's my first battlefield after all. I don't have really anything to compare it to. Maybe I'll understand more next time," he said and looked down at the blazing town. "I certainly felt uncomfortable when I killed for the first time but nothing really disturbed me."


Moria listened and gazed at Arimane. "…Outsiders often describe the battlefield as something similar to hell, something that shouldn't exist. But for the ones who fight to the death in it, their view is different. They fight because they have the freedom and right to do so," Moria stated and lit up a cigar. "Well, at least for those who are there fighting by their own volition."


"Someone once said; if you want to discover humans' true nature, go to the battlefield," he quoted. "It's a really unfortunate thing, but it's only when humans kill one another for the sake of something that they are actually free and accomplished.”


“And don’t confound ‘duty’ and ‘reason’. No matter who, when they kill their actual enemy, they will undoubtedly feel ecstatic. Human genes carry a natural instinct to kill. That is a fact. The only people who ‘break’ are those who can’t understand why they press the trigger. They’re the pitiful ones."


"Nowadays, the populace considers killing as barbaric while wars cruel and stupid. They're not wrong, but they're just being hypocritical. What they live with was built over spilled blood. No matter what happens, you can be sure that humans will never stop killing each other. And most of the time, it's with blood that something good or bad begins and ends," Moria made his little speech and grinned.


"Well, you have a strong mind. You're young, but you still didn't falter back there. The scariest thing on the battlefield is seeing others dying, whether it is by your hand or not," Moria continued and the other squad members faintly smiled.


"Also, don't forget; for a soldier, death is relative. You don't know what it is and don’t know what is beyond. That's why you should never be afraid of it. People say they're scared because they don't know how it would feel. They're cowards. We confront the unknown every day. If they're scared of death, they just don't want to feel the pain."


"But of course, you should never lose the respect and value you hold for life. You always need to understand, at every moment, humans came up with the word 'life' because they had created the word 'death' beforehand to describe their comrades who would never wake up again."


Arimane quietly listened and slightly nodded when Moria was done. He felt like he had learned something and wanted to think about it. One thing that he did understand right away was life's value.


How valuable was life when put in front of death? Arimane arrived at a conclusion. As long as you're alive, you have to keep on living. No matter if you want to or not. Life was one day given to you and you should preserve it.


But the day you face the end of the line, life becomes just a dream and death becomes relative.


You reached death by living the way you may not have wished for, but you still followed through and that's enough. One always needs to acknowledge that life and death come in a single pack.


If you want to live, wait for death. If you want to die, wait for life. The two lines will always connect to the endpoint. The act of killing is not cruel. At worst, it's a punishment to make you regret your life. The true cruelty is what people do whilst living.


The last question would be, do people think that torture is worse than death? No, they don't think so. Why? Because one happens to be scarier than the other.


Those terrorists brought their end to themselves by spreading that one thing scarier than death. Killing in itself is not morally wrong. Humans kill amongst themselves every day. What is wrong is why you kill. Arimane knew that as long as he could find a reason to why he was robbing people of their lives, he could easily continue to press the trigger.


Tieria, who was beside him in the helicopter, stared at him and fell into deep thought. She didn't know why, but she felt like she was sitting next to someone who experienced many hardships in his life. But she knew that he hadn't. So, why? How could a twelve-year-old boy possess this kind of mind? That really fascinated her.


After a few hours in the choppers and then a plane, the squad finally reached the orphanage and returned to their regular lives. But something had changed since that day.


Every month, the squad would be deployed to random places to do a mission. Assassination, sabotage, trading, search and destroy, even negotiation, and tutoring small armies or special forces.


Even Moria was extremely troubled by that. He could see that his squad was being tested to the very limit. But he had never seen or heard about something so extreme. This kind of focus on a single squad like theirs was really odd.


That continued for a year, without any big setback. The missions were indeed dangerous sometimes, but usually, the gravest injury a member suffered was a bullet in the arm. It wasn't a big deal for them.


Then, when Arimane turned thirteen years old, things started to change in his life. It was when he met someone who would become a figure deeply etched in his heart.
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                Two weeks after the beginning of his students’ training, Arima stood in the middle of a plain with his eyes closed.


"So, how is it?" When he opened his eyes, Chulainn inquired.


"He's saying that he'll arrive in two more weeks or so," Arima replied.


Chulainn hummed and looked at the ground. "It's an interesting idea though; to make a Natural God move for you."


"Well, it was easy. I didn't even need to force or convince him. I just baited him a little and he started moving," Arima shrugged and transferred to the PA. He reappeared in his classroom and casually sat on his seat. He was the only one in the room at the moment.


"Then what about those kids, why are you teaching them so earnestly?" Chulainn finally asked the question that intrigued him the most.


Arima smiled. "What is there to say? It's fun to teach people, you know? Anyone who teaches can agree with me when I say that it’s rewarding to see your students succeed. Also, I'm merely doing my job. I accepted to be a temporary instructor so I must accomplish my duty."


Chulainn mused. "But it's not really a reason to go that far. Why do you want to make them so strong in the first place?"


"As I said," Arima stood up and went toward the door. "It's fun."


He smirked and left the room. Today, no one was waiting in front because it was the first day of the local competition and all of them were most likely waiting at the fighting stage.


Arima nonchalantly walked through the corridors, passing by numerous students who gazed at him as if he was some kind of divinity.


The place he arrived five minutes later was a large building with runes engraved on the outer walls. When he walked in through the front door, he was welcomed by the reception that was in the hall. The woman behind the reception slightly tensed when she saw Arima but quickly restrained her emotions. 


"Where are my students?" Arima asked and the receptionist took a map from the top of her desk and handed it to him.


"There. Your class has been assigned to the third block," she said and pointed at a certain point on the map.


Arima glanced at it and nodded. He then gave it back and left.


"Huh?" The woman was confused about why he’d leave the map behind but Arima had already vanished before she could say anything.


Arima teleported in front of a certain door before opening it. An amazing sight was behind. It was a huge training area. Perhaps even bigger than the whole building it was supposed to be in


Of course, Arima wasn't really surprised. He had sensed the spatial distortions the moment he entered. Within the training area, most of his students were present. They were sitting cross-legged with their eyes closed. Arima was confused at first but then noticed Night who was releasing his aura steadily and slowly.


"Tempering, huh?" Chulainn remarked and Arima nodded.


Tempering was one of the simple ways to practice both your mind and body. It consisted in restraining your own aura and 'bathe' in the aura of someone stronger. The effects of that training were essentially bettering mana and aura control, strengthening your body and mind, and warming up.


"It's actually a perfect training before a competition," Chulainn added. "Your soul beast is pretty responsible."


Arima snickered and patiently waited at the entrance. Ten minutes later, all of the students opened their eyes and felt invigorated. When they spotted Arima watching them, they all hastened themselves to greet him.


"You're all ready to go it seems. I don't know how strong your first opponent will be, but if there's something I need to tell you, it's this," Arima raised his voice and caught the attention of everyone. "You're not allowed to lose," he stated and his students held their breath.


They all nodded at the same time. Arima was satisfied with that and turned around. "Let's go then. If I'm not wrong, you'll compete against class four."


When he finished talking, a bell rang across the entire building and a voice resounded.


"The first round will start. Teachers, please lead your class to the assigned arenas," the voice instructed and Arima promptly left the training area with his students tagging along.


He led the group along with Night and Chulainn. Lanya and Karma were not there. They had preferred going somewhere else to take a troll apparently. Well, it’s not like they were obliged to come. Lanya only needed to be present at the end of the competition to confront Velvet.


As for Arister, that guy was walking behind together with the class. In fact, Arima didn't know how to react anymore. That guy actually had a crush on Ferzia and it was almost too much. But the fact that she wasn't rejecting him was also very unexpected.


After a minute, the class arrived at a vast white room. There was barely anything there except an impressive-looking arc in the center. It was producing a sort of shining silver-light veil.


An old man there welcomed the class and explained to them that the arc was a portal leading to a confined space where the tests and fights would unfold.


When they went through the portal, they ended up in a simple stone arena with multiple rows of seats surrounding it. It was incidentally there that the jury was sitting and it was the first thing Arima checked when he entered the arena. Because he was actually acquainted with two of them out five.


He smiled and took a single step forward. That made him travel the entire distance in a second.


"How are you doing?" Arima slowly sat down and spoke to the man with a large build next to him. "Raal."


The Demon King laughed in return. "I heard you were teaching some kids and requested to be a jury here. At first, I didn't believe that the Kind Demon would be diligently teaching at an academy, but the facts actually shocked me."


"Hello, Arimane," a woman's voice joined the conversation and an elegant and beautiful elf took a seat beside them. "I came here for the same reason."


"It's been a while, Karia," Arima greeted her. "Your aura has become a lot purer."


"Yes, thanks to you," Karia brightly smiled.


The three other judges frowned at that exchange. They thought that personal connections with the jury shouldn’t be allowed. But they also had heard about the man sitting there. Almost no one wasn't conscious of the Kind Demon.


There were also the Demon King and the Elven Priestess who had substantial influence even within the Main Land. They chose to keep their dissatisfaction for themselves since their status was not comparable.


Meanwhile, Arima's students looked at their teacher with strange eyes. They didn’t know he was so close to those big figures.


Night sighed. "Hey, don’t lose focus. The thing you should worry about is over there," he uttered. He seriously felt like he had already done too much for those kids.


The class followed his words and looked toward the opposite side of the arena. The second class had arrived from another portal. The teacher of that class was a scholar-like middle-aged man. When he saw Arima, his expression turned very sour.


"Teacher Musk," one of his students called him. "We will do our best," he declared and Musk smiled at him and his determination. Even if no one wanted to admit it, both he and his class knew that they had not a lot of chances to triumph over Arima’s students.


"Attention, please. The first round of the local tournament begins. Everyone, ready yourself. The first test will be aura measuring," the announcing voice from before resounded again.


"I’m the one supervising that," Karia said and stood up. "I’ll be back in a few minutes."


Arima and Raal smiled and nodded at her. Karia did exactly like Arima earlier. She took one step and appeared in the middle of the arena.


"The way the examination will unfold depends on me. I can choose to either make you pass one by one or all together," Karia announced. Her voice was soft and soothing, not especially loud, but it still reached the ears of everyone.


"I will obviously pick the latter. We’re not here to waste time. All of you step on the stage and release your auras at the signal.”


The two classes jumped on the arena and gradually condensed their aura to release it at any given moment. At the same time, on both sides, students started transforming using their soul contract.


Karia observed that and smiled wryly. ‘He made something really scary, didn’t he?’


"I will give the signal. I will now countdown from ten to zero," the announcer said and initiated the countdown.


"10, 9,7…" the students regulated their breath.


During the countdown, Gaodu's appearance slowly changed. Ferzia's eyes glowed menacingly and Kine became surrounded by a red hue.


"3, 2, 1, start!"


At the signal, the auras of eighty students were liberated at the same time. This kind of pressure was sufficient to even scare a ninth level. But for someone like Karia who was between the tenth level and the Earthen Realm, it was barely adequate to bother her. Additionally, her main strength relied on her pure soul and her incredible affinity with spirits and nature. She could be considered to be as strong as a First Sky.


Karia glanced at Arima's class with sharp eyes. Although this wasn’t much for her, she had to admit that there was something odd with that class.


The aura coming from them was just absurd for a bunch of kids. She could also feel a certain aura so wicked and prideful that it intuitively made her feel inferior. The owner of that aura was Gaodu who was wearing a blue outfit. He was staring at Karia with a huge grin on his face.


In her opinion, there were no mistakes possible. Whether it was on purity, quantity, or magnitude, the best was undoubtedly Arima's class. She discharged her own aura and overpowered the others to make them stop peacefully.


"The winner is class 3," Karia shared her verdict.


Arima's students smiled while the other class was a bit depressed. The very instant that they released their aura earlier, they already had understood that they had no chance of winning this test.


"How was it?" When Karia came back to sit on the bench, Arima asked.


"Little demons," Karia responded and Raal burst out laughing.


"Indeed. After seeing this, I have no other words," he gazed at the students. "I never saw something similar. Among them, I felt an extremely powerful dormant aura, something like a cruel beast in a sheep's clothing. I even detected a Blood Eater."


"I don't know if you're just fortunate to have gathered that many talents or too good at teaching," Raal jested and Arima snickered.


Five minutes later, the students competed in magic theory. This time, it was another judge that supervised the entire test.


In the end, although the opposite class had read and learned from Arima's popularized books, the latter's class directly studied under his tutelage. They could also consult him every time they had doubts and confusions and receive a detailed and intuitive explanation.


After the theory, it was mana and spiritual forces' control and power. In the end, Arima's class won every test with a crushing defeat on the other side.


When it finally was time for the combats, Raal got fired up to supervise it when Musk suddenly stood up and conceded for his class. He knew they had no chance. There was no point in reducing his students’ self-confidence further. And even if they were to miraculously win, they would still lose the overall match.


"Huh?" Raal blanked. He was quite excited to see what Arima's students were capable of in a fight but the occasion was taken away from him in a second.


Arima smirked and stood up. "Well, you'll have the chance to see it during the next round," he reassured Raal then joined his students before leaving through the portal.


The Demon King's face darkened and left glowering. Karia chuckled and followed after him.


Like so, Arima's class easily passed the first round.
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                For the second round, the following day, Arima’s class encountered a new opponent and it was without saying that they won the same way as they did the first time around.


Although within the opposite class, there were some students that attended Arima's class the first month and who were quite talented, in the end, they were still not a match for those who had been picked and personally taught by him.


One notable thing was that Arima had sparred with his entire class for two weeks straight. During those two weeks, while in the middle of the fight, he would start talking about one's weaknesses as if the countless magics coming at him didn’t exist.


The other things the students nurtured whilst confronting Arima were determination, mental fortitude, and experience. They mastered these three through challenging an individual so strong that they seriously wondered if he actually was human.


"Wait, there are only two rounds in this local tournament, right?" Raal asked after the end of the second round.


"Yes, after this, it's just a showcase between the representants of the winning classes. Though it's Lanya who will participate in my stead," Arima answered him.


"Damn… this… fu-!" Raal started cursing under his breath but Karia put her hand above his mouth to stop him.


He was mad because the second class also surrendered at the final test. Ultimately, he didn’t get the chance to supervise even once. He couldn't do the job he was supposed to do as a judge and he was mad for it. On top of that, his curiosity for Arima’s students only grew bigger.


"Why don't you just go supervise the main tournament? If you request to the King, I'm sure you can be a jury there," Arima said. Raal mused and Karia lowered her hand once she was sure he wouldn’t start spouting curses again.


"…That's not a bad idea," he said and the Elf Priestess nodded.


"I'll go as well. I'm really interested in seeing your class in action," she stated and Arima shrugged.


"Do what you want I guess," he responded and went toward his class. When he came over, the students stood respectfully and pridefully in front of him.


"I have only one thing to say; it was easy," Arima uttered and his students were stunned.


"The two rounds you participated in today and yesterday were easy. You know it as well as I do. But, don't get too prideful. Velvet's class also won with no trouble. I actually don't know how strong her students are but I know she’s a better teacher than me at least.”


“I'm confident in making you strong, of course. But at the end of the day, I’m not a teacher at all. It’s likely that Velvet taught her students better than me since it’s her profession. Her courses should be well balanced, effective and orthodox. On the other hand, I merely gave you some tips and physically hammered it into you. I didn't really educate you."


"I just made you learn things by practicing and experiencing," Arima proclaimed and everyone realized that it was true.


He imparted them knowledge to deepen their wisdom at first. Then afterward, he just sparred with them. That's all. He gave them techniques to work with but never taught them how to use it. When he pointed out their weaknesses, he never told them how to get rid of them.


In the end, you could say they had learned many things, obviously. But it was mainly their own effort and talent that were being pushed by Arima.


In a way, he literally had taught them the ‘way of fighting’ while Velvet’s approach was closer to ‘how to fight’.


"The only thing I gave you was a way to get stronger. The only thing I taught you was how to adapt," Arima smiled. "From now on, you will win by adapting yourself to the opponent. Don't forget, my contract with the academy was to teach you how to fight. I did my job. The most valuable quirk in a fight, after one's mentality, is adaptability."


The entire class attentively listened.


"Now, your job is to win this tournament," Arima concluded and his students nodded solemnly.


Night snickered and Arima turned toward him. "Where’s Lanya?"


"Hm? Oh… she should be with Karma if I’m not wrong.”


"Right," Arima remembered and sent a telepathic message to Karma.


Five minutes later, Karma and Lanya arrived together. They seemed to have spent quite a lot of energy.


Arima frowned. “You were training?"


"Yes, I wanted to familiarize with my rapier," Lanya responded with a broad smile. She was quite enthusiastic at the moment since she knew that after this showcase, Arima would tell her the way to break through to the Earthen Realm.


"I see. Well, it was indeed a good initiative," Arima remarked and waved his hand. Lanya and Karma both recovered the entirety of their energy within a second.


"Be careful. You'll need slightly more than luck to beat her," he gazed at Lanya and pointed behind him with his thumb. Toward where he was pointing, Velvet and her class were going through the portal.


"Don't underestimate her. She's at the tenth level like you. You might have an inheritance but Night noticed the presence of a soul beast within her and quite a strong one as well," Arima added.


Lanya was a bit surprised but she wasn’t envisaging to underestimate her opponent in the first place. This was one of the things Night had told her first when she trained under him after they met.


"The showcase between the two winning classes will begin in five minutes. The students are allowed to stop any activity to watch through a nearby crystal," the announcer’s voice resounded throughout the entire academy and even within the confined space of the arena.


Arima nodded toward Lanya and went to sit on the benches with Night and Lanya. His students followed him.


Lanya jumped and lightly landed in the center of the arena and so did Velvet. The two stared at each other for a minute.


"I am Velvet Venu," Velvet introduced herself first. Lanya then politely bowed.


"I am Lanya Leona, nice to meet you," she said whilst summoning her rapier.


Velvet smiled and unsheathed an elegant double-edged sword. Then, out of nowhere, a blazing whirlpool appeared next to her and formed the body of a fiery fox.


"Natsu," the fox spoke and Lanya smiled at him.


Meanwhile, the academy’s principal arrived from a portal and immediately walked toward Arima.


"What is wrong, principal?"


"I wanted to ask for a favor," the principal smiled and sat down. "I’m sure you’re aware that a confrontation between two tenth level powerhouses is something very destructive. Usually, we use the particularities of this secluded space and multiple mages to nullify the shocks. But it takes a lot of effort from us. And sometimes, it puts us at risk too. I know it's a bit selfish, but, if it's fine with you, I wanted to request your assistance."


"I see," Arima nodded. "No problem. I also wish to give Lanya the best conditions possible," he said and his sigil started spinning extremely fast. A silver mist came out of his irises and filled the air.


Velvet and Lanya noticed the blue mist slowly filling the air and stopped staring at each other to see what was going on. Both of them looked up and saw a magnificent gate that looked like a sculpted piece of art.


The gate made an unlocking sound and slowly opened.


"[Prohibere Vultus Ad Eam Ab Fenestras] (Stop looking at it from the windows)," everyone heard Arima's incantation and felt a strange force pulling them from all sides.


"[Anima Est Ante Portam] (Soul's Front Gate)," he intoned and everyone present turned into a beam of light that flew inside the gate before it closed with a ground-shaking force.


The teachers and students watching from the recording crystals were shocked. They panicked a bit before the image changed strangely as if it had been hacked. It then displayed a totally different scenery that made the viewers gasp.


***


Velvet looked around in awe. There were tall and green plants anywhere the eye could see. When she looked at the sky, she was even more thunderstruck to discover an entire ocean upside down. The more you looked at it, the dizzier you would be. But it was equally grandiose.


Filling the air around her, some firefly-like dots illuminated this wonderland with a bunch of different colors. The plants and the air were humid, giving it a melancholic and beautiful impression.


She and Lanya were standing in the center of a stage made out of glowing bluestone. A few miles away from that stage, the two classes, Arima, Chulainn, Night, Karma, and multiple judges including Raal and Karia were now sitting on carved wood benches.


This scenery, all of those who were using a crystal could see it because Arima had personally connected the images. Most of them were speechless and others wondered if what they were watching was real.


"This is your soul realm, huh?" Chulainn commented as he admired the ‘sky’. He jumped off Arima's shoulder and started floating in mid-air. "I have to say, it's a really comfortable place," he admitted and Arister agreed.


Night seemed to be a bit uncomfortable though. But he quickly calmed himself down when he remembered that he wasn't alone. The main reason he always refused to go inside Arima’s soul was because it felt too wide, magnificent, calm, and intensely melancholic.


The atmosphere of this place has always made him feel sad and alone. But now that there were people together with him, he once again assessed this place and couldn't help to agree with Chulainn. Karma closed her eyes and appreciated the environment.


Then there was Lanya. She wasn’t as much surprised as everyone else. In fact, she actually took it very naturally. She didn’t know why, but she felt like she was at home all of a sudden and it made her feel extremely calm.


Arima snapped his fingers and a voice resounded in within the soul manifestation.


"Eh? Does it work? Oh, sorry, what?" The announcer seemed to be confused about something.


"…I understand," the voice mumbled and coughed. "The showcase will now take place in the arena Sir Arimane prepared. We will begin in ten seconds. I will now initiate the countdown. Miss Velvet, Miss Lanya, ready yourselves."


Arima had instructed the announcer through telepathy to clear the current situation for everyone watching. Immediately after that, Velvet's figure was shrouded by orange flames made from the fox's body.


"[Resonance]," she chanted and a pillar of fire emerged imposingly.


At the same time, Lanya became enveloped in bright silver light that raised upward as a pillar opposing Velvet's fire.


Their combined auras made the plants around sway a bit, but none of them were actually destroyed or even damaged. If you looked at the sky though, you would be able to see some ripples forming on the water’s surface.


Strangely, the aura didn't reach the audience at all. Raal whistled at the phenomenon.


"This place is impressive," he praised and Karia nodded in agreement.


"I like it as well to be honest," Arima chuckled. He waved his hand and the plants around moved to point toward him. The 'fireflies' also grouped around him to create a light show


"This place is entirely under my control. As long as someone is weaker than me, I can do anything to him within this place. I can imprison him for eternity or do things like this," Arima declared and snapped his fingers.


Everyone around him felt their life force vanish. They all, without any exception, were now at the first level of the Mortal Realm.


Raal gawked at Arima wide-eyed. No matter how he inspected his soul and body, his entire being really had been completely reverted to the first level.


Arima smiled and snapped his fingers again. Everyone sighed in relief when they saw their strength returning to them.


"I can control your body at will here. I can put you under an illusion, steal your life force, invade your mind and memories, and a lot of others things," Arima listed and the people listening just felt really bad knowing that he was basically a god-like existence in this place.


"Incidentally, any of those plants decorating this ‘garden’ are something that you can't even cut without using your full power. And the blue stone on which the girls are standing is something that can't be broken unless you're at least two levels higher than the tenth," Arima added and Raal could only smile bitterly. He realized that this guy had become a lot stronger than when he had fought with him.


Back on the arena, the two girls had finished their transformation.


Lanya’s arms, legs, and vital areas were now covered with silver scales and she had also grown an elegant pair of wings along with a silver tail. Her pupils narrowed to a slit as she stared at her opponent.


Meanwhile, whiskers grew around Velvet’s nose and a pair of fox ears sprung from her hair. There were also nine fox tails wagging behind her. Her fangs grew longer and orange flames were ignited around her.


Both combatants lifted their weapon at the same time and kicked the ground.
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                It was only a single strike but the wave of energy that ensued, flames and light together, would have been enough to destroy everything in a mile’s radius if it wasn't for Arima's soul realm.


The only thing that remained the same as it would be outside was the shockwave that merely made the plants sway as if it was a simple breeze. It didn't even reach the group watching as it stopped right in front of them.


Lanya didn't want to waste time and wanted to end this fight as quick as possible. She was aware that when you fight against someone equally strong, the first error, as well as the first clean hit, would always be the main turning points.


She pressed the trigger of her rapier and the pellets left the barrels with a detonation. Because the two girls' swords were entangled, the shot was aimed at the sky but the noise surprised Velvet and her blade was struck by one stray bullet.


Lanya used the recoil to move in Velvet's blind spot. When she was about to swing her sword once more, the nine tails all produced orange flames and stabbed toward Lanya.


She reacted quickly and conjured a large wall of silver light that illuminated the surroundings and mixed with the dark blue hue of the bluestone beneath. The nine tails struck the wall of light and made it explode.


Lanya and Velvet both retreated because of the aftershock and glanced at the bluestone at their feet when the explosion subsided. There wasn’t even a dent. They smiled wryly and charged at each other again.


Each time the two weapons clashed, a destructive force and aura would spread. The longer they fought in close quarters, the more serious they became. Lanya started using her tail a lot more, she was also firing with her rapier every time she saw an opening, and also made use of her wings to help her in her deplanements.


Meanwhile, Velvet appeared to be mainly relying on her nine tails to counter and combined it with her sword skills. She had a great advantage from a sensory aspect; her ears were not only there for show and she had great hearing.


Until now, neither Lanya or Velvet had used any powerful magic and just fiercely battled with their martial arts using everything they had. They continued doing so for ten minutes at least. Sometimes they would be so fast that you could only hear sonic booms, detonations, and metal clashing.


Only people around Raal's level or higher could clearly follow their movements while the students had to do their best to even locate the places where the sounds were coming from.


Some who were quite resourceful used magic to boost their eyesight. Lena got the help of her soul beast and watched. Ofia's eyes also had transformed and her pupils were shifting back and forth from left to right.


Other people were doing the same, especially those who possessed a soul contract with a beast that had better eyesight than a human.


Arima, Karma, and Night didn’t care though. This place was their territory. They ‘knew’ everything that was happening within it without having to employ any of their senses.


Lanya and Velvet clashed one last time when they both realized that waiting for an occasion to hit the other was too uncertain.


Lanya swung her rapier and traced a silver line in midair. She continued to slash with her sword and formed different runes and circles. Velvet's nine tails also moved and started drawing runes and circles in red color.


"[Hallowed Dragon]," Lanya chanted and the incantations she had written became a whirlpool that slowly formed a silver dragon above her. The beast roared and shook the air.


"[Burning Impalement]," Velvet chanted and the runes turned into flames that condensed into nine different spears hovering in mid-air.


The light dragon spread its wings and raised its head toward the sky and started inhaling. As he did, the varied lights filling Arima's soul land were absorbed as well. Silver energy gathered around the dragon's body as his lungs inflated.


At the same time, the nine spears of Velvet began to rotate and a huge amount of flames suddenly appeared behind them, ready to propel them like rockets. The spear in the middle was particularly big and seemed to be boosted by even more mana.


The two opponents only needed a thought for their magic to be cast at that point. The dragon roared and a giant beam of light came out of its maw. The huge spear on Velvet's side was thrown with unimaginable speed and the two attacks instantly met each other.


The encounter caused a tremendous discharge of energy that spread through the entire realm. Although the bluestone was still indestructible for them, some plants around started to lose some of their petals or leaves.


The audience watching couldn't spectate the fight anymore as the light from the explosion covered the entire place.


At that moment, Arima smiled. "A fox is mischievous…"


Velvet threw the other spears in eight different directions that went around Lanya and attacked her from the same number of angles.


"But a dragon is wise," Arima muttered.


On the back of her right hand, Lanya's sigil revolved.


"[Fourth Destruction Art, Vashta Nerada] (The Shadow that Eats the Flesh)," she chanted and the zone behind the huge dragon of light was trapped by darkness. The blazing spears penetrated the dark smoke but nothing happened after that.


After a while, the dark smoke dispersed and the spears were nowhere to be seen. Lanya had prepared the Fourth Destruction Art while she was writing the runes for her light dragon.


Velvet snickered. "I see," she waved her hand and the explosion that was still ongoing became even stronger with more fire surrounding it. Lanya's eyes glowed and she extended her hands. The holy dragon thundered even stronger and the beam of light expanded.


A final discharge of energies occurred. The fire spear lost any stable form and exploded while the silver dragon howled one last time before vanishing. The sound and shockwave caused the students to cover their ears in pain. Arima snapped his fingers and the sound from outside was muffled as they were now surrounded by a peculiar transparent dome.


When the flames died down and the light dimmed, Lanya and Velvet were already making their steel talk. They also started using a lot more of their magic and aura. The orange fire was filling the air and the crisping sound of the flames could be heard at any time. On the other hand, Lanya's light was shining over the place and shooting numerous beams at Velvet.


Although it was an intense confrontation, the fusion of the two magics was really pretty and was even more accentuated by the environment.


At some point during their fight, Lanya managed to parry one of Velvet's strikes and break her guard. She had her rapier pointed forward but if she were to go for the stab, Velvet would most likely have high chances of dodging it.


That's why Lanya went for the most logical thing to do. She pressed the trigger and shot the adamantite bullets whilst infusing mana in them.


Velvet pushed her limits to circulate her mana in front of her and created a shield of flames. Her nine tails also moved to the front to protect her. But the bullets were surprisingly powerful and she was directly struck in the stomach. She coughed some blood and flew away while Lanya jumped back because of the recoil.


Velvet's students gasped while Arima's class was quite cheerful to see Lanya land the first hit.


Velvet landed on the ground with a small amount of blood flowing down her lips. She snorted and took a decision. Her eyes glowed and a strong fire ignited around her feet, spreading across the whole bluestone arena.


Lanya's eyes widened. Velvet wanted to end everything in one attack. She retreated and released her full aura. Now, the stage was filled with fire on one side and a sort of physical silver light on the other.


"[Shroud the world and turn it into ashes]," Velvet intoned.

"[Ashes aren’t enough. Make them disappear]," after that, it was Natsu's voice that resounded.


"[Auribus percipite verba mea] (Heed my words)," just after, Lanya initiated her chant as well.


Arima frowned at the sight. He slowly stood up and silently waited. His companions understood the reason and didn't say anything. Only the students, the judges, and the principal were confused.


"[Then let's burn it even more]," Velvet chanted. It sounded like a conversation between her and her soul beast.

"[Yes, let's reduce everything to nothingness]."


As the two were preparing their magic, the flames around just kept burning stronger and stronger and the highest flame reached almost four meters. It was like the air itself was combustible.


Lanya then reached the last stage of her chant and a blue and black light flashed in her hands to form the shape of a book.


"[Third Destruction Art, Pars impios] (Lawless Tome)," she finally conjured the Art and the book materialized. It opened itself and the pages started flipping as a strange aura filled the atmosphere. Lanya's scales and entire body shone brighter as the book continued to flip the pages.


"[No blood, no bones, no ashes. Destroy everything to oblivion!]" Natsu and Velvet shouted at the same time and the fire that had spread became even hotter and even some of the plants started to perish. All of this fire became a giant tide that loomed over Lanya.


The book that the latter was holding transformed into numerous rays that merged with the light she radiated. Then, this time, the light actually became physical and took the shape of hundreds of small spheres.


Those spheres then twisted and transformed into miniature dragons. Soon enough, a great number of small silver dragons joined Lanya's side. The small dragons' eyes flared with a red light and they flapped their wings. They flew off and plunged toward the incoming tide of auburn flames.


Now, it was literally a 'tide' of tiny silver dragons facing one made of flames. When the two clashed against each other, the result was even more impactful than the fight Arima had with Koden back when he was at the tenth level.


Arima's soul realm was now being assaulted by silver and orange outbursts of energy that went on for miles starting from the epicenter.


Both Lanya and Velvet's figures were masked by the explosions. Arima pointed his fingers at the sky right at that moment. When he did so, the water of the ocean firmament condensed toward a single point and formed a small drop which slowly fell toward the ground.


As it was falling, the drop met a stray ray of light. But the drop of water wasn’t perturbed and the magic that touched it was blasted into microscopic pieces instead.


What happened after was something that could never be explained. The entire zone below the drop of water was suddenly freed of any kind of flames or illuminance.


Then, it really started. The ocean in the sky continued to release more drops until it escalated into a real downpour. After a few seconds, the silver dragons and orange flames had literally been erased.


Lanya and Velvet were both panting whilst glaring at each other.


"It's good to do your best and all… But don't risk your lives just for a showcase, okay?" Arima spoke to them as he teleported on the stage drenched in water because of the rain.


"On this note, I announce the end of this fight. The winner is Lanya Leona," Arima declared and waved his hand. The rain stopped and the ocean returned to normal. After the rain, the plants now looked even more resplendent than before.


"Wait! Why did I lose?! This should at least be a tie!" Velvet exclaimed.


"Calm down, Velvet. Look at your neck," Natsu emerged as a fox beside her and calmly said.


Velvet sluggishly looked over shoulder and spotted a miniature sky dragon ready to bite her neck off at any moment. She gulped and didn't dare to move.


Arima smirked. "The Lawless Tome is even craftier than a fox."
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                Arima snapped his fingers and his soul gate that remained within the real world as a bridge between the realms opened again. An inversed vortex was revealed behind the doors. Then, like when they were pulled inside the soul land, everyone felt the same force trying to get them out.


Soon, they all disappeared from the soul realm. When Arima returned to the academy’s arena, he looked up at the gate which was slowly closing. But just before the doors were entirely shut, a pair of red eyes peeked out from the vortex and a sinister laugh resounded.


Everyone shivered right then. They felt as if the devil had just whispered in their ears. They rubbed their neck because of the goosebumps.


In contrast to their reaction, Night and Karma stiffened and looked away. Arima clicked his tongue and turned his back to the gate. He directly walked toward the portal to leave. The soul gate then disintegrated into white particles without any additional incident.


"We will head to Cross Island in two days. Rest well until then," Arima said whilst waving his hand.


Chulainn stared at Arima with an odd look as he exited the arena. Arister and Lanya both looked at his back too, obviously noticing his strange behavior. Lanya was greatly bemused. It was the second time she didn't recognize Arima in his actions.


The first time was when she saw him emitting genuine hatred and this time, the emotions she recognized were worry and annoyance. That thought made her falter. She directed her sight toward the now-vanished gate and squinted her eyes. Why would Arima be worried about something originating from his own soul?


"Lanya, come here," she then heard Arima's voice calling her. She trembled and rolled her eyes toward the source. She noticed afterward that Arima had already ‘reset’ his expression and was completely calm. As always, his composure was astounding. Lanya smiled wryly and hurried to follow him through the gate.


Velvet silently watched until Arima's group left. She also sighed in relief when the miniature dragon on her neck jumped off. The small beast also strangely stared at her, it smirked and sneered before turning into silver particles. A vein popped out on Velvet's forehead and even Natsu's expression twitched. This was the ego of Arima’s magic.


The Lawless Tome was actually very demeaning toward her because Arima had implied that he was craftier than her.


Velvet sighed and also left the place soon after.


"This signs the end of the local competition. The winning teams are Sir Blade’s and Miss Venu's classes," the announcer declared.


The images displayed by the recording crystals were cut and the entire academy immediately started chatting and gossiping.


***


"Okay, let's begin," Arima said after bringing Lanya into another dimension.


Raal and Karia had tagged along because they were curious about what was going to happen. The students had been left to go wherever they wanted though and Arister followed them as well.


"The reason I made you battle Velvet was that I wanted time to analyze your soul during your fight. I could have let you fight Karma or Night, but in those conditions, you’d never really 'open' your soul to the fight," Arima explained and shrugged.


"But, well, when the principal asked me if I could do something about the stage, I thought of my soul realm. I then realized that I might have been able to inspect your soul as long as you were in it, no matter the opponent."


Lanya could only smile bitterly. Night sighed and shook his head. Karma just chuckled. The rest simply thought that it was like Arima, relaxed and laid back. Lazy at times but beyond serious at others.


"So, what do I do?" Lanya finally asked.


Arima smiled and summoned Ira. He ejected the magazine and loaded a new one. He then took a transparent bullet and put it in the chamber by pulling the slide. Lanya observed, perplexed.


"Don't worry. You don't need to do anything," Arima declared and pointed Ira at Lanya. He then shot without any warning. Lanya's eyes narrowed but she didn't feel any threat from that bullet. Its speed was also relatively slow for her level.


She didn't move and the bullet landed on her chest and went through her heart. There wasn't any resulting blood or even a scratch on her. But Lanya couldn't reflect on it before she suddenly lost consciousness. Behind her, a huge figure started forming.


Gradually, the body of a hundred-meter-tall noble dragon appeared. Night reacted quite strongly at the presence that had just emerged from Lanya’s soul. He abruptly felt the urge to kneel down and pay his respects.


The silver dragon opened its dull eyes that reflected wisdom and awareness. Its huge pupils locked on Arima. The dragon sighed as it slowly lied down on the ground.


"You again… So, you noticed after all," the dragon spoke with a sluggish voice but it was strong enough for Raal and Karia to collapse on their knees. To their surprise, they couldn’t even control their bodies anymore. Karma and Night could barely withstand it.


Meanwhile, Chulainn frowned as he stared at the dragon.


"You are Chronepsis… right?" He asked hesitatingly. He sounded odd as if he was trying to convince himself.


Arima smiled when he heard Chulainn say that. His guesses had been proven.


"You are Kanryin's son, huh?" Chronepsis muttered when he spotted the Hellhound.


Chulainn was now completely lost. He knew about Chronepsis because, as the Guardian of Hell, he memorized almost every Earthen God that ever existed. He also knew that Chronepsis was supposed to be a typical Dragon Divinity. But right now, he was under the pressure of an aura even stronger than his own.


"I thought that it was strange," Arima's voice resounded and Chronepsis turned toward him. "I asked Lilis about it before. To be an Earthen God, you need more than simply breakthrough to the Earthen Realm.”


“You also need to have a legend backing your persona and then refine your own body with a certain ritual to then truly become what people call a god," he said and Chronepsis squinted his eyes.


"For example, if I were to take that kind of ritual, my legend could be something like the ‘Kind Demon’ or…" Arima stopped in the middle of his sentence and shook his head. "Well, you get the point. Now, the thing is, I know your legend.”


“You're the Watcher. The outsider who is always looking at everything. Your title carries 'justice' but you don't care about it. The main reason I realized that you were not completely fused with Lanya was that the descriptions made of you were a lot more awe-inspiring. Additionally, Lanya lacked the ‘Unblinking Draconic Eyes’, which are your trademark along with your 'vision'.”


“So?” Chronepsis snorted.


“So… you’re a Heavenly God, aren't you?"


Those words not only shocked Chulainn but everyone else except Raal and Karia who didn't know what it signified.


"Obviously. I’m one of the five Dragon Kings, after all. But what's the point in knowing that?" Chronepsis replied.


He then stared at Arima and his eyes gradually changed. His pupils became filled with golden light and his irises turned sky blue like sparkling diamond. The dragon gazed at Arima with those peculiar eyes for a short while before closing them. When he opened them again, they had already returned to normal.


"Life and Death Hunter, Silver Emperor, Wicked One, Arimane R. Blade, Kind Demon, First Eternal Dragon, and Plane Guardian," Chronepsis suddenly listed out a number of titles and Arima's expression changed with each. Chulainn was also stunned by all of that, especially by the last one.


First, he said 'Life and Death Hunter' as if it was a single title. He then followed with 'Silver Emperor' which was actually pretty easy to notice for the higher-level entities. The third title, Wicked One, was something pretty confusing. He then continued by saying Arima's full name but added a middle name that even the concerned person didn't know about.


When he said Kind Demon, Arima was even more puzzled. Why would he put that title just after those extremely perturbing ones?


The penultimate one, 'First Eternal Dragon', was extremely weird since Arima knew that he was human. But when he heard ‘dragon’ he instinctively thought of Night.


And finally, 'Plane Guardian'. It was something that he had heard from Chulainn when he first met him but didn’t get to know what it was.


Arima repeated all of this in his mind and then raised his head to look at Chronepsis. "Was that what you saw in my future?"


"Correct. But I’m unable to see further. My power isn't sufficient to probe into your life further. Even my last guess, Plane Guardian, is a fuzzy one though it is definitely accurate, one way or another. I only know that you will become one somehow," the dragon replied. "But let me tell you, your fate is bound to be chaotic. I cannot say for sure if it will be hard for you or not, but your life is certainly… exceptional."


Chronepsis sighed afterward and his body started glowing. "Anyway, I suppose your original motive was to wake me up and make me fuse completely with this young girl, right?”


“In fact, I barely have enough strength to remain alive anymore. You didn’t need to force me out, I would have done it soon enough. But I have a condition before leaving all of my power and knowledge to her," with just his words, Arima received the information directly into his mind out of nowhere. He scowled but stayed silent since he knew that Chronepsis wouldn’t tell him more. In the end, he just nodded.


"Good," the dragon nodded too. "I died because of a mistake and had to take refuge within this little girl. She's quite special, her soul that is," he declared and his entire body became a pillar of light that engulfed Lanya.


“I know,” Arima nodded at his words which confused his companions since they didn’t know what he was talking about. Even Night didn’t understand.


Chronepsis closed his eyes. "I wish you good luck then. Also, she will not inherit everything at once. She needs to reinforce herself a little more before that happens… take good care of her…" He added and his voice faded away. The light also died down and Lanya vacillated. Arima caught her before she fell.


He then gently laid her down on the ground and checked her state. She had indeed broken through to the Earthen Realm. She even was already in the Third Sky. She would need to train a lot to get used to this new strength though.


"…This was the most unexpected thing I've ever witnessed in my many years of life…" Chulainn muttered after he recovered from the shock. "To think that a Heavenly God hid from Heaven and lived without anyone knowing about him. On top of that, I’ve actually met a future Plane Guardian."


"You're all saying that but what is a Plane Guardian?" Night asked the Hellhound.


"Plane Guardians are supposed to be beings above even Heavenly Gods."


"'Supposed to'?" Karma tilted her head.


Chulainn nodded. "Yes, I heard about Plane Guardians from a Heavenly God who died and was pulled into Hell. He only knew about them through legends," he explained. "To make you understand what it is, do you all know what a Plane is?" He inquired and everyone shook their heads.


"Go on," Arima said and Chulainn shrugged.


"Well then, we'll start from planets. A gathering of a certain number of them around a star makes a solar system. Multiple solar systems, planets, and stars, form a galaxy. Galaxies constitute galactic groups which are contained into the bigger superclusters. All of this together is what we call cosmos. And finally, the infinity that is the cosmos is what we call a world."


"Different worlds are separate but connected together at the same time. They basically have a sort of ethereal connection that even gods can't really investigate. We call that connection the 'Spiritual Bridge' and the 'zone' which the bridge is built in is what we call a dimension. Dimensions are what surrounds a world in incalculable numbers. They happen to have bizarre environments because of the magic circuits' distortion."


Chulainn looked at Arima. "That's what you do every time you go into another dimension like this one. You build a Pseudo-Spiritual Bridge to go inside a 'copy' dimension of the world you are in. You also select the particularities of the dimensions by changing the spiritual bridge with your magic theory. Ultimately, that's what you call dimensional magic."


"Now, the important thing is this. There's an infinite number of worlds, or maybe not, but there are enough worlds for us to say that it's infinite. And, as a whole, those many worlds are what we call a Plane of Reality or Existence."
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                "Now that you know this," Chulainn paused. "I assume that you can predict the rest. The countless Planes form what we call our Reality. Well, if you want me to tell you if there’s anything beyond that, I can’t say. Maybe there are more Realities or even something bigger. But in any case, this is the limit of my knowledge. But if I had to guess, I’d say there’s indeed something.”


"Let’s go back to the Planes now; the difference between each Plane is basically how things occurred. The connection between the different worlds is essentially similar to parallel world theories in your world. They have huge similarities but at the same time, are quite different. The main difference observed is Worldly Energy. For instance, in our Plane, the Worldly Energy is Mana."


Arima sighed and sat down and so did everyone else, ready to listen.


"In other Planes, that energy can change and be things like Qi, Prana, Ur, Barakah, Odo, Ase, or Ether. Also, Planes have a semblance of a parallel timeline. Unlike Worlds, they indeed have a parallel version of ourselves.”


“As a matter of fact, you can be sure that there are other versions of ‘Arimane’ in the different Planes, although they're not inevitably Life Hunters. On top of that, you’re merely sharing a name. The many ‘Arimane’ in this Reality may as well be complete strangers to you. Some may even not have any common trait with you except your first name. But they’re still there. Parallel versions of oneself usually depend on the name they share.”


“A name, an identity, is a law in itself. The more a name is ‘influential’, the more parallels versions it’ll have. I would bet that you have many other selves since I’m sure your name is fated to be acclaimed by many. You could say that the reason why people have doppelgangers is that their existence would be too much fickle otherwise within this vast Existence. A powerful man’s name is bound to cause many changes and thus explaining his presence across Reality.”


“Well, all of this is too abstract to develop further,” Chulainn shrugged. “Anyway, this is not what I wanted to tell you. I want you to know that it's normally impossible to travel between Planes. But there are two exceptions."


"The first one is through Heaven and Hell. The Original Lands are truly infinite and connect everything, every World and every Plane. But no one ever actively attempts to travel between Planes through them. Why do you ask? Because most ended up dead or lost before even finding their path. I even got wind of a rumor saying that there’s a wall erected by the Original God to separate each Plane," Chulainn said and looked at Arima meaningfully.


"But I heard once that a Silver Emperor originating from this Plane actually managed to find that path a long time ago. If I'm not wrong, he was called the 'Lonely King'," Chulainn told and Arima engraved the name in his memory.


"Also, to avoid any misunderstanding; I talked to you about the cores last time, but Heaven and Hell both have multiple cores. One core for each Plane to be exact."


"Now, the second way, which is the reason why I explained all of this, is to be a Plane Guardian. They are beings said to be capable of traveling across Planes as if it was a simple stroll. They’re legends per se.”


Night frowned. "How do you become one?"


"From what I know, ‘Plane Guardian’ is a privilege granted to someone who has transcended the Heavenly Realm and has been chosen by the Original God. Once you hold the title of a Plane Guardian, you fundamentally become a sort of policeman. Your job would be traveling around Planes and Worlds to save or help the people that will become huge characters in the future, enough to change an entire world," Chulainn sighed and stared at Arima. "You will become one of them."


Arima shrugged and stood up "I see. Though, even if I become one of them, I will never submit to any kind of order. Being a ‘policeman’ is not a prospect I welcome, to be honest."


Chulainn expected that answer and just shook his head. "Now that I think about it, Life Hunters are actually the ones who have the most chances of becoming one."


"What? How so?" Arima raised an eyebrow and inquired.


"Hm?" Chulainn surprisingly tilted his head in response. "You didn't realize? You should be able to get it from what I just said…" He stopped speaking. "Oh… you don't know about the Life Judgment, do you?"


Arima frowned and glanced at Night and Karma. He sighed. "No, I don't. But those two most likely know, so I guess it's enough."


Chulainn smiled. "I see, well it's not really a bad thing. Perhaps I even gave you too many hints."


"Maybe. Anyway, about the other things Chronepsis listed, do you know anything about them?" Arima asked.


"No, those titles must be special and unique to you. I obviously can’t know about it…” Chulainn mused. “‘Silver Emperor’ is a no-brainer. Same for your title; ‘Kind Demon’, as well as your identity as a Life and Death Hunter.”


“But for the rest, I don't have any idea whatsoever. 'Wicked One', a middle name, and seemingly a totally unknown race; ‘Eternal Dragon’. I absolutely know nothing about these. Though you can be sure that I heard a lot in my life. And to be fair, the Plane Guardian one is already shocking enough for me, so I’d appreciate if you don’t add anything else to it before I collapse mentally.”


Raal suddenly started laughing. "Well, I don't know what just happened, but I certainly witnessed something today," he said and Karia exaggeratedly nodded.


"Well, I guess we’re done here," Arima declared and picked Lanya up. His sigil revolved and they all reappeared on the royal castle's roof.


"Why here?" Night looked around.


"I thought it would be convenient for them," Arima pointed at Raal and Karia and they both nodded.


"We'll go meet the King right away. Let's meet again in two days," Raal said and jumped off with Karia.


Arima then teleported to the Inn and carefully put Lanya on her bed. He then grabbed Chulainn who was on his shoulder and handed him to Karma. “I want to be alone with Night for a moment. Do what you want in the meantime," he stated and snapped his fingers.


A smaller version of his soul gate appeared in the room. When the doors opened, Arima stepped in and Night shrugged before following him. When the gate closed, Karma and Chulainn blankly looked at each other.


"First things first, let me go," the Hellhound uttered as he was being hugged and petted like an actual pet. Karma grinned and continued to rub his head.


***


"Do you remember the suggestion I made?" Arima asked.


"The 'Final Resonance', was it? As you called it."


Night was currently in his dragon form, sitting cross-legged on the bluestone.


"Yeah, that's something I found after analyzing the circle of the soul summoning. Basically, the regular resonance isn’t complete, or to be exact, I noticed that there was something beyond. So, I thought we could find a way to complete it. At first, I thought that it just was an even stronger link between our souls, but what I heard from Chronepsis changed my perspective a bit."


"'Eternal Dragon'?" Night guessed.


"Yes. When Chulainn spoke about it as a new race, I realized how we could do it," Arima affirmed and popped his neck. "Now, let's try it. I want you to fuse with me. Not only with your soul but with your body as well."


Night frowned. "That's… risky."


"Kind of, but it should be fine. Who do you think we are?" Arima smirked.


Night sighed. "Yeah, sure…" He inhaled and stood up. He retracted his wings and tried to concentrate on his body and soul. "I'm in," he declared.


Arima grinned and released his spiritual force and even exposed his mana cores. Night did the same as two mana cores formed around him. One was red and the other blue. The former directly came from him, representing his identity as a dragon. The blue one simply represented his connection with Arima.


"The first step is to resonate as we always do. But during the process, I want you to split your soul and body and make them fuse with me separately. I'll do the exact same on my side. It's quite simple on paper but we never know for sure. Let's try it out for starters," Arima instructed and Night nodded.


"[Resonance]," they both chanted.


Night's body gradually became a black and red light that covered Arima’s silhouette. The whole thing appeared to be a lot slower than usual.


When the light entirely enveloped Arima, the latter breathed in and focused on monitoring every last cell composing his body. He also had to keep an eye on his soul, but since it required less spirit and stamina, he used a parallel mind to take care of it.


Arima's figure became slightly bigger. Lightning and fire were going wild around him and a pillar of black light was erected around him. A few seconds later, a powerful energy wave was produced by the pillar’s violent explosion.


The ocean in the sky shook and all of the plants curved like they were pressured by a powerful tempest. From within the flames and lightning, Arima and Night were sent flying toward opposite directions. They both crashed on the bluestone with a really nasty sound of bones breaking.


The bluestone that hadn’t suffered any damage from Lanya and Velvet's fight instantly broke apart this time.


Night snarled and punched the ground in annoyance. He crushed the broken pieces of stone as if it was nothing. Arima sighed and jumped back on his feet.


"Okay… that rejection was a lot stronger than I thought it would be," he remarked whilst wiping the blood on his lips. He then healed and cleaned himself at the same time.


"No shit… it not only fissured my scales but even broke some of my bones," Night complained and started tending to his own injuries.


"But it was a valuable first attempt. We're on good tracks," Arima smiled. "Again."


"'Again', he said," Night grumbled and prepared himself to use the resonance.


***


Fortunately, Arima's soul realm could be controlled in every kind of way possible and since he was proficient enough with time magic, he could also slow time within it.


After two weeks, Arima and Night stood silently in front of each other. They both sighed and sat down. The bluestone around them was full of small craters, obviously fashioned by their own bodies.


"We can't go any further," Night said and Arima nodded.


"Yeah, even for me, if we try more than that, the risks are too large," he agreed and summoned his soul gate. "It was more than enough anyway. I didn't expect we would spend two weeks working on this," Arima uttered and the gate opened.


Before going through, he sharply looked at the gate and his sigil revolved once to make sure anything like last time wouldn’t happen again.


It was only after this that he went through the vortex, followed by Night. When they resurfaced on the other side, the first thing they saw was Lanya standing in the room. Arima estimated that they had spent thirty minutes in his soul realm from this side's perspective.


So, it was predictable that she would regain consciousness. But what surprised him was the expression Lanya wore. Her countenance seemed to be a lot more serene, wise, and confident than before.


"He gave me some of the knowledge he possessed," Lanya smiled when she noticed Arima looking at her like that. She continued, "I also heard everything from Chulainn. I thought it would be a good idea to let you know."


Arima snickered. "I see. What do you think about your new-found strength?"


"It's incredible. I can feel the draconic power swirling through every part of my body. Also, my aptitude with magic in general has greatly improved since I inherited Chronepsis' theories and some of his experience," she answered and paused. Her expression appeared to reflect a bit of worry. "By the way… you really don't want to know about the Life Judgment? I learned about it as well."


Arima smiled wryly. He thought that she was talking a bit more openly than before. But he thought it was a good thing and shook his head. "I don't want to. Well, considering your expression right now, I can guess it’s not something really bright. But it would be a bit stupid to ignore both Lilis’ and Chulainn’s advice.”


"I understand," Lanya slowly nodded and Arima smiled at her. He sighed and sat on his bed.


"To be honest, I can already deduce what kind of thing it is. Chulainn said it had something to do with Planes. In that case, it's quite elementary. First, the ‘Life Judgment’, as I just called it, has a name; a title. It means that it's something known and most likely braved by every Life Hunter.”


“Incidentally, Lilis once told me that I was the last Life Hunter. I'm sure she knows about Planes so she could have considered that a Life Hunter was perhaps alive in another Plane. But she said that I was the very last one without any hesitation," Arima put a lollipop in his mouth and Night glanced at him.


"I conclude with this that Life Hunters don't exist even in other Planes for some kind of reason. Finally, Chulainn talked about our…let's call them doppelgangers; our copies. From what I understand, the Life Judgment is something supposed to give a Life Hunter great power and the ability to rise to the Heavenly Realm," Arima said and looked at his hand which he clenched.


"In fact, I'm already at the late Fifth Sky, but I can't see the path to the Heavenly Realm at all. And I'm sure that taking the life force of even Errastas will not allow me to do so," he declared and waved his hand dismissively.


"Anyway, with all of this, there’s only one possibility left," Arima raised his index finger.
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                Night and Lanya were sweating a bit as Arima exposed everything. They were sure that he didn't know anything about the Life Judgment, but he was getting so close that it scared them.


"That Judgment must be something like this… At some point, with a certain trigger event, Life Hunters are required to undergo a ‘trial’. I can't accurately predict what would happen in the case of a failure, but if the succeeding result is what I think it is, then fail most likely means death," Arima declared and Night gulped.


"So, here’s what I think. After the trigger event and the judgment, the concerned Life Hunter will see every ‘line’ converge toward him."


Night and Lanya both bitterly smiled. With that sentence, they knew he had gotten it right.


"Fusing with our doppelgangers, that’s what the Life Judgment is about," Arima bit his lollipop and concluded. "This would explain why there isn't a single Life Hunter out there. Because Life Hunters were most likely born in this Plane through a special occurrence.”


“Thus, each time they passed the Judgment, their counterpart would disappear from existence to fuse with them, leaving no chance for Life Hunters to exist within other Planes. That's why Chulainn said it’s easier for Life Hunters to become a Plane Guardian; since they are already unique," Arima ended his speculation and the two listening deeply sighed.


Lanya smiled at Arima. "You got it right… But the thing Night and Karma wanted to hide from you is not this."


"Yeah, I know," Arima smirked. "You most likely want to hide what is the trigger event and more importantly, ‘what’ the judgment is. As for the trigger event, considering it’s something every Life Hunter has to experience no matter what, I can make a pretty reasonable guess. But I admit that I have no idea for the other thing. A judgment could be anything, after all," he uttered and Lanya chuckled.


"Yeah, sure," Night grunted and sat down on a couch.


"It’s just freaky how you managed to deduce all of that," Chulainn's voice resounded as he teleported on Arima's shoulder. At the same time, Karma entered the room.


"Elimination process, that is all. I still had to think for a good ten minutes to come up with all of this," Arima replied and Chulainn clicked his tongue.


"If it was someone else, I would’ve squashed him to death but it's actually very convincing in your case and it annoys me," he complained and everyone lightly laughed.


"Life Judgement apart, Arima, what about Chronepsis' favor? I didn't receive that information from him," Lanya abruptly said.


"Ah, right. That. He basically gave me a location."


"What location?" Night raised his voice.


Arima pointed his finger at the sky. "Around a hundred thousand million miles in that direction," he stated and everyone froze.


"…What?" Night exclaimed.


"As I said," Arima smiled. "He gave me the location of a certain planet. To be exact, he told me where the Dragons' home is. Their home planet," he explained and Night had to admit that it made him curious. He was a dragon himself; his race's home was indeed something that interested him.


"Are you talking about Fantasia?" Chulainn inquired.


"Yeah," Arima nodded.


"Then what was the favor?"


Arima shrugged. "Well, although it was a bit surprising coming from him. He asked me to save his planet."


"Save? From what?" Night scowled.


"A coming catastrophe evidently. You know that Chronepsis can see into the future, right? He is said to detain all of the knowledge of the world. That’s his legend. He most likely foresaw something happening to his planet. But his favor was actually to find out what the catastrophe is on top of saving the planet from it."


"Find out? He didn't see what would happen?" Lanya was confused.


"No, from what he told me. The force that will destroy Fantasia is something that even he couldn't probe into. Meaning that the thing that will destroy Fantasia is something above the Third Divine in terms of 'prestige' if I can say so."


"How will you help then? You may be strong, but without going through the Life Judgment, you can only be as strong as the Second Divine at most," Chulainn remarked and Arima glanced at him with a hint of surprise.


"What? I already told you. I assume you have a lot of trump cards. I estimate that you can be as strong as a Second Divine god if you go all out; without caring about your health. But even so, your strength won't be adequate if the enemy is really above the Third Divine."


"To begin with, if you ever had to fight with an individual at the Heavenly Realm, you would be extremely disadvantaged because of the gap between your bodies," Chulainn added.


Arima snorted. "You're damn right. But," he paused. "That's why I decided to assist you with Karez’s case; to become stronger. To be frank, I don't care about Hell’s core, even if it means the collapse of this Plane. Simply because I'm sure the powers in Hell will move to prevent it. Heck, even the H-Gods should be ready to act. And for that reason, I don't think I can be of any help."


Chulainn looked wide-eyed at Arima. "Well, what you say isn't wrong. But I don't think you would be useless. Your magic is already incredibly powerful as it is. I experienced it first-hand. Your magic theories are not useless in the least. Just the fact that you affirm being capable of bringing me back to Hell is enough proof of that. Even I can’t guarantee to be able to do that if I was at full power."


Arima snickered but didn’t deny anything.


"…Actually, there might be something in Hell that could interest you," Chulainn followed. "Apart from the potential life force you could reap, there's something in Hell that no one ever managed to 'tame' or control. The imaginary mount and weapon, Origin."


His words picked Arima's curiosity. "What kind of object is that?"


"An artifact created by the Original God himself. It's a mount fabled to be able to reach any destination possible," Chulainn said with a grin on his face. "Everyone in Hell knows of its location. But anyone who dared to approach it never came back alive. Even some at the Third Divine didn't come back."


"Well, well, isn't that interesting? If you had said that at the very beginning, I would have accepted to go to Hell right away.”


"Yes, I'm sure of that. But I didn't really think you had what it takes to tame Origin at the time," Chulainn responded and the room fell silent.


"…So, what do we do now?" Night broke the silence. "You're going to finish this tournament, then go to Hell and after that, to Fantasia… something like that?"


"Yes, I think it's pretty much all I have on my agenda," Arima stood up and turned toward Lanya. "In any case, we still have two days before the main tournament. I'll train with you for a bit since you just obtained your full inheritance," he declared and his soul gate materialized again. "Let's go back in there, it's more convenient."


Lanya smiled and nodded. "Thank you. I’ve been having a hard time controlling my physical strength and aura since I woke up," she said and entered the soul realm along with Arima.


"I don't even know anymore. Is this guy too chill or just indifferent?" Chulainn muttered and went through the gate's vortex as well.


"Most likely both," Night casually said while tagging behind them, along with Karma who was smiling in amusement.


***


Two days later, Arima's group exited the soul realm. Since Arima didn't want to overwork Lanya with training, he merely spent two weeks coaching her in his soul by adjusting the time-warping to 1:7.


"Well, it’s the big day," Arima commented and snapped his fingers. Small circles formed beneath each member of the group as they disappeared from the Inn.


***


On a remote island, far from every continent, a boat arrived and docked to the shore. The anchor was dropped and when it stopped completely, two groups of students disembarked the boat and stepped on the beach. As they looked around, they spotted two other boats docked to the harbor.


Those boats were, of course, meant to carry the participating students to Cross Island. Ofia, who was with her classmates, led the class and followed a man who had come to welcome them. The man resembled a butler of sorts with his raven suit but when Ofia saw him, she instantly felt shivers crawling down her spine. She looked at her feet and abstained from looking forward.


She felt like this ‘butler’ would literally destroy them if they were to even speak to him. It wasn't only Ofia, every student was bowing their head. It was the same for Velvet's class. And Velvet herself wore an extremely unpleasant expression as she glared at the cause.


The only person who was relaxed in the bunch was Arister but even he felt considerably annoyed. When he was about to speak up, five magic circles abruptly formed near them and the same number of figures appeared.


Arister's eyes widened and he closed his mouth. He snickered and prepared to watch. Ferzia who was beside him instantly understood his reaction when she saw who had arrived.


"Excuse me," Arima walked toward the butler. His tone was polite but his voice sounded really cold. The butler froze on his tracks. He looked over his shoulder from the corner of his eye. He didn’t dare to turn around because he knew one thing for sure; there was a heaven-defying monster behind him.


"Could you refrain from intimidating my students?  You wouldn’t want your grave to be made earlier than it should, would you?" Arima's chilly voice resounded and the man shuddered.


He immediately retracted his spirit and Arima nodded in satisfaction. "Let's go then. Children, follow me," he said and walked past the ‘butler’. The man felt even worse as Arima ignored him and forced him to be part of the ones following instead of leading. Furthermore, Arima seemed to know exactly where they should be going, which confused him.


The two classes behind were elated, to say the least. Even Velvet smirked satisfyingly. Arima yawned as he casually led the classes with Chulainn who was sleeping on his shoulder without any care for anything in the world.


"So, who are you?" Arima asked as they took a path made of a material similar to asphalt.


"…My name is Mandus. I'm one of the disciples of the Cross-Competition's organizer," the ‘butler’ responded.


"Disciple, huh? Well, is the butler attire some kind of trend? Or your master’s hobby?" Arima muttered and Mandus could only bear silently. "Though, your master must be fairly powerful to have the likes of you as a disciple," Arima stated.


Mandus was remarkably at the First Sky. Perhaps the master would be around the Third Sky.


After a few minutes of walking, the classes of the PA joined with four others that originated from the two other participating academies.


Most of the students in those classes, and even the teachers, strongly reacted when they identified Arima. Even on other continents, he was a well-known personality. The theories and magic he gave to the world were revolutionary. Some people even thought that he was still hiding a lot of things. But none dared to go ask him for more.


The three 'butlers' guiding the six classes reunited and then observed everyone. "We are the ones who will be explaining you the rules of this tournament. But for now, please enter and make yourself at home. We'll soon tell you everything. The actual tournament will begin in three days. Enjoy yourselves here until then," the man in the middle, who seemed to be the strongest among them, pointed behind him with his hand.


Most people were confused because they couldn’t see anything there except a vast meadow. But after a few seconds, they gradually saw a blurry image forming in their sight. And in no time, a stunning building complex had manifested itself in front of them.

            

    
        113. ''Why not.''

    
    
    
    
                The three disciples led the classes inside the complex and assigned a dedicated area to each of them, in which you could find fifty different rooms to welcome the students.


The teachers were also given personal quarters and Arima shared his own with Lanya, Arister, Night, and Karma since they were not students and hence didn't have any rooms. It wasn’t a problem for Chulainn though, since he was too small to bother anyone.


Just an hour after settling down, the teachers were beckoned to meet the organizers of the tournament. Those organizers were, of course, the three kings from the three participating continents and the person who established the Cross Tournament in the first place.


Arima came to learn about him through some history books. He was called Cekrad and was reputed to be the strongest and oldest person alive.


‘At least on this planet,’ Arima thought as he walked toward a building in the middle of the complex.


He went through the front door and stepped inside the hall where five other persons were waiting, including Velvet. The four other teachers glanced at Arima with varied expressions.


Arima shrugged and sat down on a free seat. He realized that they were waiting for someone to fetch them. Chulainn was on his shoulder as always and he felt pretty bored. Fortunately for him, someone came a minute after to take them to another room.


When they arrived there, they immediately spotted a certain number of people spread across the room. They were the judges for the tournament, including Raal and Karia who waved their hands at Arima.


The three butlers from before were there as well and an unfamiliar old man was sitting on a sofa, casually snacking on some aperitives. When the teachers arrived, he observed them and focused his sight on Arima for a second before signaling them to seat together him. His face couldn't be serener during the whole process.


"Greetings, honorable teachers. Some of you already know me but allow me to introduce myself once again. I'm Cekrad Ozian, owner of Cross Island and organizer of this tournament with the agreement of the Kings of your countries, who should arrive shortly," the old man smiled and everyone greeted him in return.


"Now, the reason I called you here is simple. You should all be aware that the test subjects for the competition change each year to avoid any extensive strategizing or cheating," Cekrad said. "So, I will now explain to you this year's organization so that you can at least temper your students accordingly. Also, please keep in mind that you will be monitored for the next three days so we are sure you won’t break the rules; which I really hope won’t happen.”


"Let's start off with the combats. There’s nothing much to say though. It's pretty obvious after all. The only thing worth noting is that it will be the last test of the first round. The students and teams concurring in either the 10v10’, the 2v2’ or the 1v1’ will be decided by the teachers and their opponents will be entirely random."


"Next will be magic theory. It will be judged individually this year. Each student will choose a single elemental affinity and a non-elemental one to be assessed. The ones who will rate the results will be a group of ten judges. It will be an out-of-ten-rating. The class with the most points cumulated will be the winner."


"The third test concerns spiritual forces. We usually don't judge hardly on the life force since it isn't everything. But it still is really important and often shows a student's talent. That’s why the rating of that category will also be dependent on the student’s age. Additionally, the cumulated life force level of the entire class will work as a multiplier for the rest of the test which will only be about aura and killing intent control, not intensity. The mana pool won't be in the test this year."


The old man finished his explanation and clapped his hands. "That's all for the eliminations. I will call you once more when there will be only three classes left. You can rejoin your students now. The judges are free to go as well," he announced and everyone started leaving.


"Oh, yes, I forgot to say,” Cekrad abruptly remembered something. At least, that’s what it looked like. “It's a pleasure to meet you Sir Blade," he uttered right before Arima left the room. The man in question turned around and faintly smiled.


"Sure," he nonchalantly said and walked out. Cekrad smirked as he watched him leave.


"Mandus, you did well by stepping back. If you had done something stupid, you would either be dead or crippled at the moment," he told his disciple.


"I don’t think anyone in his right mind would try to go against this monster,” Mandus answered surprisingly calmly while another disciple snickered.


"It's your fault for being that much arrogant. We're strong for sure, thanks to Master. But there's a lot of people stronger than us outside."


"He wasn't the only one though," Cekrad took a sip of wine and commented.


"What do you mean, Master?" The last disciple respectfully inquired.


"I felt it the moment they stepped on my island. Together with that man, I perceived two others who were at the same level as me if not above and a third one at around your level. On top of that, there was one last presence that seemed to be as powerful as that man himself."


"What?" The disciples exclaimed.


"Was there someone else at the same level as that freak?" Mandus was shocked.


"Yes, you even directly saw him just earlier," Cekrad smiled.


The disciples' eyes widened.


"Master… don't tell me it was…" The calmest one among the three asked with a hesitant voice.


"You're right, it's the small dog that was sleeping on his shoulder," the old man smirked and his three disciples closed their mouths. "I'm shaken as well. This is the first time I’ve ever seen a power so large. That man; the Kind Demon, also appears to have a spiritual aura way stronger than mine. It’s as if… as if he is older than me. It's a strange feeling... but I would bet that it’s not only a feeling," he added and the three disciples were rendered speechless


***


"What are we supposed to do for three days?" Lanya asked whilst staring at the cards she had in her hands.


"I don't know. I think that what we're doing right now is a good summary," Night replied as he put a card on the table from the pile.


"Hm, that's true," Karma also took out a card and pushed her bet forward.


"…" Chulainn silently placed a chip on the table with telekinesis.


"You're right…" Arister drew a card and smiled.


"Well, we have nothing else to do," Arima commented and revealed his hand. "Straight flush."


Everyone slammed their cards on the table and looked at each other with defeated eyes.


"I give up. I can't continue playing with someone who keeps winning at every game," Chulainn grumbled.


"I agree," Arister sighed and put down his cards. "How the hell are you so good at it in the first place?"


"It was basic tric- training for me," Arima responded with a strange pause and gathered the cards he had made before storing them.


"By the way, why are you not training your students? If you bring them into another dimension, you could train them as much as you want," Chulainn asked Arima.


"Setting a dimensional link or a soul gate is not really easy to conceal. And I have to admit that the old man has a pretty impressive perception. But the main reason is that I want my students to think without my help and also rest before the start," Arima answered. Chulainn hummed and silence returned.


"I know!" Lanya exclaimed and stood up. Everyone blinked and looked at her. "Let's go to the beach. It's not because we can manipulate the water that we can't swim, right?"


"…" The room fell silent and Lanya felt pretty awkward


"Why not…" Then the same sentence escaped every mouth in the room.


Lanya sighed in relief. "Then let's go. I'll go tell the students," she said and exited the room. Arister trembled when he heard her and slowly stood up.


"Don't do anything that would make me chastise you," Arima casually said and Arister almost tripped.


"Will you stop already? And she's eighteen dammit..."


"And what? You are…" Arima paused and blankly eyed the roof.


"I'm twenty," Arister said with a flat look. "Don't tell me you forgot."


Arima hummed for a moment and stood up. "I see. Let's go then," he spoke and everyone left with him.


Arister's expression twitched. "You forgot, didn't you!?"


“I never forget things. They just slip out of my mind.”


“That’s the same thing!”


***


After a few tens of minutes of preparation, four of the participating classes gathered at the beach to enjoy the day which was really incredibly sunny. Little did they know that it was thanks to Arima who had candidly glanced at the sky and made the clouds go away.


Afterward, he began to observe everyone swimming as he just sat down on the sand. Since his clothes were bound to his soul, he could modify them at will. At the moment, he was wearing black shorts and an unbuttoned shirt.


His sight fell on Chulainn who was dazedly gazing at the sky, floating on the seawater with his paws pointed upward. The scene was so cute that most girls would follow him but didn't dare to touch him as they knew what kind of creature he was.


Meanwhile, Night and Karma were making a sandcastle together with some students. It was important to say that the freaking castle was already as big as a small-sized house. Lanya was playing around with the kids, conjuring many beautiful spectacles of light, and Arister was spending time with Ferzia. In the middle of all of that, the people admiring Lanya, Karma, and Velvet in swimsuits were not few.


As Arima was watching everyone, Raal and Karia arrived and sat down next to him.


"What a peaceful scene, don't you think?" Raal said and he snickered.


"Indeed," Karia smiled, making her entrance in the beauty contest led by the students.


In fact, even Arima, Night, Raal, and Arister were subject of this kind of interest. Especially Arima, for a lot of reasons, but there was one particularly that attracted people's attention.


"That's not something someone can have by just fighting regularly," Raal commented as he scanned Arima's scars.


Most of them were small cuts or bullet impacts, they were generally not that big or intrusive. The only one actually scary was a deep scar he had above his heart area which spread to his waist and back like a spider net.


"This is really odd if I can be honest with you Arima," Karia said as she looked at that injury. "It doesn't feel like something made with magic. No, in fact, you can't even make this kind of form with magic unless it's wanted."


"Yeah…" Arima whispered and closed his eyes. Under the awed looks of the people watching, his scars started receding. It only took a few seconds for him to heal his entire body. Almost every scar had disappeared. Yes, almost. The scar that confused so many people was still there. They understood with Arima's wry smile that he didn't leave it on purpose.


"Let's say it was something really unfortunate," he muttered and his eyes flashed with a cold light. A single spark appeared in the air but it was so faint that almost no one noticed. Not even Raal and Karia, who were both right next to him.


But strangely, Lanya instantly felt it as she looked over. The other person who sensed it was Chulainn. He tilted his head to look at Arima and yawned. Because of that, he lost balance and his head fell underwater.


A few bubbles formed on the surface for a few seconds and then his head resurfaced. He coughed cutely and his eyes reddened. His expression darkened a lot and the water on him, and around him, turned into steam.


Everyone yelped in surprise as the water they were in started heating. They spotted Chulainn walk out of the water and lay down on the sand. Arima shook his head and chuckled as he created a few pebbles made of ice to cool down the seawater.


"Look at you; getting angry at water," Arima jested.


Chulainn glared at him and felt wronged. The guy who got angry for god knows reason and momentarily released a speck of magic that made him lose focus was teasing him about his temper.


"Fuck off," Chulainn spat and closed his eyes to sleep.
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                While Arima was enjoying his break along with his group, Lilis reached a turning point in his past.


One day, Arimane was simply strolling around the orphanage to spend his boredom when he stumbled upon a large crowd blocking the main hall. When he approached to inspect what was going on, the first thing he saw was the headmistress.


It was the old woman who had brought Arimane to his bed years before. When he looked around, he noted that the children appeared quite excited. At the same time, he spotted a group of adults entering, who then spoke to the headmistress.


"Hey, what’s going on?" He asked one of the older children. The kid was around sixteen years old, but when he turned around to see who called him, he trembled and froze.


Arimane was only thirteen then but almost everyone knew him. The genius who had joined Moria's special forces and had become one of their biggest assets as the best sniper of the orphanage.


If there was a military rank for the orphans, he would be ahead of everyone by a huge margin. That's why the boy made a salute to him and respectfully greeted him.


"You can stop that. So? What’s this ruckus for?" Arima waved his hand.


"Yes," the adolescent relaxed and glanced at the group of adults discussing with the headmistress. "The orphanage welcomes potential parents today. To adopt us."


"What?" Arimane scowled. "Do they know even who we are at least?"


"Yeah, they know," the orphan smiled wryly. "Those people perfectly know what kind of installation this place is. Most of them are ex-soldiers or have connections with the army. And a lot of the children here are excited about that, even if they won't escape the life of a soldier, it's a dream for them to have parents."


Arimane fell silent and eyed the group of people on the opposite side of the mob. He understood the feeling; to wish for a parent. But he believed that he didn't need anything like that. He just turned around and walked away without any further comment.


The orphan who had responded to him could only smile wryly before focusing on the situation at hand again. As Arimane was leaving, a woman that was in the group of ‘parents’ happened to spot him. She stared at him until she couldn’t see his back anymore.


After leaving the hall, he directly made his way toward the squad’s training ground since he had nothing else to do. When he arrived there, the only people present were Erin, Jin, Tieria, and Tiria. They were not really training per se, they were just lazing around. Since the squad was pretty active these days, the training was basically on the battlefield and the rest of the time was consecrated to relaxing.


"Where did you go?" Tieria inquired curiously when she saw Arimane entering.


"I just went on a stroll. I passed by the main hall. I didn't know that adopting was a thing here," he remarked as he sat down next to the girls and Jin.


"Oh, yeah. We didn't tell you about it, huh?" The latter exclaimed. "What are your thoughts on that? Do you want to have a family?"


Arimane shook his head. "It's not that I want one or not. It may be interesting but I don't feel like it will be really useful."


"Well, it's your choice," Tiria shrugged and Tieria also nodded.


"Now that you're here, let's play a game of poker," Jin suggested and pulled out a deck of cards. "I can teach you some techniques and tricks to win if you want. Hey, Erin, do you wanna play too?"


"Sure," Erin closed his book and went to sit with them. Jin shuffled the pile and gave a hand to everyone. "By the way, Arimane, I don't think it's a bad thing to have a family and it's something worth trying."


Arimane was taken off guard by the sudden statement and frowned at Erin. The squad’s leader merely smiled and place a chip in the middle of the table. At the same time, the cards in his hand suffered a slight change but no one noticed.


When they all revealed their hands, Erin won with a straight flush. Jin grunted. "I knew it…" He grumbled and shuffled the cards once again.


Erin smirked and remained silent.


"Arimane, keep your eyes open. You have the best sight, that's why he distracted you," Jin uttered.


Arimane's eyes widened and he immediately understood what happened. He nodded and concentrated on Erin's actions during the whole match. In the end, sometimes he’d notice and others no, but the more he looked, the more he learned.


A few games later, he started winning every time and with each victory, Erin and Jin's expression darkened a bit more. Tieria and Tiria watched in awe as they didn't even perceive a single inconspicuous movement.


"Mh? What's wrong?" The teen asked whilst smiling. The four players were silent, dead silent. But in their heads, they were basically screaming.


‘Don't act innocent like that! It doesn't suit you!’


They stopped playing only after an hour when Jin actually abandoned and raised his hands in defeat before leaving the room. Everyone shrugged and separated after that.


The sun was setting down. As Arimane was heading to his room, a voice suddenly resounded in the corridor behind him.


"I finally found you," the feminine, slightly huffed voice jolted his mind. He turned his head to look behind him. The woman was around thirty years old and she was smiling at him in the softest way imaginable. He immediately recalled her as one of the adopters he had seen in the main hall earlier.


She had dark brown eyes and black long hair; her figure wasn't exceptional but it still was fairly attractive. She was quite pretty but more than beautiful, Arimane would rather say that she was charming. But, beneath all of that, he clearly sensed that this woman wasn’t simple.


Jin had also told him that those coming here to adopt were quite special. Arimane glared at her warily. When she saw that, the woman stepped back as she was surprised by the look the child in front of her had in his eyes.


She smiled nonetheless and approached him. "My name is Scathach Blade, you can call me Scatha. Would you become my son?" She asked gently although her demand was quite blunt.


Arimane raised an eyebrow and turned to face her. "Why would I accept? Why did you choose me in the first place? I didn't even address you once."


"I just saw you and thought that you were the ideal choice."


"…You didn't even ask the headmistress about me?"


She shook her head. "No. I was just sure you were the one I was looking for."


"…" Arima deadpanned at her. He found her quite silly. "Then give me a good reason to follow you. I'm not against the idea of being part of a family if you want to know. But I want you to give me the motive to do so."


Scatha's eyes widened in surprise and she chuckled afterward. "I wasn't wrong after all. Before I answer, can I ask for your name?"


"Arimane."


Scatha nodded. "It's a cool name. I'll call you Arima from now on, is that okay for you?"


Arimane frowned again. "…sure?"


"Then Arima, the reason why you will come with me is simple," she grinned as she sent me an amused look. "It will be fun.”


“…”


Arima was genuinely astounded and his expression changed in consequence. He was silent at first but then he suddenly started laughing as if he couldn’t hold it back anymore. Perhaps it was the first time he had ever laughed so full-heartedly in his entire life.


"Fine. You went for it and won the bet. That is indeed good enough reason for me," he snorted. “I accept.”


"Then let's do it again," Scatha said as she extended her hand. "My name is Scathach Blade, let's get along."


Arima shook her hand and nodded. "Sure. My name is Arimane Blade, I share the same opinion," he purposefully added Scatha's family name to his own and she showed a dazzling smile in return.


"Then let's go, the allowed schedule is almost over. We have to inform the headmistress," Scatha declared enthusiastically as she dragged Arima with her to the main hall.


When they reached their destination, they immediately went to the headmistress. The old woman was stunned to see Scatha pulling Arima by his arm.


"I will adopt this little guy. Could you register it for me, Jane?" Scatha said to her and the old woman rubbed her eyes for a second, wondering if she was seeing right.


"…Arimane, do you agree with Scathach being your mother?" She asked before officializing anything. When he nodded in approval, she sighed and pulled out a paper from a nearby desk. "In that case, Scatha, please fill and sign this file," she handed it to Scatha along with a pen. "Also, Arimane, you don’t need to notify Moria about this, I’ll do it myself."


"Oh, he's in Moria's squad?" Scatha abruptly took her eyes off the papers.


"Yes, you didn't know? He's the little genius that we found in front of the orphanage thirteen years ago."


"I see. So, it's him…" Scatha muttered and finished completing the file. She gave it back before turning toward Arima. "I understand a little better now. I knew there was something strange when I first saw you. So you are that famous kid and also Moria's pupil, huh? It all makes sense."


Arima shrugged. "You could at least have asked me for my identity before deciding to take me in."


"Fair point," Scatha giggled. "Anyhow, let’s not waste our time. I’ll bring you to your new home right away," she stated and opened the front door.


"Bye, Ma'am," Arima bowed his head to Jane and followed her new parent. The old woman quietly observed until the door was closed and sighed.


"I didn't expect him, out of all people, to actually be adopted… Well, he's an avid learner, I guess he will be more than satisfied with Scatha," she muttered and phoned Moria to tell him the news.


***


After around an hour of driving, Scatha finally arrived at their destination. When Arima stepped out of the car, he was slightly surprised to see the house.


The whole thing was actually pretty big. There was even a vast garden in front of the house which looked fairly grandiose and well kept. It wasn't really a mansion, but it wasn't an inaccurate way to describe the house.


"Let's go in," Scatha said and unlocked the front door with a finger imprint scanner. Arima followed her in and admired the interior. As expected, it looked really modern and sophisticated.


"Well, I suppose it's your new home from now on, right?" Scatha smiled and turned around to look at him when they reached the very spacious living room.


"Yeah," he casually answered as he looked around. "What's your job in the end? I kinda can see that you have military experience but I don't believe that you’re a soldier."


Scatha tilted her head. "Is that really the first thing you should be asking?" She sighed. "But, oh well, I can show you. Follow me," she uttered and walked to a certain door in the living room. When she opened it, a staircase leading underground was lighted.


Scatha smiled and started going down the stairs. Arima stared wide-eyed before deciding to follow. What lied at the end of those stairs was a very large room. It was efficiently lighted and you could also clearly hear the sound of the powerful ventilation system


Arima’s sight instantly focused on a big modern stove with all kinds of tools next to it. Across the entire room, you could see many cold weapons and firearms lying on the ground or put against the wall.


Arima frowned. "You're a blacksmith?"


"Bingo. I make any kind of weapon that requires metalwork. But since most firearms are made in chain these days, my main job is to take on custom commands," she explained whilst picking up a strange tool that looked like the combination of a hammer, a knife, and a plier.


Arima had to admit that he was quite interested in the equipment around him. Scatha glanced at his expression and smirked. "How is it? Do you want to learn?"
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                Arima was staring at the weapon he was holding. It was a sort of glaive that was slightly bent and had some little dents on its blade.


"…This is not what I expected," Arima muttered and Scatha chuckled in amusement.


"It's already a really fine piece for your first work," she remarked and grabbed the glaive. “I can tell you what's wrong with it if you want. The weight is not even, it's heavier and lighter at places it shouldn't. That solely means that you badly distributed the steel. It's not a grave mistake since it's something that needs training and experience."


"Also, while you were making the shape of the blade, you were too rough," She smiled and put the blade down. "These are all basics that you need to learn until a certain extent before you can start working on things more delicate like gun parts."


Arima nodded and noted that down in his mind.


It had been a week since he had been adopted by Scatha and she started teaching him since then the ways of an artisan per his request.


“In the future, I think it’d be a good idea to teach you some swordsmanship as well.”


“Swordsmanship? Why?”


“Because you need to at least understand what you’re making. If you know how to wield a blade, you will be able to picture how you want it to be after forging.”


“You learned it too?”


“Of course, I did. I don’t want to brag, but I’m legitimately a master when it comes to swing a weapon. But, well, since I don’t think you really need to go that far, perhaps it’ll be a good idea to just teach you some reputed techniques. Starting off with kendo for instance.”


Arima mused and nodded. “I guess it’s a good idea. I have nothing to lose learning it.”


"Yep, even these days, especially for an enhanced soldier like you, a sword can still be and is one of the deadliest threats on the battlefield,” Scatha chuckled. “In any case, with this said, let's take a break. It's already been a week and all we did was practicing forging. It makes me happy to see my son enjoying my profession but that's not how a family should act all the time," she said and turned off the stove.


She then went up the stairs and signaled Arima to follow her. When they came back to the living room, she turned off the workshop's lights and closed the door.


"So, what are we going to do?" Arima tilted his head and asked.


"Well, of course…" Scatha put on a coat and smiled. "Shopping," she stated and Arima frowned.


‘Why does it sound so dreadful?’


They left the house a few minutes later and Scatha drove to the nearest market hall. When they reached their destination and Arima exited the car, he once again admired the vehicle.


"By the way, why do you still use this type of car? It’s quite old, isn’t it?" He asked Scatha and she smiled as she closed the vehicle’s door.


The car was an old-style black mustang. Although it had been modified to function with Eion energy, it was still rare to see this kind of car and in such a good state.


"It was my father's. He really loved it. I remember the day he told me about how he got this car and wouldn’t stop grinning throughout the entire story. Although I had to tune it because it worked on gas before, this is my memento and I’m obliged to keep it as long as possible," Scatha declared and Arima solemnly glanced at the car.


They entered the shopping mall afterward and started wandering. The whole place was very clean and open, it was full of people and the shops were very varied.


"Oh, you still don't have a phone, right?" Scatha abruptly joined her hands as if she had thought of a great idea. She brought Arima into a certain shop and directly went to the display cases with him.


"Their form didn't change a lot in the last years," she commented whilst grabbing one of the smartphones. "Maybe one day they'll perfect virtual technology but we'll have to continue with this until then," she paused and took two thin phones which she showed to Arima. "Which one do you prefer?"


Arima raised an eyebrow. "Do I really need it? I never used one and I'm good this way."


Scatha smiled and chose the phone herself. "They're really useful though. You can track your position from absolutely anywhere, you can obviously call people, and more importantly, you can search for anything on this, anywhere, anytime. You have unlimited access to the net. Isn't that the dream for you?" She said whilst concluding the transaction for the phone.


Arima's expression made a full 180° as he extended his hand for the phone. Scatha chuckled and handed it to him. He immediately began to familiarize himself with it.


"Thanks." He configured it for five minutes and then put it away. Although he had never used a phone before, the complex military equipment was more than enough to introduce him to portable technology.


"No problem. You're also really smart, so you should get into hacking or basic programming at least. Even if your squad already has someone like that, believe me, it’s really useful on the field depending on the situation," Scatha added and Arima nodded in understanding.


"Now, it's time to do what we came here for," she grinned then dragged Arima into a clothes store. She had come here today with the goal of being able to fill an entire wardrobe for her newly adopted son.


At first, Arima didn't think much about it. He was just trying on some clothes. He, of course, realized that Scatha was a bit picky and took her time but he patiently waited.


His expression started sinking when they visited their fourth shop. At that moment, he started to really question the situation. They had been there for an hour and the only thing they bought was a shirt which he had to carry himself.


Two hours after that, there were only two more clothes chosen and Arima was quite on his wit's end. Then, at some point, he witnessed an annoying scene while he was waiting for Scatha to come out of a shop. It was merely a simple group of young men harassing a couple of girls.


Nothing too shocking nor too deranging. It wasn't the first time Arima came across something like that since he entered the market. On top of that, it was usually a very light kind of harassment; just some guys trying to flirt a bit. In any case, since he was walking along with Scatha, he didn't try to do something and just assumed the security would intervene.


But now, he was already quite annoyed himself and since they were just a few meters away from him, not caring about how loud they were being, veins began to pop on his forehead.


Arima slowly put down the bags and cracked his knuckles and neck to relieve his tension. He slowly made his way toward the group with a passive face. Right now, more than helping these girls, he just wanted to let off some steam. When he stopped right behind the guys, the girls that were being pestered looked at him in surprise.


Arima tapped on the shoulder of one guy.


The latter immediately turned around with an exclamation and saw Arima standing behind him, perfectly straight with his hands behind his back and a smirk on his expression. Although he was only thirteen, Arima looked on the outside like a fifteen-year-old boy and he also was tall since his height was already close to 1.7 meters.


"What do you want, kid?" The man frowned and asked. He wasn't exceptionally rude and Arima had to give him credit for that.


"Nothing, really. I just wanted to ask you if you could leave them alone," Arima pointed at the girls with his chin. The two girls looked at each other and nervously waited for the man's reaction.


As expected, he just laughed.


"Listen, boy, it's none of your business. Go back to your mom," he placed his hands on Arima's shoulders and snorted.


Arima nodded. "Fair enough," he snickered and grabbed one of the man's hands. The guy grimaced when he noticed he couldn’t move his hand anymore.


"But sorry," Arima spent a portion of his strength and the wrist made a scary sound as the man fell on his knees crying. "I'm not in the mood to be diplomatic. Don’t worry, I didn’t break anything. At worst, it’s just fractured," he smirked and hit the man's stomach with his knee. His eyes rolled and he fainted just after.


The moment he fell flat on the ground, Arima moved like a ghost. One of the three remaining thugs was sent flying for a few meters by a kick. Arima then disappeared in the eyes of the average people and kicked the tallest guy in the leg before grabbing him by the collar when he bent down because of the pain. He flung him over his shoulder toward the last thug and the two fainted when they crashed together against the wall.


Arima's smirk gradually lessened and it slowly reverted to a natural smile. He dusted his clothes and turned toward the two guards coming over.


"What is going on?" One of them asked Arima with an odd look; he had witnessed his performance on the way.


"You can take these guys in custody," Arima casually waved his hand and showed the two guards his dog tag which was had now been finalized with the name 'Blade'. The two guards trembled and saluted right away.


Of course, it wasn't nearly enough to be a soldier for them to behave like this. But on Arima's tag, there was a golden star engraved on it. That generally meant 'special forces', but not only that, it also meant 'enhanced soldier'.


Arima returned to the shop and spotted Scatha leaning against the wall with an amused smile on her face. He shrugged and picked the bags up again.


"You're really a little soldier, huh?" Scatha smiled and commented as they walked away.


"Well, yeah. That’s not new," Arima responded and Scatha smiled wryly.


"True."


Arima glanced at her and wondered. "Can I ask you something?”


“Hm? Yes?”


“Why did you want a son? I can understand why you chose a military orphanage since someone connected to the dark world can't really hope for more, but why did you decide to adopt in the first place?”


Scatha's eyes darted. "Well… whether it was a son or a daughter, it would have been okay as long as I had a good feeling with-"


"Don't change the subject," Arima interrupted her.


"Fine…" Her expression turned even bitter. "Well if I had to say why. It would be because I was lonely. I don't think I will ever marry in my life. But I always wanted to have children. In the end, I opted for adoption. Also, I wanted someone to give my legacy to. Passing over my forging skill was not really my intention at first; you wanting to learn it is more of a bonus."


Arima seemed to a bit surprised. "It's surprisingly honest and innocent," he remarked and Scatha felt a bit awkward to be judged by someone of half her age. "But it's fine with me. You are a good person. I don't think you would ever fail as a mother," he affirmed.


Scatha giggled and increased her pace. "Then let's continue. We need to finish your wardrobe," she announced and entered another shop.


Arima opened his mouth and scowled. He blankly stared at her as she stepped inside the freaking shop. But when he saw the genuine happiness in her expression, he could only shake his head and follow her.


He told himself that it couldn’t be that bad. That's what he thought, and that's what he immediately swallowed back the next day when they went to a different mall. And five days later, he collapsed on his bed after Scatha had finally finished Arima's clothing collection. She had even picked clothes of higher sizes to anticipate his growth.


That day, Arima swore that he would always go shopping alone. Then, within the same week, Scatha went to him and said something that really poured wine on his gears. "You'll attend school starting from next week. At least until you're sixteen."


"…huh?"


***


Fortunately for him, his squad was designated and called for a mission the next day. That allowed him to have some time to think.


"Isn't that a good thing? I never went to an actual school," Farro uttered as they were flying toward their next zone of operation in a helicopter.


"Yeah…" Arima mumbled. "But I don't really want to meddle with a ‘world’ so alien as a school."


"Well, I can understand that," Farro shrugged.


For an accomplished and full-time soldier, going to school was almost a torture. A peaceful but at the same time ‘naïve society’ was kind of deterring.


"She just wants you to be a bit more social. I think she's a great mom," Tiria also gave away her opinion.


"I think so as well. I would want to meet her. I heard of the name Scathach several times. She is a reputed independent and skilled manufacturer," Tieria complemented.


"Hey, focus! We're almost reaching the target!" Moria shouted from everyone's radios. "Arimane, take care of the enemy chopper scouting the area. Direction north-west. Our heli will move for you. Be ready."


Arima silently nodded and assembled his rifle He crouched down in the middle of the helicopter and tied himself with a belt. He lifted his weapon and pointed the barrel toward the closed door. He nodded at Tieria and she opened it for him. Powerful gusts of wind and pressure instantly came in but Arima indifferently looked through his scope. He locked on the target and inhaled.


After a second, he abruptly shifted the barrel to one side, obviously not pointing at the target. But when he pressed the trigger, Tieria closed the door without any sort of doubt or hesitation on her face.


The targeted chopper started acting strangely and crashed on the ground a moment after as Arima was already back on his seat with his rifle stowed in its case.
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                At Cross Island.


Three days later, the classes had finally been called for the beginning of the competition. As Arima had already explained before, the eliminations were to be a ‘one class vs another’ format.


The whole elimination will unfold during a single day and the students couldn’t even have the time to rest for the next day when the main competition was scheduled to ensue. It was made on purpose for the students to learn how to save their forces and also to compete under pressure.


The morning of that day, Arima led his class to a similar arena as the one found in the PA, a closed area within a spatial barrier. Their opponent this time was one of the classes from Heriz Land.


Of course, Arima didn't have any kind of information about the students composing that group.


But the moment he laid his eyes on them, he was already sure of the victory. He just sat down in the stands and closed his eyes, waiting. His class followed and casually waited together with him. The teacher on the other side felt provoked and scoffed at them.


Soon after, the ten judges arrived and took their places in the center of the arena. Arima didn't find Raal and Karia among them which meant that they were overseeing another match.


"It's time to begin. We'll start off with Heriz’s class. Students, please release your auras at the same time. Also, please keep in mind that the use of the soul contract or a soul beast is prohibited for this test," one of the judges instructed and the concerned participants readied themselves.


They then all started to release their aura to their full potential. All of the judges breathed in and concentrated to precisely evaluate the magnitude. After a minute, they signaled them to stop.


"Alright, let us talk for a moment," the judges gathered and discussed for a minute.


"We decided on the final result. The strongest aura we sensed was at the seventh level, the lowest was at the fourth. We then counted the number of people for each level and counted points corresponding to their level. The final result is 210, the multiplicator attributed will thus be 2.1," he declared.


"Now, it's time for the Main Land's representatives," the judge added and Arima's students confidently showed off their strength.


When the aura hit them, the judges were stunned. For this evaluation, any enhancement by soul resonance of any sort wasn't allowed. But the strongest aura they felt was at the eighth level. And the fact that there were two of them was even more astounding. Even after that, they felt five at the seventh level.


The two who were releasing the biggest auras were, of course, Ferzia and Gaodu. The latter had undergone a huge boost thanks to his inheritance and the former was overwhelmingly talented from birth. And then, there were the seventh levels like Ofia and her sister. But it was also important to say that almost everyone was at least at the sixth or fifth level thanks to Arima's insights and training.


"That's enough," the judges finally said after their momentary shock.


"The final results are 245… they will be given a multiplicator of 2.45 in consequence," he announced and Heriz’s class' mood plummeted. 2.1 and 2.45 didn't seem to be that far apart but it actually demonstrated a huge difference in ability and practically established their opponents' victory.


"The next part of this evaluation will be on aura manipulation and killing intent control. For this, please release your aura and make it as calm as possible. Then, release your killing intent and do the same whilst maintaining your aura. The two classes can try at the same time. Tell us individually when you are ready to be scored," the judge explained and the students immediately did as they were told.


It only took around twenty minutes for the judges to analyze every student's control.


"It's over. We have rated you with a score ranging from one to ten. We will add up all of those scores and make an overall mark for the class and then apply the multiplicator," the judges announced and concerted a bit before giving the results.


"Main Land, 303; times 2.45: 742. Heriz Land, 304; times 2.1: 638," the judges gave the results and the classes were surprisingly almost equal. But with the multiplicator’s effects, Arima's class still won easily. It was also true that Arima didn't teach them a lot about control. He had just told them that it was important but never emphasized any kind of training method for it.


"Okay, it's time now for theory evaluation," the judges didn't wait for the students and just announced the start of the next part.


"We'll start with the Main Land for this round. Please come on the arena one by one." The instructions were given and the first one to enter the arena was Isla. She just went first without telling anyone and her comrades could only look as she jumped on the arena.


"Let's start then. We need to be quick since there are a lot of people to test. So, show us your best theories. In both elemental and non-elemental categories"


Isla smiled and nodded. She decided to first go with mind magic. She gathered her spirit and released a powerful mind wave around her that even made the judges frown. The theory was strong thanks to Arima, but it should have been stronger than that with the exact theory Arima had taught them. But it always depended on innate aptitude in the end.


Magic theories were different for everyone, sometimes they could even be of opposite meanings for the same element. Ultimately, a magic theory only needed to make sense and the more logical and deeper it was, the stronger the magic would be.


For this test, the students were graded based on the efficiency of the magic, how strong was the magic compared to the mana used, and the time spent casting. But you could also be evaluated on particularities such as, for example, what Isla performed just afterward.


She cast the Eternal and Infinite Water technique Arima had given her. The moment the magic was conjured, the judges were completely overwhelmed this time. They couldn't understand the theory behind it at all. They could only see something like a jelly that could transform into vapor at will. They also understood that it was extremely strong and efficient.


"You can stop now," one of the judges said with a bit of sweat on his forehead. The judges then talked through telepathy and nodded at each other. "We give you an eight for your mind magic and a ten for your water theory. Your final score is nineteen."


Isla received her score and smirked before returning to her class. Her friends welcomed her and Arima watched with a smile.


After that, it was a simple 'butchery' for the other class. All of Arima's students had a high score on theory. The most talented ones in that category, like Ofia and Balan, even got a ten out of ten for both parts of the test.


Nobody got a score under seven during the entire test. The team from Heriz felt even more downcast. They also underwent the test and the final results were given shortly after.


"Main Land, 351; times 2.45: 860. Heriz Land, 304; times 2.1: 638," the judges gave the results that everyone anticipated. After announcing them though, they looked at each other and all turned toward Heriz Land’s class.


"Do you want to surrender? If you choose to continue now, you won't be able to step down," one of them suggested. The teacher of the concerned class sighed and raised his hand.


"We surrender. I do not wish for my students to face such humiliation," he lamented.


"The winner of this round is the Main Land. This will be all for this match," after that final announcement, Arima laughed lightly and his students felt extremely awkward. This was the third time in a row that their opponents surrendered before the last test.


"If Raal was here, he would have gone on a rampage," Arima remarked as he left the arena.


Arister yawned. "Well, that was quick.”


Chulainn’s yawn followed. "Why did we need to come here in the first place? Don't tell me you were worried about those little monsters?"


"To be honest, I never thought once that they would lose," Lanya chuckled and stated.


"Same here," Night and Karma affirmed simultaneously. The whole class heard their conversation from behind and spent the rest of the day being smug about it.


***


Back in time by a few weeks, to the moment Karez went through the Hell Gate. 


The former Hell convict’s vision went black for a second then completely white until he could reopen his eyes. He was welcomed by the sight of a red desert.


Karez looked around with his lifeless eyes, his expression barely changed. His figure disappeared once he pinpointed his location.


"I need to hurry. It won't take long for the devils’ side to realize Kerberos didn't return," Karez muttered as he crossed a thousand miles in a few seconds. The red sand below him was lifted by the air-piercing speed.


‘I wonder; how much time do I have before Heaven’s forces arrive? A few minutes? A few hours?’ Karez thought. ‘It's regrettable that time is distorted here,’ his eyes sharpened and an odd dark aura spread around, its power seemed to be as strong as a Second Divine’s aura.


His speed increased once again as flew over an outlandish forest made of ashen earth and red plants. If you looked carefully, you could see small figures walk on the ground. They were all either exhausted to death or screaming for their lives as if they were being tortured.


Karez couldn't care less and reached his goal ten minutes after entering Hell. He landed in the middle of a volcanic area, perfectly representing how people would picture Hell. He extended his hands and the dark energy he controlled escaped his body.


It started infiltrating the earth and after a moment of silence, the ground started shaking violently. The volcanos spurted out lava and magma rocks. Countless crevasses opened and a crimson fire blazed from inside of them.


Even Karez had to fly up to avoid the flames’ destructiveness. Meanwhile, within this chaotic and fiery land, ominous and strident voices echoed.


It took a full hour for multiple auras to suddenly invade Hell's surface. Hands emerged from below the ground and from the crevasses, completely unhindered by the flames. Numerous silhouettes came out of the ground to stand on firm ground.


Giants, demons, beast-men, humans, beasts, monsters; some of every race. They all came out of the ground at the same time.


The ones that stood out the most were a certain she-demon, a beast-man, and a terrifying monster.


The demon was a gorgeous woman with eyes that appeared to be made of precious stones and everyone around her acted as if they were her servant.


The beast-man was an old-looking man with a white beard, white fur, and dog tails and ears. The ones near this man acted differently compared to the demon; they did not bow to him but instead retreated away from him in apparent fear.


The giant monster looked like a devil taken from the most horrifying tales. Huge horns, the lower body of a goat and a humanoid upper body. His head seemed burned and covered in blood. His fangs were sharp and numerous as they could be seen without him opening his mouth. There wasn't any better description than devil.


The final touch that made Karez grin widely was their overflowing life force. The forces of those three particularly were undoubtedly at the Third Divine. And although everyone else was way below that, they were all still at least at the Fifth Sky of the Earthen Realm.


"It's time for war," Karez's expression twisted as he laughed like a madman.
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                The end result of the preliminary eliminations was the undisputed wipeout of the Heriz Land from the tournament. At that point, even Arima felt bad for them. Since the incident with their King and after being actually overtaken by Main Land's rule, Heriz certainly wasn't in a good state from the beginning till the end.


The finalists were thus the two classes originating from the Main Land plus the strongest one from Yeron Land. For this core part of the tournament, each class was assigned a letter to identify themselves with. Arima's group was now class A, Velvet's was B, and Olien's, the teacher from Yeron, was C.


As he had guaranteed, Cekrad called the teachers to explain to them the details concerning the remaining tests. The three that were used during the eliminations remained unchanged while two added ones numbered two. As Arima had explained before, the new tests were about magic control and core manifestation.


The evaluation for the core was pretty candid. The core’s manifestation was assessed based on the core's size, purity, and affected area. For example, how far Arima's 'garden' could spread after manifestation is what we call the affected area, or the influenced area.


For Arima, it spanned for hundreds of miles on average. Of course, it’s him we’re talking about. Truthfully, the average affected area in this competition was nowhere near that figure.


Compared to that, the test on magic control could be quite tricky. It was very different from aura manipulation or even magic theory. It was simply the ability to hold onto your magic and control it with your will.


The regular way of evaluating this aspect was to make the students conjure a moderately strong magic and make them sustain it for a given time whilst distracting them with something else. Points are given depending on how long you last.


The thing that changes every year is the magic the students are asked to use and the method used to distract them. Things can be easier or harder depending on both of these variables.


"This year, the students will be asked to conjure a plain gathering of neutral magic with a set quantity of mana that one of the judges will show them. I'm sure you understand that it's a really effortless task," Cekrad said and the teachers nodded.


"The true difficulty for this year will be the distraction imposed on them. They will be put under the constant pressure of my disciples' aura," Cekrad declared and the teachers' reactions were quite varied but mostly disapproving. 


Even Arima frowned a little. Using magic whilst being pressured by the aura of an individual at a higher Realm was incredibly arduous, even restrained.


"That's all. The tournament will resume right away. Please lead your classes to the main stage. You have half an hour," the old man said and the teachers left the room.


It didn't take long for them to bring their classes to the largest closed space of the island. The new stage had a giant stone arena with a six-branched cross inscribed on it. Around it, there were also six pillars that formed a hexagon when joined together. 


When they arrived, the teachers told their students what was going to be in the magic control test. They were unsurprisingly shocked and anxious about it.


"Hey, listen," Arima raised his voice so that it could be heard by his entire class. "This test is nothing but a contest. You're not fighting against those three disciples; you're competing against those kids who are in the same boat as you. If you get pessimistic just because you will be in the presence of someone stronger, your concentration will go down." 


The students looked up to Arima with renewed determination.


"In the end, this whole test can be summarized into one theme. Willpower. I have already emphasized this more than enough in the past. You have to toughen your will and always keep it strong," he concluded and his students nodded strongly.


"Now it's time to begin. I can assure you won't lose in life force, nor magic theory. After that though, it all depends on you if you want to take that win. Mana cores, magic control, and combat… these three are entirely up to you to prevail," Arima stated and sat down with everyone on the benches. Then, the students were ordered to step into the arena.


"Arima," Chulainn suddenly called as he opened his eyes; his expression and tone were worryingly dark. "This is bad."


Arima closed his eyes and mused. "I see… So, I assume you know where this ominous feeling is coming from.”


"I do. Karez, that guy…" Chulainn gritted his teeth. "I don’t how he did it, but he opened the Purgatory."


"The Purgatory?" Arima raised an eyebrow and so did the rest of his group that was listening.


"Its name itself is self-explanatory. The Purgatory is an eternal prison where the gods and devils alike imprisoned some really dangerous and cruel criminals," Chulainn explained. "The purgatory should be unopenable so I didn't think of it before. But now I realize that there was indeed that possibility since he had stolen a part of the core's power."


"What does that mean in the end? Since it opened, the prisoners are free, right? What are they going to do?" Lanya asked.


Chulainn shook his head and snorted. "It's a fair question. No one really knows or remembers those locked up inside of the Purgatory. Still, I'm sure that they won't be amicable. But the main point isn't that, it's what Karez's goal is by doing this."


"And what is that?" Night inquired with a heavy tone.


"A war. He wants a war," Chulainn responded and Arima sighed.


"I will ask just to be sure," he muttered and put a lollipop in his mouth. "A war between who and who?"


"The ones who live in Hell, the devils, and the ones ruling from Heaven, the gods. It's a war between them," Chulainn answered solemnly.


"So, what? Karez wants a war, so he opens the Purgatory. Fine. But why would the prisoners and devils follow his wish for battle?"


"A compromise most likely," Chulainn immediately responded and Arima rubbed his eyes whilst groaning.


"Aah… I get it now," he uttered and momentarily directed his eyes toward the three classes that were releasing their auras in front of the judges, including Raal and Karia.


"What do you understand?" Arister asked.


"If we summarize, Karez wants a war but he attempted to destroy Hell's core in the past. Why would he wish for war if his motive was simply to destroy Hell? That’d be useless. It means that his motive doesn't have anything to do with Hell, nor with Heaven since he targeted Hell's core first. I would guess that his goal is to destroy the entire Plane."


"So," Arima paused and looked at Chulainn. "The compromise Karez made is a deal with Hell’s forces to destroy Heaven's core instead of Hell's. Like that, the Plane will still be destroyed and he won't have to face any big retaliation directed toward him.”


"Additionally, it’s a war between devils and gods and on both sides, there will be two different groups. People say gods are good and devils are evil but everyone is the same in the end. I'm sure there will be gods trying to destroy Heaven as much as there will be devils trying to save it," Arima concluded and bit the candy in his mouth.


"That guy merely wants pure destruction through extreme chaos. He will take cover behind the war and destroy Heaven's core without any interference." 


When he finished, his group had to spend some time to process everything until Chulainn nodded and gave his approval.


"You're right. Sorry, but we can't wait a lot more. I don't really wish for the whole Plane to be annihilated. Imagine the number of people that will perish."


Arima smiled. "It's fine. I'm already on it," his mana discretely escaped his body and time around the arena accelerated. No one noticed except Cekrad who glanced at Arima in confusion.


"{Go faster,}" Arima sent telepathically and everyone on the planet began to notice a bizarre vibration under their feet. The atmospheric pressure abruptly increased and the sun also started moving faster.


"I want to get that Earthen God's life force before going there," Arima said and Chulainn nodded.


"I'm okay with that. With the time gap you just set up, barely a second is lapsing in Hell for an hour here."


Everyone around tensed a little bit. Although Arima was pretty chill about it, Lanya, Arister, and even his two closest partners obviously understood that the war coming was something that would decide the fate of an entire Plane and their lives with it.


***


"The Purgatory…" Azes muttered. "This is the worst scenario," he grumbled and teleported to reappear in front of a huge white gate in the middle of the gods' city. 


"Seriously, what is going on these days?" He mumbled and multiple gods arrived at the same place as him within the next instant.


There was one of them who looked particularly strong and influential. Even Zeus who had also arrived eyed him warily. He looked like he was in his thirties and had blue eyes and hair. He was the god known by mortals as Poseidon. The famous God of the Seas.


It wasn't just him, a lot of powerful gods appeared all at the same time in front of this spectacular gate. Their names could all be found in ancient mythology.


‘Almost all of the High Gods are gathered here,’ Azes thought and looked at Zeus as he walked toward the giant gate.


"Since you're here, you all must be aware that the Purgatory has been opened. We assume that it's Ojure Karez’s doing. I will now open the Heaven Gate. We have to stop them as fast as possible!" He bellowed and put his hand on the gate. Wholly white lightning escaped his hand and spread across the surface of the gate as it slowly opened.


***


Karaskan was examining Pandora when he suddenly felt the Purgatory's energy. He grinned and started laughing.


"It's like everything is hinting me to open this box. Hell, Heaven, Chaos, War. What a sweet combination of words. Even better when we add Pandora and Life Hunter to the lot."


"Should I say; is this the work of your fate, Death Hunter?" Karaskan smirked.


***


"What should we do? Heaven’s Gate is opening; I can feel it. The Purgatory's prisoners started moving as well," a young-looking man in black clothing calmly asked a man sitting on an imposing throne.


His appearance was mainly humanoid but his body reached a height of five meters. His eyes were ostensibly closed as if he was sleeping. He was wearing a red and black attire with an adorning cape.


When he heard the man speak to him, he slowly opened his crimson eyes and started speaking with an unfocused gaze. "I'm just here to govern. I don't care about the higher worlds or Heaven. As long as they don't destroy our core, I won't move. You should do the same, Belphegor," he uttered with an indifferent tone and Belphegor nodded silently.


"Wait, Hades," a man's voice echoed within the dark throne room as a new figure appeared from the shadows. He had stunningly attractive features but the most striking one was definitely his pitch-black feather wings.


Hades glanced at him and sighed. "What do you want, Lucifer?"


Lucifer smiled courteously. "I suggest that you reconsider. This war is something that should've already happened a long time. I allege that it is time to sort things out with Heaven. And this is something that you should lead."


Hades stared at the fallen angel and his pupils narrowed slightly. "Tell me; why I should listen to you?"


Lucifer's smile became even wider, gradually turning into a full grin. "I would not dare to order you. I merely wish to share my opinion. But if you truly need a purpose to participate in this war; I'm fairly sure you will be able to get your revenge on him."


The crafty angel's words finally brought a reaction to the overlord's expression. Hades gazed at Lucifer for a moment before straightening his back. He then slowly stood up. As he was lifting his body away from his seat, one could see a consequential amount of dust falling from his clothes, which indicated how long he could have stayed immobile on his throne.


When he was fully standing, the walls of the castle they were in started quaking and multiple flames lit up to lighten the room. Lucifer and Belphegor both kneeled at the same time.


"Lucifer, I will ignore this affront for now," Hades spoke as he looked through the stained glasses of his castle. 


"So, he came back, huh? That human, Karez, is quite bold to start a war by himself…" He paused and stepped down from the pedestal adjacent to the throne. He sighed. "Is it really time for a conflict? I wonder…" He muttered with an emotionless voice.

            

    
        118. ''We'll cheat a little.''

    
    
    
    
                For the life force assessment in the second round, the students had been allowed to use resonances. So, at the moment, one could see numerous transformations occurring across the entire stage.


The judges smiled wryly as the pressure increased to an overkill level, even for them. They had to help each other to not falter under the aura.


But as they were doing that, they suddenly felt a massive force join the fray. They all snapped their heads toward Arima's class and spotted the two princesses holding their hands. They both had an almost identical appearance as well; they were like two twin harpies. But what shocked them wasn’t their appearance but their combined aura that could even rival theirs.


On top of that, they also perceived two other auras at the ninth level. It was common knowledge that the more you go up, the harder it is. For example, going from level seven to level eight could take a year, but then going from eight to nine could take five years.


The judges were very aware of that and that’s why they were dumbfounded to see such powerful individuals under the age of eighteen. They seriously began to consider requesting Arima to be their mentor.


Even Raal couldn't help but wonder how strong he could become if he were to let himself be taught by Arima. Karia smiled wryly and started counting the score of the classes by herself, waiting for her colleagues to wake up from their daze.


It took the jury ten minutes before they signaled the students to stop.


"Okay, I'll announce the results," Raal announced.


"Group A: …290; 2.9," he actually hesitated before giving the Arima's class’ score but he then continued on with the other classes.


"Group B: 269; 2.69."


Velvet's class wasn't bad either but, in these circumstances, the difference between group B and group A was rather significant.


"Group C: 274; 2.74."


Olien's class was surprisingly above Velvet's as one of his students was at the ninth level.


"This concludes the life force evaluation. Now, only group A will remain on the stage. You will be evaluated on aura and killing intent control once again since resonances can improve these types of variables.”


“Group A will be evaluated first. The class with the highest score will receive three points, the second place will get two and the third will obviously get one point. As you all know, by the end of the competition, the class with the most points will win. After, of course, taking the multiplicators into account."


The students nodded and a few minutes later, only Arima’s class was still on the stage. They unleashed their spiritual forces without wasting any time. Raal observed them and grinned when his eyes fell on Kine. He was a Blood Eater himself. He was quite happy to see a kindred demon and her improvement.


It was the same for Airon. His control over his killing intent was a lot deeper. Gaodu's overall control was also really impressive. And that wasn't all of it, the control displayed by Ofia and Lena was almost perfect.


"Enough, you can stop," Raal declared and the students sighed before dispelling their resonance and getting their spiritual forces back inside their bodies.


"Next group; the results will be given at the end," Karia announced and group A left the stage to leave place for Velvet's class. The control they showed was quite beautiful as well. The judges reacted very positively to it but nothing really stood out.


Then, afterward, it was the last group's turn. When those students released their spiritual forces, the judges' eyes narrowed and almost all of them jumped away. They couldn't react at what they had just done since it was completely on instinct.


Raal and Karia were definitely the strongest judges there and were the only ones who managed to keep their calm. They both scowled at a certain student. His expression was impassive and his eyes empty, even his body language only demonstrated dullness and indifference. He was the one who had revealed an aura at the ninth level during the previous test. And the scariest thing was that he didn't use any resonance to reach that level.


But even considering his impressive life force, the killing intent he was exuding was too powerful for a teen. He didn't even care about controlling it. He just purely and carelessly released his entire bloodlust.


Arima glanced at the kid and frowned. That kind of killing intent wasn't really remarkable to him but it was kind of startling. He was just confused since that intensity would require someone to kill hundreds if not thousands of people.


"Stop," Raal ordered with a darkened expression and the class promptly withdrew their spiritual forces. Raal then beckoned the other classes to come back whilst nodding at Karia. She stepped forward and started announcing the results.


"The ranking is as follows; A, B and… C." It was ironically in the alphabetic order but it didn't amuse anyone as they knew that if this were an evaluation on killing intent intensity, the third class would have won without a doubt. Merely with that single student's performance.


"The points will be attributed; A: 3, B: 2, and C:1," Karia said and a light projection in the sky appeared to display the numbers.


"Next. We'll continue right away with magic theory. The order will be the same. Class A will pass first," she added and the tournament continued without anyone mentioning anything about group C’s anomaly.


For that particular evaluation, there wasn't any surprise. Arima's students had spectacular theories and easily won as their teacher had predicted. The two other classes unexpectedly tied and ended up both in second place.


Thus, the points were updated; "A: 6, B: 4 and C: 3."


Raal briefly read them out loud then called the teachers separately. He talked to them about how the core manifestation was going to be graded. This time, only one student from each class was going to be assessed. The teachers were therefore supposed to pick a student and send him on the stage.


Arima chose Gaodu. Velvet chose a female student of hers who was named Mila. And predictably, Olien chose the student with the astounding killing intent named Yrion.


The first one to pass was Gaodu. Once on the stage, he invoked his inheritance without any hesitation. He was rapidly surrounded by a divine aura and his appearance changed in consequence.


Arima watched this and mused. It was a similar situation to Chronepsis’. Dionysus was supposed to be one of the strongest and most popular gods of Greek mythology, not far from Zeus and Poseidon themselves. But Chulainn confirmed that Dionysus never became a Heavenly God in his lifetime.


Arima had already confirmed that Dionysus's soul had completely fused with Gaodu's, leaving no doubt. But he also found out something else in the process. Dionysus was still a proud God and a fairly unique one. Although his strength wasn't at the Heavenly Realm, his abilities and persona were at the level of a Heavenly God.


That's why; the moment Gaodu commenced his core manifestation, two different lights appeared around him. It wasn’t one, but indeed two cores.


Everyone was shocked at the sight and even Cekrad stood up with squinted eyes. Although the two cores were not fully matured or exceptionally pure, there were still two of them, which was more than rare.


As everyone was gawking at the cores, the manifestation continued and the entire arena became covered in vines. A pleasant fragrance invaded the air and a pink colored fog emerged from Gaodu's body.


The manifestation spread throughout the arena and reached the benches where the teachers were. Raal was quite surprised as he observed everything unfold. The arena was actually quite big. If we carefully measure the distance the manifestation went through, it would be around a mile away from Gaodu.


Raal waved his hand and Gaodu nodded before retrieving his cores. Once his manifestation disappeared into pink and white particles, Raal signaled Mila to step in without waiting for anyone to recover from their surprise.


“Yes!” The young girl replied and walked to the center of the arena and inhaled. Her core soon formed beside her. When Arima saw it, he smiled as he glanced at Velvet.


The judges and Cekrad also showed a similar reaction. Their expressions were a bit odd, but it definitely was not mockery, far from it. They were instead congratulating her to have found such a talent.


Mila's core was indeed special. To be exact, its form was special. The core wasn't spherical like the others but had the shape of a prism. Its size was also quite significant, a lot larger than Gaodu's cores at least.


It simply meant that she had a bigger and purer mana pool. Her core’s form though was very special. It was a unique constitution that signified one would naturally have purer mana than others. These kinds of people are also renowned to recover mana at a high rate.


Her manifestation then finally began. All around her, flowers started blooming endlessly until they reached a distance equal to Gaodu’s.


Raal nodded and told her to stop. The flowers promptly turned into petals and then vanished as they were blown away by the wind. It was then Yrion's turn to go.


As he stood in the center of the arena, he crouched down and suddenly punched the ground. He buried his fist and closed his eyes. His mana then started flowing out of his body and the ground shook. From the underground, countless stone spikes emerged and like a wave, they reached the benches and even beyond.


Arima and Cekrad both acted at the same time and shielded the students and the spectators from the threatening spikes. Following that, Yrion pulled his hand back and released a shining red core within the same motion.


Arima glanced at the core and snickered. It was as he expected. That kid's soul was bathing in so much blood and killing intent that it had unsurprisingly nurtured his core similarly. As proof of that, from the tip of the earth spikes, ethereal blood started flowing although it hadn't pierced anything.


"That's enough," Karia raised her voice slightly and Yrion ended his manifestation. Instead of disappearing though, the spikes retracted and returned underground.


When that happened, Cekrad waved his hand and repaired the arena in the blink of an eye. The judges concerted together afterward then the results were given by Karia.


"The first place for this test goes to group C. The second place is tied since we deemed the two to be equal."


The points were now; "A: 8, B: 6, and C: 6."


"So, it's now, huh?" Arima muttered as the next test was announced. He took a glimpse of his students’ anxious expressions and mused. Indeed, the ensuing test was what worried the students and teachers the most; magic control.


Arima slowly stood up and before he even was completely standing, he had already teleported near his class. The two other teachers also went to see their students.


"I already told you about the important aspect earlier. Now, I will just give you something to go through this," Arima said. "I put it in my books but it's not something that is easily learned. That's why," he smirked. "We'll cheat a little," he declared and snapped his fingers.


Suddenly, his class and himself disappeared. Cekrad's eyes widened and he instantly turned toward Arima's group for answers.


"It's okay," Night smiled, doing his best so that his expression wouldn’t betray him. "He just needs to talk privately with them for a minute."


Cekrad raised an eyebrow but still nodded. Barely half a minute later, Arima reappeared along with his class before returning to his seat as if nothing happened. Meanwhile, his students stepped on the arena with a really peculiar feeling. If you looked closely, you would see some of them were holding back their laughter.


"How long?" When Arima sat down, Chulainn impassively asked.


"Well, not much. Maybe twenty hours or so," he answered and his whole group chuckled together.


“That’s not fair though. I thought you wouldn’t do that,” Night remarked and Arima chortled.


“I could have done any time before anyway. This is just to make sure of a few things. On top of that… considering our opponents, it’s not that unfair. Don’t mind about the details, just appreciate the show,” he lightly laughed.

            

    
        119. ''…Count the score.''

    
    
    
    
                When class A was ready to undergo the test, the three disciples left Cekrad's side and stepped on the stage.


"Ready yourselves. We'll begin with the lowest intensity we can achieve, the seventh level, and then we'll gradually increase it," Mandus explained and the students nodded in understanding. "Good, now cast your magic to start the examination."


The students then conjured a blue sphere the size of a basketball and maintained it above their palms. At the same time, the children’s eyes faintly glowed but no one noticed.


The three disciples looked at each other and concurred before freeing their aura.


The students were rapidly struck by the pressure and their expression suffered a drastic change. The intensity was correctly set at the seventh level, but it was more than just that. They felt oddly powerless under that aura. It came from individuals hundreds of times stronger than them after all.


Every student immediately resonated and prepared themselves to cope with anything that would come at them.


Cekrad noticed that none of the students’ magic had been wore down. He thought that this was strange since they should have at least been a bit surprised when the pressure fell on them and lost their focus in consequence.


The three disciples shared the same opinion. They looked at each other again and elevated the intensity by one level a bit earlier than planned. This time around, although some of the students were showing obvious signs of weakness, their magics were not dispelled at all.


"What did you teach them exactly?" Chulainn observed the scene and asked Arima.


"Hm… isn't that parallel thought?" Lanya remarked and Chulainn looked at her in surprise then back to Arima in shock.


"Did you teach them parallel thought in twenty hours?"


"More or less," Arima shrugged. "I could only teach them how to create a single overlaying thought. But that should be sufficient. Right now, they’re using this newly created second mind to maintain the magic whilst they concentrate to resist the aura’s pressure."


Chulainn's eyes widened. "Parallel thought sounds like an uncomplicated theory at first, but it's actually hard to use. And you're telling me you taught some kids how to use it in merely twenty hours?"


"Yeah," Arima smirked. "Some of them were even capable of using after the first seven hours."


Chulainn groaned. "…I want to ask you what theory you used but I don't want to lower myself to that."


Arima snickered. “To be fair, they don’t need to move right now. So, it makes things easier. And you seriously have no use for it anyway. You biologically have three heads and so you have naturally three separate minds. And all of them are as potent as the 'principal' one. There's no dissonance of processing power like classic parallel thoughts. In my opinion, you’re the one cheating the system," he uttered and Chulainn covered his ears with his paws, feigning ignorance.


Five minutes in, the disciples raised the aura to the ninth level and some of the students finally fell unconscious and their magic was dispersed.


When the first seven students fainted, Arima immediately teleported them away with a single glance and healed them at the same time. Cekrad was about to do the same but the speed and efficiency Arima presented made him speechless.


When the trial’s difficulty reached the tenth level, most of the remaining students instantly lost and were retrieved by Arima within a second. Now, there were only ten students left standing; the ones that Arima was the most confident in. He also believed that those ten students could have resisted until now even without a parallel thought. Especially Ofia and Lena.


The three disciples were quite impressed that ten people were still holding on. Before going further, they looked toward their master. When they got his permission, their aura mutated to correspond to the Semi-Earthen Realm.


This time, everyone's countenance sunk by being under the influence, even partially, of the energy of a totally different Realm. Most of them collapsed on their knees and the aura was so intrusive that it even perturbed their second minds as their magic wavered for the first time. The three disciples didn't need to do anything else for five of them to faint.


The last ones were now Lena, Ofia, Ferzia, Gaodu, and Airon. The latter's performance was fairly impressive since his level wasn't that high compared to the others. But he had great mind power and still withstood the pressure even if he had to be on all fours to do it.


The three disciples sighed and agreed with each other before releasing an aura at the First Sky of the Earthen Realm. The result was to be expected, the children lost control over their mana in the blink of an eye.


The only ones who managed to resist longer, albeit by just a few seconds, were Lena and Ofia since they could basically share their willpower through their connection. But they ultimately had to surrender. Even Arima had never inflicted them a pressure so powerful since he was relatively soft on them.


"That's it!" The older disciple, Kuin, shouted and the aura regressed until there was no trace of it.


"Seven of you lasted until the ninth level and twenty-three of you lasted until the tenth level," he announced. "Then five of you managed to endure the pressure of the Semi-Earthen Realm."


The term ‘Earthen Realm’ was something that Arima shared in his books and since then, everyone started using it to refer to what was above the tenth level.


"And finally, five of you resisted until the First Sky. Naturally, the points attributed to those who lasted until that point will subsequently be high. Thus, class A amassed a total of 448 points," Kuin declared and the same number appeared in the sky under the letter ‘A’.


"Next group," Mandus immediately called the next class and Velvet's students stepped forward a bit nervously. All of them knew that they were not going to do better than the previous class.


Even Velvet had to admit that as she sighed and glanced at Arima. She also looked warily at Olien and his student, Yrion. She was extremely cautious of this kid. She honestly wondered if she should make her students abandon if they ever had to fight him. Not because of humility, but simply for the sake of their wellbeing.


The examination for group B went smoothly and without surprise. The first ones lost control at the eighth level and there was only one student who managed to stay until the Semi-Earthen Realm and it was evidently Mila.


"Group B’s score is 364."


 Velvet wryly smiled and shook her head as she heard the score. She knew that this test wasn't for her class.


"Group C, it's time," Kuin said and Olien's class took place in the arena with Yrion being the center of attention.


The moment the students conjured their magic, the disciples released their auras for the third time. Nobody lost control at first so the three disciples soon raised the pressure to the eighth level.


Surprisingly, only three students couldn't take it. After that, at the ninth level, thirteen of them stepped down. It was only at the tenth level that most of them lost control. But there were still three of them that remained until the Semi-Earthen Realm, including Yrion who appeared to be unfazed by the pressure he was faced with until now.


Once the aura of the First Sky was released, only Yrion managed to resist. He gritted his teeth and his body transformed as he triggered his resonance, which he had never used before in this competition.


His silhouette slowly morphed and his skin became covered in red scales. He grew a pair of wings and a tail emerged from his lower back. Night frowned and stood up.


Yrion actually possessed a resonance that could change him into a dragon. But unlike Arima or Lanya, his appearance was closer to the actual beast than a human. In this form, he shockingly confronted the pressure of the First Sky.


"This…" Lanya murmured with a surprised look.


Night nodded grimly. "This kid killed a dragon to get that soul contract," he sighed and sat down. "It's not like I feel bad for all dragons but…" He paused. "I can hear the dragon's soul screaming in anguish as we speak," he snarled and a cold light flashed through his eyes.


Even Arima had a rather unpleasant feeling whilst eyeing Yrion. Usually, no one could irritate him so easily, particularly if that same person did nothing to him personally. But that kid displayed a clear and absolute disregard for any form of life.


He clicked his tongue. He disliked that kind of attitude since it remembered him of his past-self. He glanced at Yrion’s teacher with a probing expression. Olien seemed to be totally unperturbed by what was happening and Arima would even say that he didn’t seem to care.


Kuin beckoned his two comrades and they all increased their auras to the maximum. Mandus and the third disciple could only go until the First Sky but Kuin’s life force was at the Second Sky.


Yrion finally revealed a struggling expression as he slowly fell on his knees. There was sweat flowing down on his draconic figure and some of his scales were cracking loudly. He was actually at his limit even before he was struck by Kuin’s full aura but he appeared to be adamant in continuing. His eyes were unfocused and indifferent. He didn’t display any obvious sign of pain or fear, his face was devoid of emotion as he struggled to maintain his magic and consciousness.


The three disciples looked at each other with a strange look. They didn't know what to do anymore. They couldn't muster a pressure higher than this one. To release more aura, they would need to actually cast magic.


Even Arima was impressed. To persevere under the pressure of three individuals at the Earthen Realm was admirable. And the fact that Yrion was still preserving the ball of mana although he was on the brink of mental collapse was even more remarkable.


"Restrain your auras," Arima instructed. The three disciples who were called so unexpectedly looked for their master's opinion.


When Cekrad nodded, they stopped releasing their aura. Yrion weakly gazed at Arima and was barely able to see his sigil glow before he experienced the strongest pressure he had ever felt and blacked out.


Arima blinked and his aura disappeared. "He resisted until the Third Sky," he stated. The three disciples gulped. They knew that the aura he employed was truly at the Third Sky but the complexity and magnitude were simply horrifying compared to theirs. They even thought that it was far stronger than their master’s.


"…Count the score," Cekrad ordered and the three disciples were jolted from their stupor.


After a moment of silence, Kuin opened his mouth. "Class C's final score is… 453."


"This signs the end of this examination. The points are now; A: 10, B: 7, C: 9," Karia announced once Cekrad’s three pupils had walked away.


"And now," Raal smirked and addressed everyone excitedly. "It's finally time for the battles!"


As he was about to continue speaking, Karia abruptly cut him along with his overflowing enthusiasm.


"The first round will be group A against group B," she said. "It will then be B vs C and A vs C. Between each round, the students will be fully healed by Sir Cekrad. Each victory will provide two points. That is why it's an opportunity to catch up. Good luck," she explained everything in one go and Raal's expression twitched.


"Now, teachers; please send your students in groups of ten. Class C will be asked to leave to not have any advantage on their next opponents’ strategies and abilities," Karia announced and smiled impishly at the sulking Raal.

            

    
        120. ''I don't give third chances.''

    
    
    
    
                For this particular part of the tournament, Cekrad had apparently decided to turn the 10 vs 10 into a 40 vs 40. Thus, once the eighty students stepped on the spacious arena, the match officially began. Of course, with a big figure like eighty fighters, things could happen in a lot of different ways.


Strategies were more than welcome in this kind of setting. And since no one expected the fact it would be a confrontation between groups of forty, it would require some adaptability and quick thinking from the students.


The first thing Arima's students did was using the custom telepathic link that their teacher had given them. It allowed them to communicate together without having multiple thoughts clashing against each other.


The underlying principle was simple. If someone sees it as a computer program, it's even easier to comprehend. A telepathic network usually fails because people's thoughts can clash against each other and cause a backlash. But with Arima's theory, it filters every thought and sends it toward its fixed receiver. And the one who is given 'administrator's rights, the leader, has the possibility to send a thought to everyone, bypassing every other without clashes.


This kind of theory is only possible to use when you think of human thought as a simple signal that you can deviate or control while having extensive knowledge of how brain waves function. That is why Arima could create this kind of theory so easily.


The class' strategy was quite modest though and was the one that Arima came up with at first.


Five students would stay behind and simultaneously use the Fifth Red Art to gather as much mana as they could. Mana is as important for mages as electricity is for machines. So, of course, having an energy tank charging behind your back was certainly beneficial.


At first, Velvet's students failed to understand until they finally noticed that most of the mana in the air was being siphoned by their opponents.


It was without saying that the less mana there was around you, the less you could replenish your mana pool. That alone was a big disadvantage. But the scariest aspect of the Fifth Red Art was that it could directly steal mana from the soul if the ambient one was insufficient.


The one who noticed what was happening first was a boy named Gile. For Velvet's class, he was basically the equivalent of Irian, and one of their aces. Velvet could have put him in the following fights but she decided to put him in the large-scale battle. Class B's organization for their communication was a 'chain'. A student was connected to another who was connected to the third one and so on.


Gile was at the top of the 'chain' end everyone effectively received orders from him. He nodded at everyone and kicked the ground to be the head of the spear. His figure started changing as he was running. He soon transformed into a four-legged animal. His resonance was a bit special as he completely changed into an animal.


"Oh?" Arima exclaimed in surprise as this was the kind of resonance he wanted to attain with Night, although a lot more complex and stronger.


The result of that resonance was a huge black rhinoceros who charged alone toward the full team of forty. His comrades soon followed him.


The reaction on the other side was immediate, they all moved synchronously and went out of the way of the rhinoceros as if they had planned it beforehand.


Gile had now a clear path leading to the rear and that fact perturbed him greatly. He chose to bury his legs on the ground and forcefully stop his charge. He knew that once he would be immobile in the middle of everyone, they would encircle him and attack. But he preferred that over going straight into a trap.


Instead, he promptly conjured his magic and lifted his front legs before slamming them down in the next motion. The stone arena cracked and the ground started shaking.


The earth began to move like a living creature and attacked class A in all kinds of ways. The rest of class B then joined the fray and quite a chaotic battle erupted. Magic flew in all directions and the arena lit up in a multicolor rave.


Arima watched with deadpan eyes at the sky where fireballs, water streams, and boulders were being flung in all directions.


"This is just a mess… I should have taught them how to fight a big number of enemies," he muttered and winced. "I forgot."


"Hey…" Night stared at him incredulously and shook his head.


In the end, the first battle didn't last long. Although Gile's performance was outstanding, his class was beaten by the perfect coordination of class A and their mana gathering strategy. They were inevitably pushed back and at some point, the judges attributed the victory to Arima's class, adding two points.


Following that, it was time for the tag teams. The first fight involved Ofia and Lena. Even if the other side did everything they could, the winners were undisputed as class A won once again. They continued on a winning streak until Irian fell against Mila in a one versus one.


His advantages over her were next to nonexistent and he was forced in a contest of endurance which he lost because of his opponent's ruses.


In conclusion, class A came out victorious six times out of seven. Velvet could only smile bitterly in face of such a result.


She understood that Arima's students were above hers in every aspect. She also felt like the main reason why her class lost so badly was that his students seemed to be awfully experienced to fight.


"Alright, onto the next," Raal announced. "This time, class A, please leave and free the place for class C. The students will be healed and the tournament will resume in thirty minutes to let them rest."


When he said that, Arima guided his class out of the spatially-closed arena and then went back inside a minute later. His students were confused at his behavior but still followed him back in. Then, when they saw that the fights were already over, they were struck speechless.


Since Arima had altered time inside the arena, upon leaving it one would obviously be a victim of the time gap. In fact, earlier, when class C exited the arena, he had to sneakily set a time array around them so that they would not notice what was going on.


When he came back, it was to see that class C had come out victorious. Class B won the first round but lost all of the others. Incidentally, when Mila was about to face Yrion in a solo match, Velvet chose to surrender for her student before it could even begin.


Arima thought that it was a good decision. He glanced at her and Velvet shrugged at him with a helpless smile. She strode toward the benches with her students and now could only wait for the end of the tournament whilst being clearly aware that her class would definitely be third on the podium.


After thirty minutes of rest, Raal quietly observed as Arima's students stepped on the arena. "This final round will determine the final winner of the competition. Class A with Arimane Blade as its teacher and class B led by Olien Urian," he declared and the forty versus forty commenced right away.


Olien's students attacked instantly and fiercely. They didn't even hesitate even a second and directly chose full offensive. They started working together to separate their opponents into different groups. They then targeted the group gathering mana at the very back.


Arima snorted when he saw that. It felt as if they knew about his class' strategy. He squinted at Olien and shrugged. He didn't care either way. He was quite confident that his students would win the next fights. The only hitch was Yrion. But he alone wasn't enough to threaten their victory.


Eventually, class A lost the first battle because their opponents had acted too fast and controlled the flow of the fight all the way from the start until the end. After that, as Arima expected, the two following tag matches were easily won by his class. His class' victory was basically assured at that point.


But the competition continued and it was Ferzia who had to face Yrion. She would absolutely refuse to abandon or step down so Arima didn't even try. He wanted to see what Yrion could do anyway.


When Karia gave the signal, Yrion kicked the ground and struck toward Ferzia barehanded. He seemed to be a martial master as he only used close combat techniques and magic coated fists.


Ferzia was quite annoyed by that since her weapon was a two-handed sword. She chose to temporarily discard her sword and focus on her main attribute, speed. She stabbed her sword in the ground and lightning sizzled around her. She began to resonate through her soul contract with the lightning wolf.


When her resonance kicked in, she left an afterimage in front of Yrion and circled around him to kick him in the back.


Yrion seemed to be totally unperturbed by the hit's force as he spun in mid-air and casually landed. In the meantime, Ferzia swiftly pulled her sword back and used her speed to strike his opponent before he could recover his balance. Yrion reacted quickly though and caught the blade with both of his palms.


The lightning rumbled and went through his body. The ground below cracked for hundreds of meters. Ferzia didn't stay still and let go of her sword. She assembled lightning in her hand and thunder roared. Her eyes glowed and the clouds' darkened the arena.


"[Izanagi]," Ferzia placed her palm on Yrion chest and a lightning bolt fell from the sky to engulf his figure. The stone arena fissured and the sound of thunder penetrated the spectators' eardrums.


Within the lightning storm, Yrion channeled his mana and the stone below the arena emerged as a huge dome that protected him from the thundering magic.


Ferzia gripped her sword's handle and jumped back as her magic faded away. A second after, the dome made of earth crumbled and turned to dust. But, strangely, there was no trace of Yrion.


Ferzia frowned and her instincts abruptly rung bells inside her head. It was the exact same feeling that she constantly felt during Arister's training. Her wolf ears quivered and she hurriedly crouched. She looked up from the corner of her eyes to see Yrion's spear hand.


She slammed her hand on the ground and rotated her body to kick him. He blocked her strike with his knee and jumped back before silently looking at her.


Ferzia carefully stood up with squinted eyes. She recalled the attack that she had barely dodged and shuddered. She asked herself if that strike could have killed her if she had been too slow.


"It would have," Arima uttered, seemingly to no one in particular.


Arister's expression was somber and his fists clenched. Arima had stopped him from rushing in there the moment Yrion sneaked behind Ferzia.


"Don't worry. I can revive her as long as it's within five minutes," Arima calmed him down. His claim could sound detached but his words were certainly true. But that didn't pacify Arister in the slightest. They were still talking about her death, after all. He was already abstaining himself from killing Yrion on the spot.


"But…" Arima continued. "I don't give third chances," he stated coldly and Arister could only conform to his words.


Lanya glanced at Arima and then focused on the fight again with a silent sigh. She knew Arima was definitely going to defend his student if something like that were to happen again. And he would demand reparation in quite a radical way.


After her very timely escape from death's clutch, Ferzia decided to swap her strategy for a safer one and started taking advantage of her magic's range whilst keeping Yrion in her sight at all times.


After ten minutes of shielding himself from the lightning, Yrion finally triggered his resonance and transformed into a dragon. He flapped his wings and dashed past the lightning as the electricity was repelled by his scales.


Ferzia's eyes narrowed. Her last option was to bet on her speed. Her eyes flashed and her aura flared. The next thing she knew, her sword had been parried by her opponent's fist. In less than ten seconds afterward, the entirety of the arena became destroyed by their game of tag.


Ferzia halted after she had managed to delay Yrion for a few seconds. The ground below her started glowing in a blue light and a large magic circle was drawn. Yrion suddenly stopped and looked at the ground. He now realized that she had been drawing an entire rune on the ground whilst fighting him.


"[Llanto del Lobo]!" Ferzia intoned and the wolf silhouette depicted in the center of the circle shifted before a howl echoed. Thunder rumbled and a blinding light invaded the area along with the sounds of cracking stone.
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                After the massive explosion died down, Yrion was still completely unharmed and the hard fact made Ferzia sigh. She couldn't overcome the difference between their respective life force.


She lowered her sword after the light coming from the lightning faded away. Ferzia sharpened all of her senses to make sure she wouldn't get attacked from behind once again. But to her surprise, Yrion wasn’t showing any sign of moving and remained impassively in the same spot.


Ferzia scowled but then raised her hands. "I surrender," she declared clearly and loudly.


Raal nodded. "Class's A student admitted defeat. Class C wins this fight. Please send the next students.”


As everyone was already expecting the next fight, Yrion's expression twisted out of the blue and his killing intent suddenly flared. He kicked the ground and charged toward Ferzia who had turned her back to him.


The judges were unable to react as Yrion closed the distance separating him from Ferzia. The only people who reacted in time were Cekrad and Arister who both were keeping an eye on him. But before they could even take a step, the world around them slowed down.


Arister could only watch, unable to move, as Arima stood up from his seat and casually and slowly stepped on the arena before walking toward Yrion.


He casually approached him and frowned at his expression that reflected nothing more than the desire to kill. It was as if he was possessed by the thought.


Arima sighed and flicked the teen’s forehead. Right afterward, the world recovered its normal ‘flow’ and Yrion was sent flying before crashing on the ground. He coughed blood, unaware of what hit him.


He felt extremely dizzy and brought his hand to his forehead. He then looked at his hand full of blood and tilted his head mechanically. He crawled out of the small crater he was in and then sensed something more horrifying and stronger than whatever he could have possibly imagined.


Despair was penetrating his mind, tickling his skin, and making him feel like an insect. An emotion that he never experienced before invaded his mind; the fear of death.


He wasn't the only one, everyone shivered and paled. They were all frozen. They couldn’t even move a single finger as they traced the source of their dread with their eyes. The man who was casually walking on the arena, releasing his killing intent that seemed capable of devouring their minds.


Although they were not even the target of that intent, it was so intense that even Cekrad didn't dare to breathe. It felt like there were a million blades touching the back of his neck, ready to impale him at any brusque movement.


The scariest thing with this killing intent was that it didn’t make you run but nastily poked your instincts.


The natural reaction your body would have if you had a blade touching the back of your neck would be to turn around and see what it is. That was how Arima’s slaughter intent behaved.


Everyone couldn’t help but feel the urge to turn around. But the fear that they might die once they turn their back to Arima made them stop any kind of movement. It was a vicious cycle.


When Arima stopped, Yrion could only see his foot as he looked from the corner of his eyes. As he was lying the ground, he could only feel Arima's stare while he himself couldn't move. On top of that, he could feel a faint aura pressuring him. He felt like the devil himself was preying on him.


"I gave you a second chance. But not only you didn't take it, but you also crossed a critical line. I don’t care if you appear to have no control over your murdering pulses. You’re too dangerous to be kept alive," Arima slowly said and it brought even more fear to Yrion.


"So, you leave me no choice. I do not kill deprived of motive. The day I can’t find a reason to why I ended someone else’s life will be the day I die," Arima uttered. He grabbed Yrion by his neck and pulled him up. "Look at me in the eyes.”


“[Fifth Black Art, Penitentia Conspiciunt] (Penance Stare)," he chanted his habitual magic and Yrion started screaming in pain.


After the kid’s mind was set ablaze and his eyes turned into stone, Arima huffed. "I see. There’s really no need to let you live after all. [Vita Venari] (Life Hunt)."


A colorless energy escaped Yrion's dead body. Arima glanced at Ferzia who was gawking at the events unfolding in front of her. He waved his hand toward her. Yrion’s life force directly went to her and she unexpectedly felt a surge of strength as she broke through to the ninth level.


She stared at her hands and the flickering lightning around her in shock. Arima nodded as if he was satisfied with the result and snapped his fingers. Yrion's body who was still in its dragon form slowly turned back to normal and the draconic features turned into a sort of mist. That mist congregated to create a small red marble in Arima's hand.


The latter inspected the marble and then threw it toward the benches. Night caught it nimbly and shockingly swallowed it. "Thanks."


"Well, I won't let you live. But dying like this is too easy," Arima muttered as Yrion’s body twitched and came back to life with a gasp.


Arima smirked and his sigil glowed. Yrion transformed into an amassment of light which slowly shrunk into a second marble; a black one this time.


"Chulainn, your turn. You can do it right?" Arima said and handed the small sphere to Chulainn who was on his shoulder.


The Hellhound hummed and downed the marble. "It should fine. I can still send people to Hell…although I can't go there myself," Chulainn's reply turned into a complaint in the last part.


Arima snickered and then looked at Olien. The man was glaring at him with a devious face. Arima silently drew Ira and pointed it at him. The targeted teacher clicked his tongue before his head exploded. His students shrieked as they witnessed the death of their teacher.


"What are you doing?" Cekrad couldn't stay silent anymore as he stood up. Arima's slaughter intent had been retracted so he was finally able to move without having to fight his own survival instincts.


Arima merely waved his fingers in response and badge flew off Olien's clothes and then fell into Cekrad's hands. The badge depicted the outline of cobra holding a knife between its fangs.


"This is your problem now. I will soon leave this continent anyway. It’s apparently an organization of killers or something," Arima explained as if he couldn’t bother. "That kid and his teacher, they were part of it. That's all I know. I didn't want to look into the memories of that creep."


Cekrad listened and gulped. He quietly decided to inform the Kings later.


"So, what do we do now? Do we continue the tournament or can you just end it now?" Arima inquired and Cekrad shook his head.


"No, that would be stupid. Your class is irrefutably the winner. But, although these are the circumstances, that man's class will still be placed as second," Cekrad answered and the last part of his sentence was addressed to Velvet.


She nodded in understating and didn't try to refute his words. She had already accepted to be third even before things escalated like that. In the end, the students from Olien’s class did have the ability to be ranked second no matter the circumstances.


When Arima's students heard that, they all sighed in relief and at the same time, in slight regret because of what just happened. But they still smiled and cheered for their victory.


Arima grinned while looking at them. “Now, it's time for me to say goodbye," he suddenly dropped a bombshell and the students stopped cheering at once. "I don't really know if we will meet again but I have to go. As your teacher, I hope you'll all make me proud," hea spoke without letting his students some time to react.


He was quite in a hurry. He eyed Arister who was standing beside Ferzia. "Will you stay here?"


Arister smiled and shrugged. "I think so. I wish you good luck. I'm sure you'll stop that war easily. But if you ever need my help, you can give me a call."


Arima chuckled and extended his hand. "It was fun to have you with us."


Arister shook his hand in return and laughed lightly. "The feeling is shared."


Arima nodded and looked at his group. "Let's go," he said and made his way toward the exit along with Night, Karma, and Lanya.


"Yes, and hurry the hell up please," Chulainn grumbled and Arima smiled wryly as the small dog started hitting his head with his paws.


When he was about to leave, the students finally recovered and bid him farewell. "Thank you very much for everything you’ve done," Ofia spoke first with a hint of sadness in her tone and everyone followed her example.


He chuckled and left Cross Island in the next minute.


***


"All right…" Arima resonated with Night and Karma turned back into a katana while Lanya entered the spatial storage together with Chulainn.


Arima's eyes lit up with a purple light and his aura started rising exponentially. His hair grew until his waist and gradually turned silver. His expression hardened and his scales became covered by a silvery hue.


He flapped his wings and flew off at an unimaginable speed for any human on the planet. He broke through the sound barrier in a second and his speed started approaching a thousand meters per second as he exited the atmosphere.


He sent a message to the Natural God at the same time and thanked him for the ride before assuring him that he would get some payback from Errastas. His wings started producing a glittering red mist to accelerate within the void.


"{How strong is that guy?}" Arima asked Chulainn while evading the different asteroids on his way and admiring the planets and stars far away. It was quite a unique experience.


"{I don't know much about Errastas. You should have asked Zesta,}" Chulainn responded. "{The only thing I know is that he is a descendant of the Ancient Giants, the most powerful mortal beings in this Reality after Pure Blood Dragons. And well, basically, he’s really big.}"


"{I already know that. I saw it with my own eyes,}" Arima snorted and waved his hand, destroying a huge rock on the way.


"{Anyway, he’s still an Earthen God. Don't underestimate him. Although you have incredible magic formations and endurance, Earthen Gods possess special abilities and embody a literal legend,} Chulainn said and Arima nodded.


"There," after half an hour or so, he mumbled as he spotted a certain planet. He flapped his wings and boosted his speed one last time.


He pierced the planet's atmosphere and was caught in the gravitational field. He spun during his fall and flapped his wings just before landing. But even if he decelerated as much as he could, when he reached the ground, he still razed several miles worth of landscape.


The planet seemed to be absolutely deserted and looked like the entire surface was just an endless canyon. Arima unhurriedly walked out of the crater he made and gazed at a certain direction with his purple irises.


"That's a mountain, right?" Lanya raised a question as she left the dimensional storage.


"A big mountain," Chulainn approved.


"Yep, a huge mountain," Arima complemented.


"{A mountain is a mountain after all,}" Night remarked.


"{Arima, can you recall me the definition of a mountain?}" Karma tried to be sarcastic but ended up asking seriously as the ground trembled and the giant mountain they were joking about started moving.


"Well, literally; a mountain is a high area of land with steep sides," Arima answered whilst watching the 'mountain' move faster.


"…It can also describe a huge quantity of something… like a mountain of… meat?"


When he finished, the giant he had seen previously thanks to Evergreen's help was now towering in front of him. The ten-thousand-meter-tall abomination perfectly obscured the sky.


"Okay, even for me, this a bit too much…" Chulainn groaned. "Even if that thing is only an Earthen God, I can't see myself defeating him. It’s more a problem with the limits of my imagination than anything else though."


"You're right… even if people say that size doesn't count. There's a limit. It's hard to overcome muscular density, weight, and size of a higher species," Arima added while making his sigil spin and collecting mana to conjure his magic faster.


"I might have to use more than Ragnarok to beat this…" He alleged and his skin paled unnaturally until it became gray. Then a few seconds later, it started crumbling into pieces. Half of his face turned skeletal as purple flames in the form of his sigil replaced his eyes.


"I will help you as much as I can. But I didn't expect that thing to be like this. I only heard he was a giant dammit," Chulainn cursed as he slowly reverted to his original form. His size increased greatly and his three heads returned.


"Neither of us are currently in the Heavenly Realm. And this guy's body may not be that far from it," his three heads spoke together.


"Don't worry. We can do this. It's not like our size doesn't constitute an advantage on its own," Arima said and crimson runes formed around him.


"[Agnitio Vultus Unus Mille] (One Thousand Parade)," he chanted a magic that he hadn’t used before and his bones thickened. He became taller and his clothes were altered to match it.


The final result was a ten meters' tall draconic skeleton, wielding Karma who had turned herself into a great sword fitting the new stature of her partner.


Errastas' three eyes opened. The third eyeball located on his forehead looked down at Arima's group.
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                "Who are you?" Errastas’ voice resounded and made the planet shake ever so slightly. Arima looked up and grinned. His skull deformed wickedly.


"You don't remember me?" He scoffed and let loose of his slaughter intent. The giant reacted badly and rolled his eyes.


"So, you are that one. I thought that I had dealt with you already," the giant spoke again and Arima snorted.


"Did you really think that you could eliminate me so easily?" He retorted and a hooded skeleton materialized above him. The 'Last Painter' commenced his work.


"That should have been enough to take care of the likes of you. You were not even in the Earthen Realm," Errastas' eyes glowed and he took a step forward, making the ground quake. "And even if the guardian of the Hell Gate is on your side, he's nothing more than a puppy right now."


"Ha, ha… aren’t you a funny one?" Chulainn laughed dryly and a circle appeared under his feet. His fire magic was endowed to his body and his body expanded even more.


"Don't underestimate an Earthen God. You might be a legendary-level existence but this is not Hell. You are weak here, Cerberus."


Errastas’ third eye glowed and the stone around him was lifted to form mountains.


Arima identified the giant’s third eye as a sigil. He took note of it and grandly released his aura. The sky darkened and purple lightning bolts fell like rain, each stronger than the previous one. He smirked and the hooded skeleton behind him spread its arms wide as it finished the drawing.


"[First Red Art, Ragnarök]," Arima chanted and the World Serpent moved.


At that instant, everything fell under his control. As if a warning to prove that fact, the purple lightning attacked the giant. The sky lit up and Errastas was trapped by a cage of electricity as thunder roared.


"Let's go. Lanya, wait for my signal. Stay with Chulainn for now," Arima instructed and deployed his silver bony wings casing an ashen net. He flew off and turned into a silver light.


Chulainn looked at Lanya. "Help me attack from here. We’ll use the Third Red Art. Even I am obliged to admit that they are the strongest magic I have ever seen," he uttered and Lanya smiled before nodding.


The Hellhound then raised his three heads toward the sky. He opened his three mouths and red light escaped his throats. Above him, in mid-air, three small black and red stones appeared and slowly started growing bigger while releasing very small flames.


Lanya traced a red circle above her with her rapier. Like with Chulainn, a strange stone formed and began to expand in size whilst releasing a dangerous heat.


Meanwhile, Arima reached Errastas's head and was about to go inside the lightning prison he had made when a shadow suddenly covered him from the side.


His expression changed drastically and the fire wisps he had for eyes blazed stronger until they produced purple smoke. Everything near him moved according to his will. The earth from the ground shielded him, the wind condensed around him, and his lightning totally stopped attacking the giant as it created a physical wall.


Errastas' palm emerged from the electric cage and went through every single defense Arima had put up before it struck him. He met the hand with his sword but he couldn’t possibly overpower the momentum of a giant’s hit. He infused a staggering amount of black lightning within his sword.


"[Aeterna] (Eternal Night)," the wave of energy came out of the blade’s edge pressing against Errastas's palm and exploded.


Arima phased his body but was still affected by the shockwave and although he impeded the giant’s palm, he was still literally swiped away as he rocketed toward the ground.


He crashed on a mountain, destroying it in its entirety. At the same time, Errastas' invoked his earth magic and manipulated the compatible elements around to attack.


Arima could only grit his teeth as he used Ragnarök to fend off the assault. "Back to square one…" He clicked his tongue and started chanting for another magic under his breath.


"Now!" Chulainn shouted and the red stones that were already hundreds of meters large shrunk and replaced the large mass of matter with a raging fire. Both Chulainn and Lanya proceeded to chant.


"[Maior acriorque] (Larger and fiercer)."

"[Quod quia vis accipere] (Take as much as you want)."

"[In oblivionem remittere pergant et deleant] (Release it in one go and destroy to oblivion)."

"[Third Blue Art, Fragor Magnus] (Big Bang)."


The four fireballs shined produced a detonation sound as they were propelled toward their target.


Errastas sneered and the sigil in his third eye activated once more. The ground below him surged and tried to engulf the huge fireballs. But the giant’s pupils narrowed as he noticed an unknown force impeding his magic formation. He grunted and took on the fire with his body.


He punched the four of them as they were coming at him. The magnitude of the explosion that ensued shocked him. He felt a stinging pain on his hand as his skin was ripped apart to reveal his raw muscles.


The Third Blue Art was called Big Bang for a reason. Arima conceived that magic with the idea that it could be charged indefinitely. To the point that if he were to stay immobile, every day, for years, providing mana to that red stone, perhaps he would create a nova as strong as the Big Bang.


Chulainn and Lanya used quite a large chunk of their mana and it paid off. Errastas scowled as he looked at his fuming hand. He then turned to look at Arima who was grinning at him. The giant knew it was because of him that he had failed to use his earth magic in time.


Errastas stopped playing around and moved his entire body. Although he was unbelievably big, and it’s still quite an understatement, his speed was nothing to scoff at. He swiftly punched the ground where Arima was standing.


Arima dodged the fist but still suffered from the air pressure that he soon dissipated thanks to Ragnarok.


"Seriously, this is too much..." He grumbled and looked at Chulainn. "Assist me upfront from now on. Lanya, I want you to prepare your 'Unblinking Draconic Eyes'," he instructed and Lanya complied before retreating a bit. She was still not strong enough to face an Earthen God head-on.


"Really…" Chulainn sighed and kicked the ground. He started running at full speed toward one of Errastas' legs. His hellfire ignited around him as he summoned a barrage of flames.


Arima flew up and grasped Karma with two hands. "Let's do this," he muttered and thunder roared as lightning gathered inside his blade.


"{No problem,}" Karma laughed. Black lightning surrounded Arima and covered his weapon.


He pointed his sword at the sky and the blade extended for a thousand meters through the use of lightning. Errastas' third eye glowed as he looked at the sword. At the same time, Chulainn opened his three mouths and conjured a terrifying pillar of magma that exploded on the giant’s knee. Errastas grunted in pain and half kneeled.


He ignored Chulainn for the moment and focused on Arima's incoming magic. He waved his hand and a massive axe fitting his size appeared.


Arima brought down his sword in the next instant.


"[Procidens Aeterna Noctem] (Falling Eternal Night)," he intoned and his lightning blade clashed with the axe.


The result was a powerful explosion of energies that damaged the planet even further. Arima mustered all of his strength to clash against the axe and his bones were already cracking under the pressure.


"{Chulainn, a little help would be welcome.}"


"I know!" The Hellhound responded as he jumped on Errastas's body and made his way up by running on his body. When he reached the torso, he jumped off before looking up at the giant's head from below.


He snarled and flames mobilized behind his fangs. He then roared strongly and three pillars of crimson fire went and exploded on Errastas's neck. The giant grunted loudly and lost strength in his arms.


Arima grasped the occasion and swung his sword. The axe of the giant broke and the sword continued until it left a huge cut on his chest.


The Earthen God hollered in pain before going wild in rage. He punched Arima with a speed higher than what he ever had displayed before and kicked Chulainn at the same time.


The two of them flew away and were buried miles away. Arima's bones suffered a lot of damage but started healing in no time. It was the same for Chulainn; his healing factor was naturally very high.


"{That guy is really hard to kill but he's kinda slow and his magic is not really a threat,}" Arima sent a telepathic message to Chulainn.


"{Yeah, but his hits still fucking hurt. Don't you have a way to end this quickly?}"


Arima grinned and looked at the giant. "{I could use the First Destruction Art but it's not really a good idea to use it now. But don't worry. I'm already working on something.}"


"{If you say so,}" Chulainn replied as he dodged multiple boulders two times his size. "{But hurry up, we can't fight like this eternally. He's slow but we are not really in a good position when we need time to go from his legs to his chest,}" he roared and spat out some huge fireballs.


"{It's alright, I know.}" Arima conjured Aeterna again and turned toward Lanya. "{It's time.}"


Lanya nodded and her eyes slowly changed into a resplendent light blue. Her eyes flashed with knowledge and awareness.


"{Chulainn, prepare the Third Blue Art for two minutes, at that position precisely, and aim at three o’clock,}" she started giving strangely detailed orders.


"Huh?" Chulainn exclaimed but still followed her indications as he moved to the emplacement he was told. He sought confirmation with Arima and the latter nodded.


"{Arima, for this to work, I have to use the Tome. You have to attack him with everything you have in the meantime. You know what I mean since you’ve already planned it,}" Lanya said and Arima smirked as he took control of Ragnarök.


The earth began to seriously antagonize Errastas and lightning finally started attacking the giant at full power. There were now multiple lightning bolts falling each second that would explode on contact with Errastas.


The giant could only grit his teeth as he tried to punch and squash Arima who was extremely focused on controlling the different elements. Even with parallel thoughts, right now, Arima was guiding air pressure, stone density and movement, cloud formation and lightning creation. All of that whilst fighting against Errastas, magically and physically. He couldn’t afford to lose his concentration.


But eventually, he couldn't avoid Errastas' palm anymore. He always had to move for hundreds of meters to escape each strike and he couldn't keep up eternally like that. But since he was going to get hit no matter what, he decided to give his all.


"[Terminus Confractus, CCC] (Limit break, 300)," he chanted and mana gathered dangerously in his arms. He gripped Karma and swung it toward the giant's hand.


When the two clashed, Errastas felt a strong pain on his hand as it was actually pushed back. Meanwhile, Arima's left arm crumbled into pieces and his right arm splintered. He inevitably dropped Karma but she started floating and stayed beside him.


"Okay… maybe this wasn't worth it. But at least I can say I beat a ten-thousand-meter-tall giant in a physical bout."


"{It's not time to brag about the fact that you discarded two of your limbs to just repel the palm of your opponent, Arima,}" Karma brought him back to reality.


Arima winced and flapped his wings to dodge the giant's next blow. "It's not as cool when you say it like that. Stop."


"{Arima, we're ready,}" Lanya informed him in the next instant.


Arima smiled and looked at the giant from above the clouds. "Let's end this then," he declared and glanced at the sky with a witty grin. "I will rightfully get my little revenge."

            

    
        123. ''It's open.''

    
    
    
    
                "{The timing is yours, Lanya,}" Arima said and Lanya immediately initiated her plan. She flipped the pages of the book she held in her hands and started chanting.


"[Auribus percipite verba mea] (Heed my words)."

"[Voluntatem meam] (Manifest my will)."

"[Summone gloriam meam] (Summon my ambition)."

"[Et meam impleat votum] (And fulfill my wish)."


Errastas soon noticed the strange fluctuations produced by the Lawless Tome. When his third eye looked in Lanya's direction, his expression turned very ugly.


"You! You're messing around with the Original Laws! How dare you?!" He bellowed so soundly that Arima could have been blown away if he hadn’t been careful. He stabilized in mid-air and used every element as his disposition to defend himself from Errastas' never-ending attacks. Next to him, Karma had reverted to her human form and used a replica of her weapon-self to assist him.


Errastas then noticed that Chulainn was condensing a massive red stone enclosed by fire. That stone had already reached a mile in sheer size. It had become something that even a giant like him couldn't overlook.


He thought quickly. He could either target Lanya who was using the Lawless Tome or he could instead go for Chulainn. He chose to aim at the latter since he felt like he was a bigger threat. For him, there was no way some random human girl could effectively use the Laws.


But although he had made up his mind, he wasn’t able to execute his idea as he abruptly couldn't move his legs. He looked down and saw a shining, white giant vine crawling up his body. Errastas was visibly shocked to see that. He turned his head and saw Arima’s chilling smirk deforming his skull.


At the same time, he saw something rather disturbing. A fourth person joined Arima’s group and went to the latter’s side. His eyes widened as he couldn't believe what he was seeing. In front of him, two identical versions of Arima were casually flying. Though one of them was completely unharmed and the other had only one arm left due to the earlier clash.


But there was, undeniably, two identical draconic skeletons grinning at him and he absolutely couldn't find any difference between the two. They had the same aura and presence. And it was definitely more than a mere copy as he also felt the same spirit waves coming from the two of them.


"[Third White Art, Doppelganger]," the first Arima intoned and the one who had arrived extended his hand toward the white vine.


"[Fourth White Art, Mid-Layer, Gaia Vineam] (Gaia's Vines)," he chanted with the exact same voice as Arima and the vine coiled around the giant further.


Of course, Errastas promptly grabbed the vine and tried to rip it apart. He managed to stretch it a bit but it clearly wasn't enough to destroy it.


"It's too late," the two Arima’s stated together. "Right, Lanya?" They both called and the person in question smiled.


"[Secundum iudicium tuum] (According to your judgment)."

"[Et implerem] (Accomplish it)."


She finished the incantation and the book trembled and slowly began to float as it left Lanya's hands. It hovered in the air and Lanya pronounced the last words.


"[Third Destruction Art, Pars Impios] (Lawless Tome)," the book's cover cracked and then shattered with a blinding light that covered at least half of the planet. The sound of fluttering paper then echoed.


When the vision came back to everyone, they all could see a new 'mountain'. It was a perfectly exact copy of Errastas. Lanya giggled and the two Arima’s laughed together.


The looked at each other and brought their fists together. "What a childish magic, don't you think?" Their voices overlapped as they asked each other.


Arima's clone wasn't just a simple copy. It was unquestionably another himself created by the Third White Art. They essentially shared the same soul. Although it was limited in time and they had to share their mana, it was still a frightening technique.


Arima had prepared it right after Errastas had hit him for the first time. At that moment, he had already realized that he would need something unpredictable to get out of the giant’s seemingly very perceptive third eye.


And so, he did. His doppelganger therefore conjured the Fourth White Art whilst hiding and blocked the movements of the giant without him noticing.


But now, it was time for the second 'copy' to take action. The Lawless Tome had apparently decided to make a clone of Errastas to fight against the latter. Arima felt it was quite ironic as he himself had used a magic to make a double.


Only Lanya wasn't surprised as she already knew what would be the result thanks to the vision that she had inherited from Chronepsis. At her level, she could see five minutes into the future and similarly, she could only maintain her eyes for the same amount of time. But it was already more than enough. With that power, her affinity with the Third Destruction Art was even higher than Arima’s since she could predict the result of the wish she gave and could thus carefully choose what to tell the Lawless Tome.


"{Yeah, it's cool and all, but,}" Chulainn's strained voice resounded in the group's minds. "{This thing keeps getting harder to control, if you don't hurry up, it'll blow up on me,}" he said as the red stone he was infusing mana into had already reached 1500 meters in diameter.


"{Don't worry, he's already on it,}" Arima smiled and responded as the Lawless Tome, under the giant's appearance, attacked its 'model'.


Errastas was forced to use his magic to stick to the ground as he couldn't shift his legs’ position because of the vine binding them.


That vine was also a magic comparable to Big Bang, it demanded time to cast but once it was around its prey, it was really hard to destroy it. Even if the caster was of a lower level than the victim, which was far from the truth in this case.


Errastas engaged in a contest of raw strength with the Lawless Tome. The two giants grappled each other and both buried their feet in the ground. The planet shook and Chulainn almost lost control over the 1600 meters large stone in front of him.


He sighed in relief inwardly when he was sure it was stabilized. "Hey! Can I release this thing already?!" He shouted toward Lanya who exhaled and shifted her eyes back to normal. She smiled and pointed at Errastas’ feet and the area around.


"There," she said and Chulainn grinned. The large volcanic stone he had created slowly shifted and the sigil on his tail spun.


"[Third Blue Art, Fragor Magnus]," he chanted and the stone compressed before becoming a massive fireball made of crimson fire. He roared and the fire ball was launched as the ground below him fissured.


It collided with the ground at Errastas’ feet and exploded. The blast which followed was deafening and the land literally disintegrated because of the heat.


The Lawless Tome, although affected by the explosion as well, took the chance and gave a last little push. Errastas couldn't fight back as his legs were trapped by the vines, and the stone he had been using to sustain his body was now demolished. Not only that but the fireball also hurt him badly and the pain did not arrange things.


In the end, he was pushed onto the ground by the Lawless Tome. The two colossi's fall crushed everything that still wasn’t ruined and both Chulainn and Lanya jumped away to escape the massive rise of dust and the earthquake.


Arima flew up and placed himself right above Errastas. He pointed his palm at the sky and Karma transformed into an adorned war spear. Karma then started growing bigger and bigger until she reached a length of a mile.


Arima grabbed the chain hanging from the handle with his remaining arm. "[Terminus Confractus, CC]," he intoned and pulled on the chain. The war spear was struck by lightning as it rapidly approached the ground.


Within a second, Karma stabbed the two giants through their stomachs. Errastas cried in pain while the Lawless Tome laughed and changed into white particles as he dematerialized.


Errastas was now completely frenzied and blood flooded his eyes. He grabbed the spear piercing his stomach and tried to pull it out. The white vine binding him also started to snap.


"Relax buddy," Arima's doppelganger uttered and threw a small black marble he had kept in his hand until now. "[Second Destruction Art, Cavum Nigrum] (Black Hole)," he chanted and the marble cracked and split in two.


The black hole covered the giant’s body at once. But the magic’s role wasn't to harm Errastas since it wasn't powerful enough. As proof of that, the Earthen God unrestricted his aura and fended off the attraction force.


Instead, the black vortex went through the giant's body and paused just under him. It stopped spinning and its attraction increased greatly. The gravity pinned Errastas down and he had now an even harder time.


At the same time, Arima summoned Superbia. The weapon then started accumulating plasma but it was slightly different this time.


Arima pointed Superbia at Errastas' third eye and a green magic circle was drawn right in front of the barrel. The area also started to be filled with thin strands of green energy. It was like a reversed rain. Emerald drops of light were going up toward the sky and even some rubbles were being lifted into the air.


"[Ratione detester leges transcendere] (I defy all laws and transcend reason)."

"[Im 'exitium voluntatem Dei manifestaretur] (I'm the will of destruction made manifest)."

"[Veluta Aeim, Quifa Quifa]."

"[Samda Maa Kaav]."


A green energy congregated inside Superbia and lightning of the same color spread around.


"[Magna Blast, Exist]." Arima pressed the trigger and a massive pillar of green energy erupted from the muzzle with extreme speed and pierced Errastas' third eye.


The giant screamed in horrendous pain and Arima retreated to join his doppelganger who was holding a weird blue rope that ascended to the sky as far as the eyes could see.


They both grinned and pulled on the rope at the same time. But they failed to do it as the rope didn't even budge. They looked at each other and scowled. "[CCC] (300)," they muttered at the same time and pulled again. This time, it was brought down and they laughed together.


"Sorry, it was caught in another gravitational field," they explained to their confused comrades.


"What?" Chulainn exclaimed and Lanya chuckled. "Are you kidding m-!?" Chulainn was about to storm Arima with a well-worded lecture when he noticed a red dot in the sky. He squinted his eyes and his expression twitched.


"…You better bring me out of here… right now!" He shouted at Arima as his eyes locked on the red dot.


Arima chortled and high-fived his doppelganger. They then fused back together. Arima even recovered his arm afterward. He dispelled his Omni Form, Death Form, and ended the resonance.


He ignored the curses coming from Errastas and waved his hand. A dimensional bridge was then created as his entire group disappeared from the planet’s surface; including Karma who vanished from Errastas's body.


But because of the black hole pinning him down, the vine around his lower half, and his sigil-less state, the giant could only glare as the magically reinforced asteroid that was at least two times larger than him, fell on the planet and absolutely annihilated everything on its surface. An otherworldly outbreak occurred and the entire planet became a boiling sphere of magma.


When Arima returned from the other dimension with his group, the planet was already a depiction of Hell. The five of them recoiled into space to watch the destruction unfold.


Arima extended his hand and activated his Life Hunt. He retrieved the entirety of Errastas' life force. He took a portion of it and forcefully broke through the Fifth Sky. His life force rocketed but he knew that he still wasn’t in the Heavenly Realm. It was as if something was lacking. He also couldn’t absorb any more of Errastas’ life force or it would harm his soul.


He wondered what to with the rest for a second before giving it to Lanya who then reached the Fifth Sky in a single moment. She admired the new power she received and wanted to test it. But she had to put that on hold when Chulainn raised his voice.


"So? How do we get to Hell now?"


"Well, first, we need a planet," Arima answered before teleporting everyone near one of the planets they passed by previously.


"This one should be fine. There's not any sign of life on it," Arima remarked and breathed in. "Here we go. [Omniformis]," he re-invoked the Silver Emperor's power and transformed. He spread his arms wide and then joined his hands together whilst staring at the deserted planet.


"[Aperi iter ad aethereum] (Open the path of the ethereal)."


He closed his eyes and started chanting. His tone was serene but his mana and aura were going wild. Even his companions had to get away from him.


"[Detrahet me in somnis etiam fines se nisi arcerent illum] (Bring me to horizons only restrained by my dreams)."


It was from then that some really odd phenomena began to occur on the planet. The plants started ‘melting’ and everything else was being compressed. The entire planet was shrinking and changing form. Chulainn and Lanya observed with shocked expressions.


"[Materia obliviscentes] (Forget the material)."

"[Atque uti origins ducere me] (And use the origins to lead me)."


The planet had taken the form of a hundred-thousand-mile large silver disc, with inserted teeth on its circumference. It was, basically, a giant cog.


"[Second White Art, Calces Porta] (Gear Gate)."


Arima opened his eyes and the planet-sized gear started revolving as runes glowed on its surface. Then gradually, the side of the gear facing Arima's group changed into something resembling liquid mercury.


"It’s open. Hurry up, the mana fueling this portal is limited," Arima said and flew toward the giant cog before diving in.


The four people left looked at each other and held their breath before following him. When everyone passed, the silver cog bent and reverted into the planet it was a few minutes before.

            

    
        124. ''What is this?''

    
    
    
    
                Lilis scowled as she looked around the Time Garden. The more she watched Arima’s past, the darker the air was becoming. It was quite deranging. She shook off the bad feeling she had and waved her hand above the pond again. This time, she was going to watch everything that remained in one go.


During his first day of school, Arima inevitably fell asleep during the second period and was grounded right away. After that incident, Scatha seriously started teaching him about respect toward teachers. In just a few days, he had turned extremely respectful each time he was facing a one.


Arima could only comply as Scatha threatened him that he would have to attend school until he was eighteen if he didn't follow that rule. After some time, he realized that Scatha had already totally 'tamed' him. He wondered when and how she managed to do that but he wasn’t capable of disobeying her anymore.


In his school time, Arima was quite successful with teachers since he always had perfect grades and attitude. He even was surprisingly appreciated by his classmates. The guys would find it was fun to tag along with him and the girls enjoyed his company. Of course, all of them spent their school days without knowing that they were learning together with a super-soldier.


Nothing really impactful occurred during Arima's schooling. He had a pretty normal life while sometimes departing for missions. His absences were always unswervingly covered by the principal himself.


Something noteworthy happened half a month after he entered school though. He was walking home when he passed by a park and witnessed a group of children beating a small dog for fun whilst ignoring the weak whimpers of the poor creature.


Arima's expression twitched and he restrained himself from drawing the gun he always kept in his jacket and blast off their heads. He walked toward the group and slowly lifted the dog, letting his presence sink in. He glanced at the boys who were staring at him.


"Scram," he said coldly but the twelve-year-old kids mocked him and laughed.


Of course, that would be the normal reaction. Only people who once experienced an actual battlefield could detect the very nasty killing intent exuding from Arima's eyes. That detail was something the children couldn’t comprehend, but an old man who was sitting on a bench not far reacted differently. He pushed his glasses up to observe Arima with his murky eyes.


Arima clicked his tongue and kicked the first kid without letting the pup go. He obviously held back but the one he kicked still zoomed through the air before falling unconscious on the ground. The others finally reacted as they should have and paled. They couldn't understand threats but they were brainy enough to fear pain.


That thought disgusted Arima even more as he thought of the small animal they were just thrashing around.


"Last warning; scram," he reiterated and they finally ran away. He then inspected the dog's state and sighed in relief when he saw that he had nothing broken. He faintly smiled when the puppy started licking his hand.


"Use this," a hoarse voice resounded and Arima suddenly turned around to grab an object flying at him. He looked at it and frowned. He then spotted an old man walking in his direction with the help of a cane. The object he had thrown at him was a small disinfectant spray.


Arima nodded. "Thanks," he replied and began to treat the dog.


The old man grinned. "You're an interesting one. Why were you so angry? They're just kids."


"They got on my nerves, that's all. Even if they're too immature to understand that what they're doing is immoral, a small amount of fear and pain will wake them up. In fact, " Arima paused and snorted. "They’re lucky I didn’t do anything else," he snickered and pointed at the dog in his arms. "This fellow is ten times worth their lives in my opinion."


"I see… quite interesting indeed," the old man chuckled when Arima left and walked out of the park as well.


The same day, Arima brought back the dog to his home and decided to adopt him after he checked that there wasn't any collar or electronic chip. He was a small white Labrador and Arima called him Rocky.


"He's cute," Scatha commented as she rubbed the dog's ears. She smiled and looked at Arima. "You have to take care of him though."


Arima nodded. "Sure, don't worry."


From that day onward, nothing changed in his life. He continued to go to school, spend time with his friends, play with Rocky, and learn blacksmithing with Scatha. Although he had to perform missions with his squad a least once every two months, it had already become so common for him that it could be qualified as a non-consequential thing.


At least it was, until three years later, when Arima turned sixteen. He was suddenly called by Moria who told him that they had a new job.


"This time, we're targeting something a lot bigger than we ever did," Moria declared. "Of course, we won't be alone for this. As you all know, no army is always united in every kind of way. Our special division was basically hired by another. And we don't have the right to refuse since the higher-ups had already accepted even before I learned about it," he said and sighed.


"So, what are the details?" Erin asked.


"We will be going against a true military facility this time. With tough defenses and trained soldiers," Moria said and used a small device to project a map on the wall of the room. The image displayed was an island located in the middle of the ocean.


Jin raised an eyebrow. "What is this? It's not even inside a known border. Are we attacking some kind of secret organization or independent force?" He couldn't help but inquire and he wasn't the only one looking for an explanation.


Moria lit up a cigarette with a blank look. "Listen; honestly, we don't know. These days, the biggest powers are Russia, the US, and China. That island is obviously not ours, so, we can suppose that it's either Russia or China's propriety. Anyway, our mission is to check things out. Find out what the facility is, and then destroy it if it's necessary."


"This island was detected by our radars only a few days ago and to be honest with you all, I think it's a bit fishy. You can call it a trap, but at the same time, a trap like this feels weird. In the end, we can only go inspect ourselves. We will be assisted by multiple other squads like ours and we will improvise there," Moria finished and waved his hand dismissively before leaving the room. "We leave in two days, gather at the vault by the morning."


Erin fell into deep thought and also sighed. "Rest well. Don’t forget; our main goal is and always will be to stay alive no matter what,” he said and exited the room.


The rest of the squad engraved those words into their minds and followed their captain. Arima stayed alone in the meeting room and projected the image from before again. He grabbed a chair and sat down. He stared at the outline of the island and what the satellites had managed to map.


He had nothing else to do, so he thought that he could perhaps spend some time memorizing this and see if he could extract some useful information.


Later, Tieria came back and peeked inside. She returned after she had noticed that Arima hadn’t followed everyone. When she saw him staring at the map so fixedly, she was a bit surprised. She blinked and left before coming back five minutes later. She wordlessly sat down next to him and handed him a small box full of his favorite sweets.


Arima looked wide-eyed at her and then smiled wryly as he put a lollipop in his mouth. She also took one and they both silently analyzed the projection.


***


"Take this," two days later, when Arima was supposed to leave with his squad, Scatha handed him a folded clothing. When he grabbed it, he was startled by its weight. He unfolded it and admired the long black coat with throwing-knives sticking out from the interior pockets.


"What is this?" He asked whilst touching the material.


"It's a custom coat I commanded," Scatha smiled. "It's bulletproof, heat and cold resistant, with exactly twenty hidden pockets, and made with Eion-refined plaited silk."


Arima listened and gaped at the coat for a moment. He wore it after a minute of contemplation.


"For now, it's still a bit too large, but you'll grow up," Scatha added.


"Hmm…" Arima tried to move a bit to get used to the unfamiliar material and weight. He then pulled one of the knives. He played with it a little and noticed a small button on it. "And this?"


Scatha smirked. "A pin," she answered and Arima shuddered. He slowly put back the knife in his pocket and sighed.


"You could have warned me before I started messing around with it," he glared at her mother and complained.


Scatha giggled. "I just wanted to see your reaction. Don't worry. That's something I made. To explode, the tip of the blade needs to hit something or else, you'll need to press the button after thirty seconds passed," she explained. "They are Eion charged. They're quite expensive, use it wisely. I'll teach you how to make them one day."


Arima wryly smiled and nodded. He bid goodbye to Scatha and caressed Rocky before leaving. He had been given a motorbike for his sixteenth birthday. It was a futuristic-looking bike with a clean and polished frame, propelled with Eion. Considering his identity, it was normal for him to have Eion energy in his daily life but the government was still debating how it should be spread to the general public.


Arima put on a pair of shaded glasses and drove until the orphanage located out of the town. When he arrived, he rejoined with some members of the squad and went to the armory with them.


He picked his rifle as always then went with a semi-auto magnum for his secondary weapon. The squad didn't need night vision equipment anymore since the latest nanomachines had already taken care of that problem. Arima grabbed the last piece of his equipment, a knife, and went back to the entrance whilst playing with it.


"What is that coat?" Tiria inquired when she saw him.


"It looks like custom cloth for combat. Can I take a look?" Tieria joined the conversation and asked.


"Sure," Arima smiled and took off his coat. Tieria admired the work along with the squad members.


"It must be cool to have a mother who has connections in several top-secret R&D facilities of the country," Jin commented.


"Indeed…" Gano whispered.


"You even have Eion explosive knives. Those are expensive as hell and hard to make," Jin added as he looked through the pockets of the coat.


"Yeah, yeah," Arima snatched his coat back and put in on again. "It's enough 'looking' for today," he declared and the squad lightly laughed.


Later on, when Erin and Moria both verified that everyone was ready, the squad left the orphanage and didn't go to an airport this time, but directly went by helicopter to the nearest harbor.


It was a harbor just in name as it was a military base. Moria led everyone to one of the hangars after conversing with the local commander.


When the members of the squad finally saw what was inside the hangar, their expectations were actually crushed by something bigger. They thought that they were going to go by boat, but the vehicle they were presented with was an Ohio-class ballistic submarine.


“A nuclear-powered submarine? Why?” Even Arima was stunned but apparently not for the same reason as his comrades.


Moria shrugged. “We can’t use Eion-class. They’re easier to uncover and we need to get close.”


"…I never boarded a submarine," Jin complained with a worried tone.


"Most of us, Jin," Farro retorted when he heard him.


"I can't swim, and I have a fear of deep water…" Jin complemented and everyone made a silent prayer for him.


"Let's go," Moria ignored Jin's pleads and opened the hatch. The squad followed him inside and Jin entered last with a somber expression.

            

    
        125. ''Damn…''

    
    
    
    
                While underwater, Jin had to take multiple anti-stress pills and groaned throughout the whole excursion. Meanwhile, everyone else prepared mentally by either closing their eyes, half-sleep or clean and check their weapons.


Arima was doing the latter. A lot of the squad members would also observe him and admire their entitled sniper at work. After all, he had only trained four years with this rifle but had already reached a master level as if he had used it for more than two decades.


He practiced assembling and disassembling his gun until they reached their destination. With the familiarity he had gained with his weapon, he could do the entire process in twelve seconds.


"We've arrived," Moria announced and slowly opened the hatch. He peeked outside and saw the shore of the island in the night. "We'll have to swim a little to get there. Jin, let your drone take off from here. You should be able to connect with the other teams too," he ordered and pulled out a strange sphere from a compartment inside the submarine. He pressed on a button and it extended to become something like a handle with a small turbine on the front.


After that, he jumped in the water and used the device to approach the island. Next was Erin, and then everyone did the same.


"Here," Arima smiled and took a sphere before throwing it at Jin. The latter grabbed it with a pale expression and shot daggers at Arima with his eyes.


"Hurry up with the drone. We'll go out with you," Tieria added and Arima nodded. They were the only ones left in the submarine. The three of them had formed a team in this squad, they were basically always together on missions. Although they were the best assassin, sniper, and technician of the squad, no one ever told them something about forming a group together since they were incredibly efficient as it was.


"Us too, hurry," Tiria’s voice sounded from outside as she waited with Garo and Farro.


Jin's expression twitched. "Damnit!" He deployed the drone and let it automatically fly upward.


When everyone was on top of the submarine, they activated their underwater equipment and so did Jin.


"We'll go first," Tiria said and jumped in the water with the two big guys.


"Jin, we'll go with you, so just jump and be sure to not let go of that handle," Tieria reassured her friend and Jin sighed. He closed his bag to avoid his computer being destroyed.


He inhaled and jumped together with Arima and Tieria. The two of them helped him to not panic underwater and then stepped on the beach soon after. They stayed in the water for only a minute, but it felt like an eternity for Jin.


"Let's get in the forest," Arima quietly said and took the lead. Tieria followed him and Jin lit up an electric cigar before following his teammates with a sullen expression.


They entered the forest and stopped when they found an appropriate foliage to hide in.


"Jin, what about the drones?" Moria asked through the radio.


Jin opened his laptop and checked the signal and the connections. "We're clear. The other squads are here too. They already opened a channel as well. We've also got a message from our ship, they're ready to send aerial support at any time," Jin responded calmly.


"Good, stay spread out. We'll advance like this. Take care of any patrolling guard you see," Moria instructed and cut the radio.


The trio nodded to each other and started heading toward the center of the island under the cover of the trees. And even while moving, Jin continued using his tablet. "My drone is connected but I can't hack into their security completely. I only can set a loop on the cameras' feedback but they will notice that over time if they're not stupid. What should I do, Sir?" Jin asked on the radio.


"Wait for my signal," he got his response and Jin put his program on standby.


"Shh," Tieria signaled her team to quiet down whilst putting a silencer on her gun. Jin and Arima instantly switched the radios off and slowed down. They listened attentively and heard the voices and footsteps of two people. "Stay here," Tieria murmured to Jin and nodded at Arima.


The latter slowly put his rifle on the ground and drew his gun and knife before installing a silencer on the former.


He walked toward the voices and Tieria took another path. Both she and Arima spotted two conversing soldiers walking in the forest.


They didn't need to communicate with each other as they sneaked up behind them and swiftly covered their mouths before cutting their throat. They then fired with their guns from behind and shot their hearts before dragging them to a place more secure.


"It's over," Arima said on his radio to Jin and they rejoined to resume their march. They reached the rim of the forest after a few minutes and saw the walls of the facility at least a hundred meters away from them. Meaning that a hundred meters' worth of flat terrain separated the forest from the target.


"This is… rather troublesome," Jin commented whilst peeking from behind a tree.


"You bet," Tieria uttered and took her radio to listen.


"We can't rush there without cover. There are guards patrolling just under those walls and there are some inside the small rooms on top of it; looking at the camera's images most likely. We'll need to be quick. It's the usual. Jin will loop the cameras, and we will eliminate the guards. We don't have that many snipers. Arimane, you will have to take three by yourself, the remaining six will be taken down at the signal by Julian, Oreo, and Gen," Moria declared.


"After that, we'll rush there together and climb the wall. We'll have to do it quickly before they notice that the cameras have been tampered with. So, prepare for that," he concluded and put the radio on standby.


Every member of the squad knew that the signal will be a high-pitched sound coming from the radio so everyone fell silent as the snipers positioned themselves to fire.


Arima casually picked up his case and assembled his rifle but as he was pressing the gun’s stock against his shoulder, he saw that two of his targets were now talking together.


Arima frowned but didn't say anything as he drew his pistol and calmly aimed at the soldiers. Jin and Tieria opened their mouths but restrained themselves from saying anything. After a few seconds, a beeping sound came from the radio.


Jin immediately installed the loop and the three snipers fired and so did Arima. He quickly fired two times consecutively. The two soldiers he was aiming at fell dead on the ground.


Arima didn't even use his rifle for the last guy either as he stood up and pointed his gun at him before firing.


Jin sighed in relief and put back the cigar in his mouth. He closed his laptop and stood up. "Always so reckless, huh?" He muttered and Tieria rolled her eyes as she agreed.


Arima smiled and put back his rifle in the case. "A hundred meters is my limit like this anyway, we were lucky that they weren’t farther," he said and started running toward the facility. The other members of the squad also emerged from the forest after him.


They also did something odd as they passed by the fallen guards. They took a strange device and scanned the throat and clothes of the people they had just killed. They then plugged it into their portable devices and Jin started working on his laptop.


It was a measure against pagers. Jin would scan the vocal cords, register the pagers’ signal on his computer, and then electronically reconstitute a voice to answer. That technology was still not perfect but it was more than enough since even trained soldiers, especially those protecting a certain place for a long period of time, don't call the pagers unless they notice something bizarre.


The bodies of the soldiers were placed in the dead angles of the cameras and then everyone swiftly climbed the wall by creating footholds with steel blades. Their exceptional constitution allowed them to jump over it without touching the electrified railing at the top.


Jin landed and removed the loop. He also received different messages from the other squads saying that they had infiltrated the facility in their own ways.


The squad gathered on the top of the wall and looked at what it was sheltering. But they could only see a spherical roof that didn't have any hole or window. They couldn’t deduce anything from the outside appearance of the facility.


Moria wordlessly pointed at one of the small rooms built across the wall’s length and everyone nodded. Erin leaned next to the door and used a squarish device to inspect it. He detected two heat signals and put away the scanner. He beckoned to one of the squad members and the guy crouched in front of the door. He grabbed a really small object from his bag and pierced a hole on it with a needle before throwing it in the room through the gap between the door and the ground.


Everyone counted a minute in their heads before someone picked the door’s lock and opened the way. The two guys watching the monitors were already dead and the small object that was thrown inside had dissolved in the air.


Jin didn't waste time and connected his laptop to the devices in the room. He looked at his screen while the squad inspected the room and called the elevator that was in it.


"I see…" Jin mumbled and turned around. "Arima, you dabbled in hacking, right? Help me out for a bit."


Arima was a bit surprised but put down his case and went toward the monitors. "What do I do?"


"You see that line? That's the address connecting those computers to the mainframe directing the security system. I want you to trace it and connect me to the source. I’ll cover you while you're doing it. I can't do those two things at the same time," Jin explained.


"No problem," Arima nodded and started typing. Meanwhile, the squad patiently waited as they were ready to go down the elevator cage at any moment.


"Done," Jin said after a few minutes and Moria walked over to take a look. Jin showed a map of the place with all of the cameras' locations and sent it to the other squads.


"This place has actually many underground levels…" he said as he looked through the files. "I can connect to the cameras somewhat but I can't access the database from here," he stated and displayed the images of the cameras.


He looked over some images before stopping at a certain bundle of them. Everyone in the room froze as they stared at the images displayed on the screen.


On those images, you could see some really disturbing looking things. First of all, there were huge tanks of Eion energy. This wasn't a surprise but what was coupled to those tanks was another thing. They were connected with pipes to several humanoid robot frames.


"Are they serious?" Arima blurted out loud what everyone was thinking. Giant robots. What a funny idea for past generations. But they still attempted it. Arima remembered it perfectly. It happened when he was eleven and he was particularly interested in that topic.


But even with Eion, the idea was abandoned since the cost, the materials, and the different constraints were too tough to overcome. So, in the end, the army decided to stick with armored vehicles.


Thus, the fact that this facility in the middle of the Pacific Ocean actually owned some prototypes was shocking for the squad.  On top of that, there were additional images and videos where the robots were being tested and they were working at perfection. Even the movements were fluid.


Jin swiped on his tablet and found new photos. Those were of unknown pods connected to the robot frames. It appeared that human brains had been used to replace the driving functions that should have been programmed.


And finally, on the last images, the squad was faced with a very alarming sight; large hangars filled to the brim with prototypes of Eion Fission Bombs. Essentially the equivalent of nuclear bombs.


"Damn…" Jin didn't have any other words to describe this.


"…We need to destroy this place," Moria stated. "We can't even show this to the higher-ups. I’m not even sure what kind of atrocities they could do with all of that," he said and directly went to the elevator. He opened the trapdoor that led to the elevator cage and sighed.


"Let's go. Our main objective is to destroy the aerial defenses and then blow up the underground levels before calling an airstrike," he declared with a tone that left no place for inquiries and jumped down.
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                "So…what do I tell to the other teams?" Jin asked awkwardly after he followed Moria in the elevator cage with everyone else. When they reached the bottom of the cage, they entered a large circular corridor.


"Tell them that the mission is to destroy this place," Moria replied and looked around. "We'll separate in two groups from here. This place seems to be quiet. Look out for cameras and see if you can find a path to the underground levels," he commanded and took half of the squad with him in one direction.


Jin looked at his comrades and sighed, he really wondered sometimes if he wasn’t working a bit too much. He took his laptop and sent a message to everyone.


|| Objective updated: Destroy the facility. Locate and destroy the aerial defenses. ||


"Done," Jin closed his computer and slowly advanced with everyone else. They would stumble on some doors along the way and would always check what lied behind.


It was quite easy for them to move although they had to be quite far from each other to be able to exploit the cameras’ dead angles. But they were aware that it was far too easy. It was safe to assume that the lower floors would most likely have at least a miniature camera each centimeter hidden in the walls.


For now, they could only find storages for food or ammunition behind the doors and they were not even Eion charged. It was evidently not an important section of the facility.


But each time the squad entered one of those rooms, Lomen, the artificer, would take a sort of briefcase and press a button on it that would drop a circular object on the ground. The disc would make a beeping sound for a second before turning silent. They did that for each room until they finally arrived at a part of the corridor leading toward the actual entrance of the building.


There was also an enormous steel gate right in front of it. When they arrived there, Arima spotted another group of soldiers emitting the same radio frequency as them. It was one of the allied squads.


"Code: Walker," Arima was the one to interact with them since he had the highest grade in the absence of Erin and Moria. The soldiers from the other team briefly pointed their weapons before lowering them.


"Code: Azer," one of the soldiers replied and both him and Arima nodded to each other. The two squads then assembled in one of the camera-free rooms nearby.


"Let's be quick. I'm Haze," the leader of the Azer squad introduced himself.


"Arimane. You were before us; did you check what was behind those reinforced doors?"


Haze nodded and glanced at one of his men. The man in question stepped forward and projected a synthesized image of what they saw behind the door thanks to an optical fiber.


It was a huge circular hall, filled with armored vehicles, weapons, and sentinels. There were some workers in there too, moving materials from a place to another and particularly to a hoist load in the middle of the room.


Arima scowled. "We can't go in, huh?" He muttered and Haze nodded.


"Also, that place seems to be filled with cameras capable of recognizing the people working there thanks to an electronic chip they carry with them," the technician of the Azer squad added and Jin concurred as he analyzed at the data they were sharing. "The good news is that there are no cameras capable of transmitting images."


"We have a way then," Arima said. "If we can get one of those chips and copy the signal, we can work more freely," he declared and looked at Jin. "Can you set up a 'live' map displaying the position of the cameras and their field of view?"


Jin mused and placed his computer on a table. "I can. Give me a minute."


"I will be the one to go," Tieria smiled at Arima. It wasn't a request but a statement.


Arima faintly smiled and nodded. "You'll infiltrate then and take a chip from one of them to copy the signature. There should be a ventilation of somewhere; you’ll use it," he said and interacted with the map. He found one ventilation leading to the roof of the hall.


“We came across the opening of that ventilation while coming here. Follow us," Haze remarked and led Arima's squad. It was quite interesting to mention that not once did Haze even talk about Arima's age or question his aptitude based on that.


At the same time, Jin reported to Moria and he responded that they would arrive soon and that they also had met another team on the way.


When Arima's group arrived at the vent, one of the members used a laser to cut the metal bars barring the fan behind. Before going in, Tiria used a small device that beeped three times and expanded she pressed on it. She threw it inside the vent and waited. Everyone in the room crouched and covered their electronic devices with a special material.


The object Tieria had thrown was a powerful EMP with a limited range. When the pulse was sent, they even felt dizzy for a second.


"Here I go," Tieria went inside after that. Now that the detectors inside were shut down, she could go inside without worry. She swiftly went inside and reached the first wall before looking up. She turned on a flashlight and put it in her mouth as she climbed the vent.


She continued to move until she reached the vent just above the targeted room. There was a big fan just in front of her and she had to take it out. She grabbed a thin cotton thread and let it roll up around the fan before pulling it and with the other hand, she used a small laser to cut the fixations of the fan.


She pulled the thread and, therefore, the fan without making any noise and waited until it stopped spinning before putting it aside. She then removed the bars while looking at the live map Jin had provided.


When she finally had an unobstructed view of the entire hall from the roof, she used a basic hologram device to give the illusion that nothing had been removed. If you were to look closely, you would be able to see through the trick but it was near impossible from the floor of the room.


Tieria looked around and spotted the closest person. It was a challenge of patience now, she attached herself with a zip-line and waited for the timing where the cameras would be moving and the target she chose was in a good position.


Arima and Haze watched everything unfold through the small camera Tieria carried.


"By the way, 'Walker'. Your squad was the one that sent the objective update, right? What happened?" Haze asked.


Arima borrowed Jin's tablet and showed Haze the images they saw earlier. Haze firmly held the table and closed his mouth with all of his strength as if he was trying to not shout.


"…I understand," he whispered and handed the tablet back.


"We've already set G-Mines on the way here. After we destroy the lower levels and get access to the commands of the defense system, the plan is to call an airstrike to erase every trace of our squads’ presence on this island," Arima explained and Haze nodded.


Almost ten minutes later, Tieria finally jumped out from the vent and fell on the poor guy. She knocked him out in a second and triggered the zip-line. She swiftly ascended again with the unconscious worker in tow.


She went back inside the vent without anyone seeing her and literally dropped the guy. Arima and Haze heard a loud thud, followed by multiple others until a beat-up guy crashed in front of them.


Haze smirked and glanced at Arima. "She's good."


Arima lightly laughed. "Yes, she is," he said and picked up the guy with a smile. He was still alive so he planned to interrogate him. From his appearance alone, he couldn't determine his nationality and couldn't deduce what country or power was behind all of this.


He searched his clothes and found a chip attached to his nametag, which he gave to Jin right away. He then pressed his thumb and index on the man's throat before pinching him as is. The worker promptly woke up with a loud air intake and almost screamed. But Arima calmly covered his mouth before he could do it.


"Good technique," Haze praised.


"Thank you," Arima casually responded and pushed the worker against the wall. "Talk," he said and released his throat just after hitting it at a certain place. When the man tried to shout, he realized he couldn't and coughed violently.


"Talk slowly and quietly," Arima grinned and pressed the muzzle of his gun against the man’s chin.


The captive trembled and looked up. "Кто… ты? (Who… are you?)"


Haze furrowed his eyebrows. "Russian?"


“Hmm,” Arima mused before looking right into the man's eyes.


"Хороший вопрос. Я сделаю тебя лучше. Кто ты? (Good question. I’ll do you one better. Who are you?)" Arima pronounced each word carefully.


Haze’s eyes widened. He was surprised and he wasn’t the only one. Even Arima’s own squad and Tieria who had just come back stared incredulously at their temporary leader.


"I don’t know what to say…" Jin groaned. He already knew that Arima could talk five different languages including English. And now he had just added one to the list. His learning ability was staggering.


The Russian man gritted his teeth and fell silent.


"Alright then, you brought this upon yourself," Arima said and told the medic to give him a truth serum. He injected it into their captive and waited for a bit before asking again. This time, he didn’t even try to hide anything.


The more Arima listened, the darker his expression became. When the guy finished, he immediately knocked him out and sighed.


"What did he say?" Haze asked.


"Aah…" Arima sighed strongly. "This guy said that he didn't know much about this whole affair, but he knew one thing. This plan wasn't Russia's initiative. To be exact, this whole installation is a product of a conjoint operation between China and Russia. These two powers allied together for a reason only the devil knows and made this place."


"What?" Jin exclaimed before everyone else could. "Are you serious?"


"Yes," Arima shrugged and crouched to tie the unconscious guy and searched him a bit more before finding an ID card. He flipped it before throwing it away.


Haze clicked his tongue and rubbed his temples. "All of this screams ‘trouble’. Today’s mission could possibly lead to a world war and it all depends on what we do…"


At his words, everyone in the room felt as if the weight of the world had been put on their shoulders. They all wondered if they just should inform the higher commands and then raid this place with more people.


"Bad idea," Arima countered everyone's thoughts. "We're already in. At this point, there’s no way that they won’t notice we have been here. Whether it is after or before we leave. The only viable choice right now is to avoid a crisis by finishing this damn job," he declared and looked at Jin.


"Send everything to Moria and copy the signal produced by the chips on our intercoms. The moment the cameras cease to be a problem, we rush in," he said and left the room.


Jin blinked several times and looked at Tieria. "…What just happened? Did Arima just act like an actual superior?"


Tieria chuckled and shrugged before following Arima.


Jin's stared at her back with blank eyes then scratched his hair. "Seriously… you're the closest to him, say something at least," he grumbled and began to work. Haze smiled and also encouraged his own team to follow Arima.


"Done," Jin said and closed the laptop. "Signal reproduced.”


The four groups from the different squads grouped up in front of the huge gate. Moria returned with the entirety of the third participating squad and they now had a total force of sixty men.


"I heard everything. We don't have time to lose. Do it," Moria said and Arima lifted his rifle. He aimed at the gate's lock and shot at point-blank.
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                Once the lock was blown up, everyone burst inside the room. Arima put his rifle away and drew his pistol as he entered first. His eyes scanned the place and his hand immediately started shooting, taking out someone with each shot.


The soldiers with him also fired in all directions, all with an incredibly efficient aim. They took twenty seconds to eliminate everyone without even giving them a chance to retaliate.


"We don't have time to lose. To buy as much time as possible, a group of ten will stay here and scan the pagers and secure our way out. Is that acceptable?" Haze suggested to the other squad leaders and he received an affirmative response.


The biggest squad left ten members behind and the rest went to the hoist load before activating it.


As they were slowly descending, Jin sat down and scrutinized his screen. A few minutes later, when they were about to reach the floor below, his eyes narrowed as he blocked the command of the hoist.


"Wait! If we go lower, we will be detected in a second by actual cameras and both the guys and AIs looking through them will sound the alarm," he said as he looked through the screen of his computer and pointed at the wall on his left.


"…Arima, break this. We have no choice," he hesitated but still asked. Arima raised an eyebrow before putting down his rifle case. He inhaled and started hopping. The other soldiers were quite confused at what he was going to do. What did he mean by ‘break it’?


Arima put his entire weight on his left leg and spun before giving a roundhouse kick to the wall. The result was a broken wall in which his foot became buried. When he pulled out his foot, he then proceeded to enlarge the hole with his bare hands.


Everyone watched wide-eyed. They were not dumb enough to believe that what they just witnessed could be explained by some prowess in martial arts.


Jin nodded and didn't even comment as he inserted his arm in the broken wall and grabbed a handful of cables set there. He cut the sheath of one of them and then pulled out the conductors which he tinkered with a bit before connecting it to his computer through a rather hefty plug.


The people on the hoist understood that Arima and Jin, and also Tieria, had no intention of talking about what happened and discarded the idea of soliciting them. It wasn't a good situation to risk their mutual trust.


"Here's the deal," Jin raised his voice. "I'll cause a blackout with an Eion pulse and then we'll finish the job before everything comes back. At least like this the alarm won’t be sounded, their defenses will be weakened, and there will be fewer people coming at us since they can’t locate us. The blackout should last around ten minutes. Give or take," he declared and the captains looked at each other.


"Fine, do it Jin," Moria said and Jin cracked his fingers before pressing on the enter key. In less than a second, the facility lost every energy supply and the lights went off.


"Cut the cables," Moria ordered and four people used a laser to cut the cables attached to the hoist.


After they did that, the platform promptly fell down and crashed on the floor below. Everyone felt unsteady for a bit before focusing again. They pried open the steel door in front of them and ended up inside of a spacious hangar filled with Eion tanks.


Moria nodded to one of his subordinates who went around the place to set the G-Mines, just like the ones they had placed above.


"We'll split up from here. Don’t forget to install the mines and harmonize their frequency," Haze said and darted off toward one of the two possible paths along with his squad and the other one that they met earlier carrying the code ‘Freiz’.


"We'll go the other way then," Moria said matter-of-factly and started running. Soon followed by the entire Walker squad.


At that point already, all of the personnel in the facility had been alerted and were preparing to fend off the intruders. But unfortunately for them, the constrained reinitialization of the mainframe made them incapable to locate their enemies or to effectively deploy their forces.


Each group inevitably encountered some guards while exploring the hangars but nothing they could not survive. Arima's squad met a few dozens of guards and immediately engaged the enemy.


"Do you know where the mainframe is?" Arima asked Jin as he fired back from his cover, never missing a shot.


"Not sure. But from the triangulation I made thanks to the cameras' signal, it should be around… there," Jin frowned and pointed at a place beyond the guards who were blocking their advance.


"I see," Arima muttered and slipped a hand inside his coat. He grabbed one of his knives and pressed the ‘pin’. He stood up and shot the man who was about to shoot him first before throwing the knife. When the tip of the blade made contact with the ground, a muffled detonation resounded followed by a flash of blue light and flames of the same color. The magnitude of the explosion was by far stronger than a regular Eion grenade.


Moria saw an occasion and waved his hand at everyone to rush in. After terminating the resistance, they continued onward and struggled to locate their objective. But after some time, they finally came across another rather important-looking gate.


Arima used another knife to break open the door of the assumed control room and Jin rejoiced as he spotted the rows of hardware obviously accommodating a supercomputer. He ran toward the nearest terminal and began his work. The electricity was about to be restored and he wanted to insert a backdoor on the system before it happened.


Jin typed frantically, executing all of his pre-made programs while the squad covered him and fought back the endless wave of men.


"Aaaand…got it!" Jin shouted and the light returned to the facility in the next moment. "Sir, aerial defenses are down! I have bad news though. The AI managed to send a warning signal to the two concerned countries just before the blackout."


Moria nodded grimly and pulled out his satellite phone. "1K9F55AZ. Airstrike at current coordinates. Come with unregistered planes and blow up the island. Do it in 20 minutes," he called the airstrike and everyone exited the control room before heading toward the hoist load.


But barely a minute after they started running, a rocket was suddenly fired at them. It came out from a junction of the corridor and everyone reacted a bit too late. Arima's eyes narrowed and moved as fast as he could. He aimed his pistol at the rocket and fired. The two projectiles collided and self-destructed in the process.


But even with Arima’s timely response, the blast was still too close and most members of the squad were caught in the shockwave. When they recovered their bearings, they saw what had attacked them.


Arima clicked his tongue in annoyance and swiftly equipped his rifle. He glared as the giant robot that barely fitted between the walls slowly walked toward them.


The robot scanned the targets and raised the heavy machine gun it carried. The squad members could only take cover and flee as the enormous weapon was fired. But some of them inexorably failed to escape in time and were instantly taken down as the bullets opened fist-sized boles on their bodies.


It was the first time Arima ever witnessed one of his comrades die on a mission. He gritted his teeth and fired with his sniper at the robot. Shockingly, the large robot displayed unbelievable dexterity and agility as it dodged the shot.


“What the fu-!!” Arima swallowed his words back as the machine gun was once again pointed at him and instantly threw two Eion knives. The two knives hit the ground at the robot's feet and exploded. The explosion raised a lot of dust and the roof cracked and threatened to collapse.


"Take cover now!" Arima shouted before the cloud of dust was even dispersed.


The robot's shoulders bent and transformed into rocket launchers. They fired multiple rockets that flew toward Arima's squad. The soldiers had heeded Arima's shout and had already started getting into cover but they were still in the effective area of the explosion and a big number of them perished under the attack.


Arima could only watch powerlessly as he shakily stood up. Then his eyes coincidentally fell on Tiria who was dragging a wounded comrade to cover. Behind her, one of the guards suddenly appeared and pointed his gun at her.


Arima’s entire body tensed. Time slowed down for him and his vision turned gray. He brought up his gun and aimed at the guard. But before he could press the trigger, his ears twitched as he heard the recognizable sound of a fire engine.


He nonetheless tried to shoot but the rocket landed near him and sent him flying. His ears started bleeding and ignoring the whistles, he watched as Tiria fell on her knees and swallowed back the blood swelling up in her throat.


She clenched her bloodied chest and grunted. She looked over her shoulder and shot the head of her assailant before falling to the ground.


"Sis!" Tieria screamed and rushed toward her.


Arima groaned and his eyes flashed with a mad glint. He forced his body to stand up. He dropped all of his firearms and charged at the robot who was busy trying to shoot through everyone’s covers.


“Arimane!” Erin shouted.


Arima ignored him and jumped on the robot’s leg before latching onto its neck. It tried to shake him off right away but he wouldn’t let go no matter what. He ignored his growing nausea and noticed a bundle of very small wires connecting the head of the mecha to the rest of its body.


“Eh, this looks important,” he scoffed and grabbed everything before pulling. Electricity sparked and he was forced to let go. He fell on the ground and the robot started turning its head in all directions as if it couldn’t see anymore.


Arima then temporarily forgot about the giant machine and dashed toward Tieria who was kneeling and crying next to her sister.  When he arrived, he checked Tiria’s injury and felt like going mad when he saw that the bullet actually went through her heart.


Tiria coughed some blood and glanced at Tieria. "It's okay… it's the job's risks," she weakly said and turned toward Arima before smiling. "Take care… of her for me… kay?"


Arima clenched his fists and nodded.


"Bye, sis…" Tiria mouthed before closing her eyes forever. Tieria sobbed even louder and Arima banged his head against the large debris while covering his face. The rest of the squad also joined them, finally getting a breather thanks to Arima disorientating the robot.


Jin smoked a cigar with a darkened face and sat next to Arima. Even Moria wasn't feeling better than any of them and he let it appear on his face for the first time in years.


Arima inhaled and stood up. "Lomen, give me the G-Mines'," he demanded and the squad’s artificer mutely handed him the briefcase full of mines. “Jin, where are they?


Jin was confused at first but then realized what he meant. “…it’s the whole floor below. You won’t miss them.”


Erin scowled. "What are you two talking about?"


"Captain, go ahead. I just want to destroy this thing," Arima declared and jumped across the boulder in front of him. No one could stop him as he was already sprinting toward the robot. He picked up the rifle he had discarded earlier and shouldered it. He then pulled out two Eion knives and threw them at his target. The resulting explosion pushed the robot back and almost made it fall over.


Arima then swapped his rifle’s ammunition for Eion bullets and fired at the machine's neck which appeared to be the weakest spot.


The bullet exploded and a small crack appeared on the robot's metal skin. Arima tried to get close like before but the robot bent his body and unexpectedly kicked him who then flew and crashed into the ruins of the facility.


“Shit! That thing lost its visual instruments but it seems that it also has reactive sensors! He can’t get too close,” Jin cursed and Tieria slowly stood up. She then walked toward Arima with unshakable determination.


"Hey?!" Jin extended his hand to stop her but Moria grabbed his shoulder before he could.


"Let her go. If they want to die, they will. But I don't think that's the case," Moria uttered and turned around and rushed to the exit along with everyone else.


Garo and Farro were about to lift up Tiria's body but Jin stopped them this time.


“Let Tieria take care of it… Those two made a promise that they would take care of the other even after death,” he said and the two burly guys grudgingly complied.


Jin then looked at Arima who was standing up among the debris, his face full of blood, and Tieria who had reached his side. “Arima! Tieria! You better come back alive!” He barked and left right after.


Arima snickered as he heard his friend and glanced at Tieria. He wordlessly gave her three Eion knives and they nodded to each other. Arima breathed in and fired with his rifle. The robot suffered one more hit and then started firing in random directions.


Arima kicked the ground in response and moved in parallel with the robot as he went from a cover to another. He gradually closed in like that and thanks to his physical constitution, he could last for quite a long time.


At some point, when the robot stopped firing, seemingly to reload, Arima decided to run toward it. The robot’s AI appeared to have learned from its blind state and as if it had planned his actions, the robot revealed two additional rocket launchers. But unfortunately for it, Arima was well prepared and blasted the two launchers using his knives.


He looked around and made a slight turn. He scooped a chain lying on the floor whilst running and wrapped the robot's neck with it. He pulled on it as much as he could and managed to hinder the robot a little and also make its neck screech and twist.


It was the perfect opening for Tieria. She came in from the back and inserted the three knives in the widened gap of the robot's neck before pressing the buttons and jumping off. The knives exploded inside the metal shell and the mecha's head burst apart.


When the metal figure fell on the ground, Arima exhaled and sat down. Tieria sluggishly came to him and sat down back to back with him as the robot exploded again in the background.
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                Arima and Tieria rested together among the ruins of the damaged hangar for a few minutes. When the robot exploded for the third time, the duo ultimately stood up.


Arima looked at Tieria. "You should leave. Even if the airstrike can destroy the surface, the data contained here and some of the materials can still be recovered. I'll place the G-Mines to destroy the rest," he said.


Tieria shook her head. "I'll follow you. Can I just ask for a single moment?" She asked and trotted toward Tiria's body.


She crouched and grabbed a red-colored grenade that was lying around. She calmly put it on Tiria's body before clenching her hands together in front of her chest.


Arima solemnly watched and closed his eyes. After ten seconds, Tieria stepped back and raised her gun. She breathed in and stabilized her aim. She then fired and hit the grenade which exploded and immolated Tiria.


"Let's go," Tieria uttered afterward and turned around with tears in the corners of her eyes. Arima felt quite hurt as he saw her like that. Tiria was undeniably one of his best friends and the member of the squad who accepted him the fastest and always put him at ease. And Tieria was the one that would always be kind and informal with him. He even started to feel acutely considerate toward her since the moment he started doing missions with her.


It was without saying that he felt a huge pain in his heart when one of them died and the other cried just in front of him. Although he was incredibly mature for his age, he was still sixteen and his vision of human life was still rather undeveloped. He knew that when he killed, it was a for a reason and he could tolerate that. But when he saw people at his side dying, his beliefs were disturbed and he experienced sorrow for the first time.


He nodded at Tieria whilst thinking about all of that and ran with her toward a spiral corridor that led even further underground. When they reached the end of it, they stumbled upon a thick door of metal.


Fortunately for them, it was unlocked and they were able to enter quite easily. What was on the other side were oval objects arranged in different rows and placed pretty much anywhere you could find some space.


"So that's the FEBs…" Tieria muttered as she looked at the big objects.


Those things were indeed the Fission Eion Bombs. This technology was researched by every big power on the planet, but they always failed to create stable prototypes. They could explode, but the explosion itself was truly uncontrollable. It could be as weak as a grenade or even stronger than a nuke. But there were also cases where the bomb would explode during the manufacturing process.


That's why most of the powers couldn't research that weapon wholeheartedly. Mainly because technicians wouldn't accept to work on something that could potentially kill them. And that's the reason why the data contained in this facility was so precious since they had succeeded to build a great number of FEBs without blowing themselves up.


"Don't touch it though. We can't predict if they will explode on us," Arima said and grabbed the case full of G-Mines. "Let's be quick. Things are calm for now, but I don't want to be assaulted by another damn Gundam," he grumbled and started running all over the place to install the mines.


Tieria watched him a bit amused as she covered the entrance whilst waiting for him. During his little 'marathon', Arima froze when he heard a synthetic voice coming from the speakers of the entire facility.


"The quarantine measure has been approved. The building will now be sealed. The procedure will take sixty seconds."


Arima and Tieria looked at each other and cussed at the same time. Arima dropped the last mine and detached the handle of the case and brought it with him as he rushed toward the exit.


They climbed the spiral corridor and an alarm started ringing as the steel door they just passed was now closing. They also heard the shutters close right after.


Arima didn't have the choice and carried Tieria as he ran toward the hoist load at maximum speed. Tieria felt pretty awkward as she was simply being carried. But she got over it and now she was blushing; for a completely different reason altogether.


When Arima reached the hoist, he smiled wryly as he saw the whole thing destroyed. But the other squads had placed an electric zip line to go up. Arima and Tieria took it and went to the first floor after a moment. Obviously, every shutter and doors were locked when they arrived.


"Well, shit…" Arima let go of Tieria and went to the big door he had destroyed earlier with his rifle, but although it couldn't close because of that, it had now a steel shutter blocking the passage in its stead.


"Tch," Arima clicked his tongue as he drew his pistol and fired at a guy who had just come out of his hiding spot to shoot him.


Tieria looked wide-eyed at the survivor. ‘This guy was stupid,’ she thought. "So, what do we do now?"


Arima mused and contacted Jin through his radio. The signal was weak, but it still got through.


"Hey, where the hell are you?" Jin's voice immediately resounded. Arima was about to respond but Jin continued. "The airstrike will happen in three minutes! We can't stop it now! Get out! I can't release the locks, the system closed on itself. Find another exit!"


Arima was speechless. He didn't say anything and face-palmed. "…I forgot we had only twenty minutes," he muttered and Tieria chuckled before bashfully covering her mouth.


Arima stared at her with a deadpan expression and she nervously looked away. He sighed and grabbed more Eion knives. "Stay back," he said and threw the knives at the shutter; the three knives exploded and formed a huge hole on the shutter. After the dust dispersed, Arima went through with Tieria and stepped inside the long corridor again.


He decided to go check the main entrance and could only sigh as he saw the giant steel door; impossible to break with his arsenal.


"…Arima, isn't it strange that some of the people working here seem to have disappeared. Even when we were going back here, we didn't meet anyone except that dumb guy," Tieria suddenly remarked and Arima exclaimed in understanding.


"You're right…" He smiled. He ran toward one of the small rooms and entered. When he saw the Russian guy tied up and panicking there, he smirked and cracked his knuckles.


"Come on, dude, give me what I want. I only have two minutes to save your sorry life and ours at the same time," he said and told the man to lead them toward the secret passage.


He untied the man and let him run away. They returned inside the main hall and the man opened up a hidden numeric pad on the wall. He hastily typed the code and a staircase was revealed for to them.


"Good job," Arima snorted before going inside with Tieria. The former captive couldn't do anything except follow them. After they went down the stairs, the passage closed again.


At the end of the stairs, there was one more shutter that had been activated by either the system or one of the people who had fled previously. Arima didn't lose time as he grabbed the rest of his knives. "Sorry, mom," he whispered and threw them.


The heat and shockwave of the explosion hit them a bit, but they immediately went past the shutter when it was destroyed.


Arima trailed the long corridor that was behind and then finally reached the outside. The exit was located in a shrouded part of the forest and some of the other survivors were hiding there.


When they spotted Arima and Tieria, they immediately raised their weapon. But Arima completely disregarded them as he carried Tieria bridal-style before running away at full speed.


He was already hearing the planes' propellers. When he spotted the aircrafts flying above the island, he had barely reached the beach. The planes then dropped the bombs and commenced the airstrike. Their mission was to destroy the surface of this entire island, so the aim was pretty much everywhere. One of the bombs directly fell on the forest behind Arima.


The shockwave struck him from behind. He covered Tieria as he was sent flying into the ocean. After the two fell in the water, Tieria grabbed Arima who seemed to have lost his strength and swam back to the surface. The squad had detected them thanks to the radio and the submarine was already moving closer.


When it arrived, Garo and Farro helped Tieria pulling Arima inside. When the latter was finally inside the submarine, he lied his back on the floor and groaned.


"My damn… back…" he grumbled and the squad laughed lightly.


Jin sighed exuberantly. "You almost got hit directly by a rocket, got kicked by a giant robot, and now survived an Eion explosion that should have instantly killed anyone within a five-hundred-meter radius. Be happy that you’re still alive."


Arima huffed and raised the handle of the G-Mines' case. "You better dive right now by the way, before we are out of range," he said. Moria's eyes widened and he told the driver to go down.


Arima managed to take a seat and split the handle in two. On one part of the broken handle, there was a blinking red light and on the other a really tempting red button. Arima cackled and pressed the button without hesitation.


The red light became green and the closest G-Mine on the island started beeping. Then it was the turn of the others as if they were sharing the signal.


The ones that were on the first floor had already been destroyed by the airstrike, but the underground of the facility had just simply been clogged by the ruins. The G-Mines placed near the Eion tanks and the FEBs were thus fully functional.


They all beeped together and two small holes opened on each one of them. Then, gas started to escape the holes at high pressure.


G-Mines were commonly known as TGM; Tactical Gas Mine. They released a great volume of highly explosive gas in the air when triggered and would fill the space around them with it.


When the mines finally finished blowing the gas out, two minuscule rods appeared on top of them. The two appendices slowly tilted toward the other until a spark was produced in between. The gas was instantaneously ignited.


The Eion tanks cracked and joined the explosion. But when the FEBs cracked because of the detonation, it wasn't just a boost that occurred.


From the outside, the earth quaked and a blue light escaped the ruins and illuminated the sky above the demolished island. And within seconds, everything erupted. The entire island became shrouded by a cyan mushroom cloud.


An unstoppable shockwave spread and pushed the water around, provoking a kind of circular tsunami. Luckily, Fission Eion Bombs didn’t release radiation or anything of the sort so there was no worry that it would affect the continents.


Though ultimately, an island had just disappeared; miles of water evaporated, a tsunami that probably can destroy a small city was released, and if they were unlucky, the fact that so many of those bombs exploded at the same time could actually incite a real earthquake.


The submarine was also shaken by the aftermath even though it was already hundreds of meters underwater. The people inside grabbed on what they could and sighed in relief when the shaking ended.


Moria rubbed his weary eyes and looked at his men. "Mission accomplished," he declared but no one celebrated. Too many of their comrades had died. They all started meditating to calm themselves. They thought that, at least, their friends hadn’t died in vain.


Tieria was exhausted mentally and rested her head on Arima's shoulder who was already fast asleep. That scene managed to bring smiles to everyone.


"One is sixteen and the other twenty-one. Guess who is who," Jin jested while swallowing his anti-stress pills and everyone froze.

            

    
        129. ''That foolish dream.''

    
    
    
    
                After the squad left the destroyed island’s vicinity, they contacted the two others and checked if they had escaped the explosion in time. Everything happened quickly, so no one thought about contacting them and Moria had briefly informed them about the airstrike.


But fortunately, both squads escaped without a problem and the Azer squad even managed to retrieve the data contained in the servers before they were shut down.


"Sir, can I talk to him?" Arima asked Moria when he woke up. Moria was talking with Haze through the satellite phone when he heard the demand. He scowled but still handed the phone.


Arima grabbed the phone. "Haze, it's me, Arimane.”


"Oh, it's you. You made it out alive, good. What's wrong?"


"Wait for a second," Arima glanced at Jin and hinted him to open his computer. Jin was perplexed at first but then exclaimed as he understood what he meant. He grabbed his computer and then connected Arima's phone to it before giving a thumb up.


“You’re clear.”


Arima nodded and addressed Haze again. "I wanted to ask you; what are you going to do with that data?"


Haze didn’t reply straightaway and sighed. "…I don't know. I'm not sure if I should give it to the country. I'm sure you noticed that the facility we just wrecked wasn’t well-furnished against intruders. From the data, we learned that it was because this place has existed for a long time and was supposed to be perfectly concealed, so security got lax. But the information leaked somehow, and we were able to find it; years after its construction," Haze explained


"The reason I'm telling you this is because I’d guess the government learned about it through a spy or a double agent. They then commissioned us to raid the place because they knew we would be able to infiltrate it and eliminate the resistance. Basically, it means…" He paused.


"We were sent here just for them to acquire the data, and not to find out what the facility was. Well, I'm sure that they were not expecting us to destroy the entire island with the FEBs as you did though. Good thing is that we can convince them that the explosion was caused by the airstrike and not us," Haze laughed a bit and Arima snickered.


"In any case, if I give this data to them, they will start working on it in the shadows, preparing to attack the two other great powers. At that point, there will be a world war or perhaps a second nerve-wracking cold war. After all, you know as much as I do that the government is always like that; opportunist and mindlessly seeking supremacy and new ways to obtain power," Haze stated and everyone around Arima fell silent.


But Arima suddenly smirked, much to his comrades’ confusion. "We have two choices then. Give them this data or," his smirk seemed to be widening if that was possible. "Keep it and tell them it was permanently lost."


"Hey!" Erin exclaimed, shocked. "No matter what, that would mean treason, you know?!" He shouted but Moria didn't say anything.


"That's…" Haze was also speechless. It was the same for everyone else. The catch wasn't that Arima didn't want to give the data away. The problem was his word choice, 'keep' the data instead of 'destroy' or 'delete'. He indeed said 'keep'.


"What do you want to do with it? Don't tell me you want to threaten the three powers…" Haze inquired but his voice lowered at the end of his sentence.


"Haze," Arima cut him. "Can I ask you something?"


"What?" Haze frowned.


"If you had the chance to accomplish that foolish dream, would you do it?" Arima questioned.


"What foolish dream?" Haze responded utterly confused. But he was also oddly curious.


At the same time, Tieria finally woke up by having Arima talk next to her. She lifted her head from his shoulder and rubbed her eyes.


She looked around and saw everyone staring at Arima. She was slightly confused and looked at him as well. The words he pronounced afterward made her question what the hell had happened while she was asleep.


"Eradicating war."


***


When the squad made it back to the continent, Arima was directly hospitalized. He apparently had some broken bones on his back and some of his internal organs had almost shifted out of a place. The doctor even said that it was quite impressive that he wasn't paralyzed because of the shock his spine had suffered.


After all, Arima withstood the blow of an explosion and slammed his back on the water in order to protect Tieria when they were sent flying by the shockwave. Tieria felt guilty since she was the one who had insisted to follow him and thus remained by his side for the whole period he was in the hospital. Which wasn't that long. The doctors were so bewildered that they checked Arima's condition two times over before letting him go.


"…Did we magically heal him at some point?" One of the doctors muttered whilst drinking his coffee and his coworkers shrugged.


When Arima returned home and opened the front door, a wild Scatha jumped out and suddenly pulled him into a hug.


“I’m okay, mom…” Arima struggled to speak but she would still not let go of him. When he was starting to turn blue from lack of oxygen, someone else saved him.


"Hello, Ma'am," Scatha heard a voice and looked at the source. There was Tieria there, smiling at the interaction between the mother and son. "I'm Tieria, nice to meet you"


"Oh, yes. I'm Scathach Blade, Arima's mother," Scatha responded in kind and then dragged the coughing Arima with her further inside the house. "Who's that? Your girlfriend?"


Arima laughed dryly and Tieria raised her voice. "If I may ask, can I move here?"


"…What?" Scatha froze.


"…Huh?" Arima reacted even later.  It was even more unexpected for him. He didn't know why she would say that so suddenly.


"…You're sure she's not your girlf-mm?"


Arima covered his mother’s mouth before she could finish and waited for Tieria to continue.


"I just… didn’t want to return to the orphanage. If it's okay with you, I would like to say here. I don't think there's someone closer to me than you, Arima," she explained her motive and Arima lowered his head with a darkened expression.


Scatha looked at the two and realized it wasn't the time to make some jokes. She gazed at Tieria with a serious look. "I don't know what happened, but if you really want to stay here, you can. And Arima can't refuse," she grinned and glanced at her son. "You won't reject a girl seeking comfort with you, right?"


At that exact moment, Rocky left the house and tilted his head as he looked at Tieria and Arima.


Arima sighed and looked away. ‘Did you have to say it like that…’ He grumbled inwardly and shook his head before looking at Tieria in the eyes. “Of course, I won't refuse"


Tieria beamed. "Thank you."


Since that day, Tieria started living together with the two of them and it was also during the same year that Arima stopped going to school. He then began to devote his days to something completely different. His daily routine though was, of course, learn under Scatha's tutelage, spend time with Tieria, and play with Rocky. But most of the time, he was out of home and barely anyone knew what he was doing.


Even Scatha didn't know where he would go. A few months later, one day, she asked Tieria if she knew something about that while they were both watching the TV.


"I'm not sure," Tieria answered but she seemed to be quite casual about it.


"Come on, I thought you were closer to him than that," Scatha quipped as she bumped Tieria's shoulder.


The latter smiled wryly. "It's not like I don't know for what purpose he leaves every day, but I never asked what he actually does."


"Hm," Scatha hummed and grabbed a handful of popcorn and ate it. "So, what's that purpose then?"


Tieria couldn't help but smile when she thought about the answer to that question. "Getting rid of war in the world," she declared.


"…" Scatha gaped and some popcorn fell from her mouth. She backed away and squinted her eyes like something was fishy. "…Are we talking about the same person?"


Tieria laughed and nodded. "We are."


"I can't believe it…" Scatha sighed and laid her back on the sofa. "And so, how is he doing that? Knowing him, he must have a plan."


"Hm," Tieria nodded again. "He must have one. But I'm sure he also picked the most realistic one," she alleged and Scatha immediately agreed. "I think that's why he's not telling us the details," she added and Scatha's expression turned solemn.


"Anyway, if we're talking about the same person, then I'm sure it will be okay," Scatha shrugged. "Maybe I won't have to work anymore when there will be no war," she uttered and Tieria giggled.


***


"So basically, your plan is to create an Empire," Haze uttered while staring at Arima. Both of them were sitting together in a meeting room at the very top of a tall building.


"Don't say it like that. Sounds like I'm a bad guy trying to conquer the world," Arima retorted and continued to type on his laptop. "I'm sure you understand that we need to become an independent force to make this plan work."


"Yeah, I understand that," Haze replied. "You want to create a country on your own. Let me be honest with you, that's kinda crazy," he stated and stood up. "But, well," he looked down at the streets through the wide window. "Getting this far in three months… that's actually scary. How did you even manage to create a company and own this building so quickly?"


"Well, first, you need to start a business on your own, even if it's not really big or anything. As long as you have enough money, you can do that first step. Personally, I just used the money I stole from the targets of our previous missions," Arima explained.


"That’s a crime you know…"


"The next step is also simple," Arima ignored him and resumed. "You just have to eat other companies and make yours bigger."


"More specifically?" Haze inquired.


"Well, of course, you make use of what you have, go straight to the top, and force them to surrender to you everything they possess," Arima nonchalantly said.


"…Isn't that a crime as well?" Haze deadpanned.


"Nah, I just targeted ones who could be threatened. I just told them that I had proof of what they had done and then led them into a trap where they could only survive by giving me everything."


"You'll make yourself a lot of enemies like that. I would say that it's not a good idea in the long term," Haze advised but Arima merely smiled at him.


"Don't worry, I know. I won't continue like that forever. But even if I did, there are certain methods that I could employ to make it work," Arima casually stated and Haze shuddered. Arima's mind was definitely not something that should pertain to a sixteen-year-old teen.


"Alright. In that case, what are your plans from now on? Maintain this business until you're big enough? That certainly won't be simple."


"Well, I'll continue to expand my business of course. But our most important task will be something else," Arima raised one finger. "The thing a country needs the most is its military power. I will create a second company. A mercenary one this time," he announced and pointed at Haze. "Both of our squads will be the first members."


"Hm," Haze fell into deep thought.


Arima raised a second finger. "And after that, we need talented people, especially in the R&D department, to make use of the data we have," he said and smiled. "Of course, there's one last thing that I require to accomplish this crazy dream. But it will be for later."


Haze shook his head and sighed. "Fine, I'll follow you in that messed up plan," he grinned and extended his hand. Arima snickered and shook it.


***


Back in the Time Garden, the water of the pond Lilis was looking at quivered. At the same time, ominous laughter resounded in the garden.


Lilis gulped and realized that what came next would explain why Arima was treated like a criminal by the Time Garden itself. And also, why the entire place seemed to be filled with darkness by just rewinding his past.


For some reason, the more Lilis watched, the more apprehensive she became. She felt as if something that may even affect her was gradually approaching.


She hesitantly touched the water of the pond, knowing that in the following reminiscences, Arima's life would change dramatically.

            

    
        130. ''Eighteen, huh?''

    
    
    
    
                The day Arima turned seventeen years old, he had already erected a small Empire. His entire company had both businesses in weapon development and general manufacturing. He named his company ‘Aurora’, and his mercenary group ‘Semita Finis’, literally ‘End Path’.


In a certain building owned by the company, secret research was being made under the cover of a regular shopping mall.


In the underground floors, many scientists and technicians were working on different products. And even lower, on the last floor, they were working on a different version of the FEB, more compact, but as powerful. And the fact that they were doing this in the middle of the city only meant one thing; that they had mastered its manufacturing method.


"Did you hear? The founder is coming today," one of the researchers said to his coworkers during the break.


"Yes, of course. Everyone is curious about him. Apparently, he's only seventeen and he started all of this only a year ago," Another one said. "Well, we all know that it wasn’t really legal, especially considering what our research is about. But that's nonetheless impressive if he's truly a teenager," he added and everyone nodded.


"He has arrived," a secretary entered the room and declared before leaving. The researchers looked at each other and immediately went after her.


Arima was visiting the building with Haze. When they reached the underground floors, everyone greeted Haze but didn't recognize Arima since they had never seen him before. But they knew the founder was supposed to be very young and made the connection right away.


"Well, here we are. We didn't have that much time, but we managed to finish one at least," Haze commented as Arima looked at a monitor in one of the offices. What was displayed on the screen was the final prototype of a stable FEB.


"What about the development of plasma manipulation?" Arima then asked.


Haze snickered. "It's going well. The first hurdle was the huge quantity of electricity we needed but since you got that much Eion from the black market, we're all good. We should have functioning weapons by next year.”


Arima nodded and mused while looking at the image of the FEB. "Oh yeah, I almost forgot. What about the other thing?"


"Oh, that, huh?" Haze changed the big screen's image and this time, what was displayed was a view of the planet from space. "We tried NASA; they refused outright. We turned toward Virgin Galactic and SpaceX afterward and after some negotiation, they accepted," Haze said. “Though, soon enough, you’ll notice a huge hole in our budget.”


“…how big?”


“Well, it’s over ten digits. We barely managed to pay them without breaking Aurora apart.”


Arima laughed lightly, trying his best to hide his heartache. "It’s fine… Can you send the codes of this satellite to Jin? He will take care of security and surveillance."


"It's done already," Haze smiled. "Tell me, Arima, what's your plan now? You're enough prepared, right?"


"Well, you're right. We're not that powerful right now, but we're ready to start something else," Arima scratched his hair and declared. "Also, can I ask you to establish a team of experts on Eion energy? I want to assign them a new task."


Haze raised an eyebrow. "It's not a problem. You can do it now actually. You're in the middle of your main laboratory," he said and pointed behind him with his thumb. Outside, in front of the office, there were dozens of people waiting for Arima to appear.


The latter smiled wryly. "True..." He muttered and turned around. "Our next course of action will rely on the mercenary branch. We have some targets," Arima stated and opened the door of the office.


Haze shook his head and sighed. He followed Arima out of the office and they both faced all of the personnel. When everyone was able to observe Arima, they sighed in admiration. Their boss was an adolescent but he radiated confidence and prestige.


After that, Arima called the people who were the best at handling Eion energy and gave them a totally new objective. He led the small group of ten searchers to a private laboratory and handed them a certain file. When they looked through the content, none of them could hold back their shock.


"…Is this really what you want us to do?" Nina, the leader of the new team, asked.


"Yes, you have as much time as you want. I just require that you use all of your skills to do this. Do you think that's possible?" Arima responded. Nina was made speechless by his coolness and resolve.


She looked at the document again and slowly nodded. "I think it's possible. But we need resources and time; a lot of time."


Arima smiled and nodded. "I'll leave it in your hands then. Keep this work a secret. I’m sure you can guess the consequences if this gets out, right?"


When he received a positive reply, he left the laboratory and the researchers looked at each other.


"Let's get to work," Nina ordered and everyone complied.


***


"Welcome back, Arima," Tieria said when Arima opened the door. He smiled at the sight he had for a year now. He still wasn't sure if he could get used to it.


Also, the moment he stepped inside, Rocky ran to him and jumped on his legs. Arima crouched and started petting him. "Where is Scatha?" He asked after a short moment.


"She said that she was tired and went to sleep early," Tieria answered, silently noting that Scatha had been fairly tired recently.


"I see," Arima nodded and opened the door for Rocky. "I will walk a bit with him, do you want to come?"


"No, it's okay. I will make dinner since Scatha is sleeping," Tieria responded and Arima laughed wryly.


"Thanks," he said and left the house with Rocky. He started walking toward the park near the house and let the dog play around there.


"How are things going for you?"


Arima suddenly heard a voice behind him. That voice was strangely familiar. He turned around to see the same old man he had met four years ago in this same park.


"You are…” Arima paused. “Good as they can get," he replied with a strange expression.


"Good. I see that the little fellow is doing well too," the old man pointed his chin at the playful Rocky and remarked. "I have a question for you by the way. By pure curiosity; how old are you?"


Arima frowned but thought that it wasn't a problem to say it. "I'm seventeen. I'll turn eighteen in seven months."


"Eighteen, huh?" The old man reiterated and smiled. "Eighteen is a good age. Especially in this world. It's at that age that things can change a lot," he declared and stood up with the help of his cane. "Farewell. I'm sure we'll meet again," he waved his hand and departed from the park.


Arima stared until the old man was out of sight. He felt oddly uneasy every time he looked at him. When he was younger, he had kind of missed it. But this time, he perfectly sensed the dread exuding from him.


"Rocky," Arima called and the Labrador immediately returned to his side. "Let's go," he said and went back home.


***


After that day, Arima's activities suffered another change. The mercenaries affiliated with his company and his own squad, including Tieria, started targeting huge targets and they would collect the target's possessions every time. All of those people were ones that Arima considered to be a threat. Not only for him but for humanity and the goal he wanted to accomplish.


When Arima turned eighteen, Tieria basically dragged him to anywhere she could think of for a date. And at the end of the day; "Close your eyes," she ordered. She wasn’t even asking.


Arima did as he was told, and what followed was reasonably predictable. Tieria stepped forward and pressed her lips against his. He was a bit taken off guard, but he couldn’t bother to even open his eyes as he returned the gesture.


When the two separated, Tieria sighed and smiled. "Finally. I had decided to do this when you would turn eighteen, but it was so irritating to wait…" she grumbled and Arima chuckled. He actually did his best to not laugh.


The same day, he said that he would go pay a visit to the squad and told Tieria to go home first and wait for him. He went to one of the buildings he owned; the one he had offered to the two squads working for him. When he arrived, everyone wished him a happy birthday and started chatting merrily.


"Sir Moria, if I wanted to leave the army, could I?" Arima suddenly asked Moria while they were talking together.


"You can drop the ‘sir’ already. You're basically higher placed than me now," Moria replied and took a sip of his wine. "As for your question; you became a soldier the moment you were found in front of the orphanage. You could say that the army is your legal parent.”


Arima mused about the implications and nodded. "Thank you," he said and stood up to leave. "I have to go now. You can use this building as much as you want."


Moria smiled and waved his hand. "Yeah, go home already. You have two ladies waiting for you."


Arima smiled and bid goodbye to everyone before leaving. It was already dark outside, and as he was walking home; he heard the sound of police sirens. He stopped walking for a second and frowned. It wasn't really common to hear that.


When he opened the front door of his house, he heard the tinkling noise of the plates and Tieria's unusually energetic voice. "Arima? Dinner will be ready soon. Can you call Scatha? She isn't home."


"Alright," Arima said and pulled out his phone. When he was about to call Scatha, he heard the door opening right behind him. At first, he thought it was his mother coming back but scratched the idea when he suddenly felt a terrifying presence. He felt so pressured that his body refused to move. Rocky cowered in fear and whimpered.


"Who-?!" He was interrupted as he felt an atrocious pain invading his upper body. He looked down to see a dagger piercing  his chest, barely missing his heart. He nearly vomited blood as the red color started dying his shirt.


The person behind him apparently let go of the knife and Arima fell on his knees. He was feeling extremely weak all of sudden.


‘Poison?’ He assumed and struggled to look over his shoulder. When he did so, his pupils narrowed and trembled. The person behind him, the one that had just stabbed him, was none other than Scatha. Her clothes were full of blood and she was staring down at him with an expression devoid of emotions.


Arima opened his mouth but nothing came out. The shock was devastating and his mind was fading away because of the pain. Rocky snarled when he saw his owner injured. He barked and leaped on Scatha to bite her. But she moved abnormally fast, to the point that Arima couldn’t even follow her, and simply crushed Rocky's throat in mid-air.


Arima gasped and clenched his fists as Rocky fell on the floor, lifeless. He tried to shout but he coughed even more blood.


"Arima!" Tieria shouted. She arrived just in time to witness Scatha killing Rocky. "Scathach… What is this supposed to mean?" She gritted her teeth and glared at the perpetrator with eyes that could kill. She couldn’t comprehend what was happening in front of her. The woman that used to joke and call her ‘daughter-in-law’ was now wielding a knife against her own family.


"...It means nothing, it's just how things should be," Scatha opened her mouth and an eerie and emotionless voice echoed throughout the room.


Both Arima and Tieria shuddered when they heard it. It wasn't her voice. Arima visibly started shaking. He recognized that voice. It was a little different, but he definitely recognized it.


"You… are…"


"Yes," Scatha grinned evilly. "Didn't I tell you? A lot of things can change when you're eighteen years old."


Tieria rushed toward the entrance at that exact moment. "No! Tieria!" Arima managed to shout but it was already too late. Scatha moved inhumanly and appeared just behind Tieria, she stabbed her in the heart with her bare hand.


Arima could only watch, once again, as Tieria collapsed on her knees wide-eyed. She gasped and clutched her chest whilst vomiting blood. She looked up and bit her lip. “What happened to you… what are you?”


Scatha cackled but didn’t answer. Tieria squinted her eyes as she fell on the ground.


Arima crawled to her and pressed her injury with his hands in vain. Tieria was gradually losing focus and barely made out his face twisted in agony through her blurred vision. She slowly lifted her arm and caressed his cheek with a smile.


“This expression doesn’t suit you, Arima… I love you…" She murmured, and her arm turned limp.


Arima couldn’t even catch her hand as it fell. He squeezed his head with his hands and almost screamed. His eyes were slowly turning bloodshot. He ignored the agonizing twinge that followed the rupturing sounds of his ribs; he strained his nerves to overcome the poison; and drew his gun.


He pointed it at Scatha in rage. But as much as his rage was driving him, he couldn't press the trigger when he was faced with the view of his mother. Each time he looked at her, the memory of her smile would overlap with the unemotional one in front of him.


"You really are curious," Scatha laughed coldly with that unfamiliar voice. "Let me introduce myself. I am one of Lord Karaskan's Seeds. I only bring chaos, that is my mission. You were an interesting target for my final. I will soon lose the rest of my mana," she sighed. "What a shame, this world was so entertaining."


Arima’s anger kept getting stronger as he heard the sickening tone of whatever had corrupted her mother and dared to dishonor her image.


"Anyway, before I leave, let me tell you something," she spread her arms wide. "Where do you think all of this blood comes from?"


Arima was barely lucid but when he acknowledged the question, he felt even greater despair as he thought about one possibility.


Scatha leered and swiftly grabbed Arima's gun. She took it away from him and reviewed it. She then crushed it barehanded and two small stones started hovering above her palm.


"Eion, was it?" She muttered. "Fascinating. If I had the time, maybe I could have used it as a substitute for mana. But well, no point in thinking about it now," she uttered and casually waved her hand. The two small stones flew toward Arima and pierced his skin before exploding.


The walls cracked and Arima was blown away like a ragged doll. He completely went through the wall and crashed on a second one. He let out a voiceless cry as his skin burned and his flesh literally melted. Countless bones also broke in the process but he still refused to let go of his consciousness. The rage in his eyes had not diminished in the least.


"Hm, really intriguing," Scatha muttered. "I was right. You're really too resilient to be a simple human," she remarked and grabbed the dagger that she had dropped earlier. "Well, I guess you’re lucky then. Let me show you one last thing. Carve this in your very soul, human," she grinned deviously and whirled the dagger before pressing the tip against her throat.


Arima's eyes widened as the dagger raced. It left a red line on Scatha's neck and blood spurted. During her fall, her eyes turned back to normal and flashed with endless guilt and sorrow. She moved her mouth and spoke word by word. "I'm…sorry…"


When everything was over, silence returned and tortured Arima. He could finally think. His mind caught up and broke into pieces. He was staring at the dead bodies of both the woman he loved and the one whom he considered as his mother.


Arima cried and howled and pain for the first time in his life. His emotional injuries rapidly conquered his body's as he fainted on the spot. He crumbled to the floor, bathing in his own blood while Eion energy constantly flowed through his veins.
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                At dawn, Jin went to visit Arima because he wanted to discuss Aurorae’s next investments but what welcomed him was the most excruciating sight he had ever seen in his life. He almost cried himself when he saw Tieria and Scatha lying on the floor.


He then spotted a puddle of dried blood in the other room through a hole in the wall and gasped. He rushed toward Arima and checked his pulse. He sighed in relief when he felt the weak pulsations. But he was also deeply disconcerted by everything.


Who could have possibly done this to Arima who was basically a superhuman? He was even more confused when he deducted that an Eion explosion had occurred right in front of his friend’s chest and sent him crashing through the walls.


Jin bit his lip when he looked again at Tieria and Scatha. The former had a bitter smile on her expression and she was clearly about to shed tears before dying. On the other hand, Scatha’s face was filled with regret and her eyes were still wide open.


Jin contacted the other members of the squad and Haze before sighing. He glanced at Scatha and carefully shut her eyes with his hand.


When everyone arrived a moment later, Jin had already given first cares to Arima by bandaging and disinfecting his wounds. Haze immediately called a hospital they partly owned and told them to prepare a room for them.


While everyone was carrying Arima to the car, Moria received a call. When he heard what the other side had to say, his eyes narrowed and his expression twisted. He crushed his phone in anger as he stared at Scatha's body.


"What the hell happened?!" He shouted and everyone was shocked as they rarely even saw Moria getting irritated.


The squad learned later on that the Walker orphanage had been attacked by a single person and that hundreds of children had been killed. Only a hundred more had survived. Most of them were the staff that managed to hide with the younger children inside the bunker.


When they got out, the old headmistress, Jane, hurriedly called Moria to inform him that the culprit was Scatha. Because the latter was deceased, Moria couldn't ask for an answer and had to wait for Arima to wake up. But he still prepared for her funeral along with Tieria and even Rocky.


***


At the local hospital, after Arima was brought there, a team of surgeons and nurses operated to save him. But what these doctors found in the process was nature-defying.


Arima's body was healing so quickly that it wasn't human. They understood how he had survived the entire night without care. The surgeons also found a pair of Eion stones literally encrusted on his heart. They scanned his body and found out that Arima's entire body was being filled with Eion energy.


That energy, although seemingly beneficial, couldn’t be contained by human tissues and was constantly being evacuated in the atmosphere. But, while doing so, Arima's body endured an unbelievable ‘upgrade’.


"Don't tell this to anyone else, understood?" Haze told the doctors who had conducted the diagnose when he learned what had happened with Arima's body. "But you would be welcome to our company. Call this number if you feel like it," he handed a card to the doctors with a 'friendly smile'. Since he had teamed up with Arima, he always dealt with this kind of interaction and he was getting awfully familiar with it.


The doctors also got the underlying message that they should join that company if they didn’t want to be a possible target of surveillance or assassination.


"Bring him back. I don't want him to wake up in a hospital," Haze ordered the soldiers who were waiting in the corridors of the hospital. The staff and patients heaved in relief when they left as it felt like the place had just been raided by the army.


***


Arima woke up two days later in the company's main quarters. The moment he opened his eyes, his expression suffered several changes until he barely managed to stabilize it by covering his face with his hand.


He stayed like that for almost half an hour until someone finally entered his room. The nurse who was coming to check on Arima froze when she saw him covering his face. And when he shifted his eyes to look at her, she yelped and fell on the ground.


"What’s wrong?!" Haze barged into the room when he heard the nurse's voice and also stiffened when he noticed Arima. He had already sat up on his bed and his upper body was entirely wrapped in bandages. He was glaring at empty space with sharp and dull eyes that appeared to wish the death of anyone crossing them.


"…Come, get out," Haze huskily spoke to the nurse and helped her stand up. She looked at Arima one last time before hastily exiting the room. "Arima, I’ll come back," Haze added but the man in question didn't even react. Haze merely nodded and closed the door.


Arima only stood up after ten good minutes. He looked at his bandages and tore them. He stared at the huge and strange scar he had on his chest.


He gritted his teeth and shouted as he kicked his bed. The bedstead immediately snapped and was sent flying across the room before shattering the wall-wide glass. Arima gazed at the broken glass for a moment. This place was twenty meters high.


Arima visibly hesitated about something but shook his head and even got mad at himself for considering it. He scanned the room and sighed. Some of the killing intent in his eyes had faded but the anger didn't diminish at all.


He started getting dressed and stopped moving when he spotted his coat hung to a chair. He grabbed it and saw the hole in it, covered in dried blood.


He stared at it with calm eyes and then folded it. He carried it with him as he left the room. When he stepped out of the room, Jin, Haze, and Moria were here to see him. The three of them felt relieved when they perceived his relatively calm attitude. They thought that, at least, he hadn’t lost control of himself. But at the same time, they were terribly worried about what was going to happen from now on. Arima had power and there was nothing capable of shackling him anymore.


"Haze, can you get this repaired?" Arima threw the coat to Haze and requested with a voice dreadfully colder than before. Haze nodded as he caught the clothing.


"Sir… Moria, was a funeral prepared? I’d believe you would do it," Arima inquired.


"I did. It's ready. We had planned to begin when you wake up," Moria answered and threw him a card with the emplacement of the funeral.


"Let's go now then," Arima declared and walked to the elevator without any other comment.


The three soldiers looked at each other and followed him.


"Wait," when Arima was about to press the button of the elevator, Moria raised his voice. "Please, tell me. What happened?" He asked and Arima trembled but didn’t answer.


"You can't stay silent! Tell me. Scatha slaughtered innocent children at Walker. I need an explanation no matter what!" Moria shouted with unmasked anger. But when Arima looked back at him, he suddenly felt as if his own fury was nothing.


"I don't fucking know what happened. Here's your answer," Arima frostily replied and pressed the button of the elevator. The doors closed and he descended to the underground parking alone.


He picked a bike among many and mounted it before turning it on with his digital imprint. At the same time, the gate of the parking opened and he drove out.


A few seconds after, Moria, Jin, and Haze came out of another elevator and watched as the gate closed. Haze sighed and chose the closest car. “Get in. We have to follow him.”


***


When Arima reached the funeral hall, all the people visiting it because they had been notified fell silent. In there, there were people from both the squad and Scatha's family which Arima had met a few times in the past.


He didn't even address them and sat at the front. With a panoramic view of the two coffins, and even a small one for Rocky. Arima silently closed his eyes and waited. No one took the initiative to talk to him and Moria, Jin, and Haze arrived shortly after.


Moria talked to everyone present and announced that the funeral would begin. He then proceeded to call a priest to officially conduct the funeral.


A few minutes, a rather large group of people entered the hall. They were from the orphanage; mainly to honor Tieria. Jane was at the front of the group when one of her workers went past her. She tried to stop her but failed to do so as the woman approached Arima.


"You! How dare you conduct the funeral of a criminal like her!?" She shouted with tears flowing down her cheeks and Arima's entire body tensed.


"Stop, Helia!" Jane grabbed her shoulder. "It wasn't Arimane who set up this funeral…" The old woman attempted to calm her but quieted down when Arima stood up.


He opened his eyes and coldly stared at Helia. "I don't care about what you think. I do not want to listen to your opinion. I’m here to honor my mother and that’s all you need to know!” Many people winced at how loud Arima’s voice got. His close friends were astounded as well. They never heard him speak so loudly.


“What do you want from me anyway!? Do you want to mutilate her body perhaps!? Try to get near her coffin and I’ll snap your neck myself! Leave now!"


Helia quivered in fear and Jane had to drag her away. "…I’m sorry,” Jane whispered and went out together with her group.


After that incident, the funeral went on normally. Scatha's relatives made a speech in her memory and Arima barely listened as he silently sat whilst shutting off all of his senses.


Later, the bodies were not buried but cremated as wished by the deceased and Arima remained until the end, even lingering for more than an hour afterward. When he left the hall, carrying three jars of ashes in a carved wooden case, everyone had already left.


"Hey," as Arima was leaving in the night, Haze called out to him from behind. When Arima turned around, he used his free hand to catch something that had been thrown at him. He inspected the object and saw it was Tieria's dog tag.


"Look behind," Haze said and Arima flipped over the tag. On the other side, Scatha’s information had been added.


Arima clenched it in his hand and hung it on his chain along with his own tag. "Thanks," he muttered to Haze and walked away. "Let's go, we have work. First of all, I want you to use as many resources as you possibly can to investigate a name; Karaskan."


Haze quietly followed Arima and didn't question him as he immediately noted down the name. He assumed it had something to do with what happened the day before.


Arima's eyes flashed coldly. "I'm finished being low-key. It's time to change things," he declared and Haze gazed at his back. He sighed and raised his head to admire the stars. He wondered what would happen from now on.


Ironically enough, the moment he lowered his sight, a shooting star raced across the sky.


***


In the Time Garden, tears were falling in the pond's water. Lilis tried to hold back but even then, she couldn't help but cry. She was the Goddess of Worldly Emotions. Typically, things like that shouldn't affect her so much but at the same time, she could understand and empathize with humans better than any god could.


She was close to Arima, she considered him as a friend and maybe even more. She wholly felt the emotions he experienced that day as if they were her own.


His mother had annihilated everything that was precious to him before killing herself in front of him as if it was a performance. How wicked could this be?


What destroyed Arima mentally was that he loved both Tieria and the one who murdered her. When he witnessed Scatha end her life, he couldn't bear the shock anymore and changed forever.


As Lilis was slowly recovering her calm, the Time Garden began to act strangely.


"Hahahaha," the dark laughter resounded once again but this time the voice started talking. "It's the birth of The Wicked One," it stated and burst out laughing again.
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                From that day onward, Arima certainly changed but never strayed from his original plan. He had many ways in fact to reach his goal. He decided to go through the most effective path but also the bloodiest.


His decision wasn’t really fueled by his personal rage. The main factor that influenced this outcome was when he was told by Haze that his body had been altered somehow.


The two stones that had found themselves stuck to his heart allowed him to use Eion energy for his benefit. But he couldn't produce that energy by himself. He needed a direct intake of Eion before his body could be strengthened to incredible levels.


The boost only lasted for a few hours before stopping and leaving him tired. But that was more than enough and Arima relied on it to speed up the process of his ‘Empire’s creation.


Since he had gained the ability to basically become a true superhuman, he started going around the world to gather people and eliminate others. He would kill or destroy any obstacle and the world slowly began to hear about him.


The army was the first to learn about him since he was originally a soldier and was easily recognized. They contacted him and ordered him to let himself be captured.


But it was when Arima had turned twenty, and they were too late. What they got instead of a white flag was the death of multiple generals and other high-ranking officers.


What Arima did afterward was ground-breaking. He threatened the whole government with FEBs that he had hidden at strategic places and gained control of the country in a few months with staggering ease. Of course, there was resistance and protests. What more could you expect from humans?


A civil war almost broke out but Arima resolved the problem with a drastic method. After diffusing a warning to evacuate, he detonated one of the FEBs in the middle of a populated city.


The only people that remained in the city were the ones that didn't agree with his forceful way of commanding the country and thought that his threat was a bluff. In the end, they all died in the explosion. After that incident, no one ever tried to openly go against Arima's rule again.


Many people would question this course of events if read on a history book. But it was how things unfolded. Arima had supremacy in terms of firepower and could essentially destroy the entire continent were someone to force him. But that wasn't all of it. Arima himself was borderline a monster. He would go alone in a city filled with angry people and assassinate the leader in a day without even being spotted.


Arima also had prepared a lot before setting his plan in motion. He used his mercenaries to spread his influence across the entire planet and had connections with nearly everything. Especially with underground societies.


Arima said so himself; "When you control the bad people, the ones calling themselves good can't do anything on their own."


And that's precisely what happened. Arima regulated every kind of weapon distribution and prohibited it to be in the hands of civilians. Not even for hunters and police officers. Arima thought that the latter were poorly supervised anyway.


He dismantled what everyone called the police and replaced it with groups of trained soldiers who would carry through their jobs of maintaining security with great efficiency. On top of that, none of them wore a uniform or something of the sort. Their complete lack of distinctive features permitted them to catch many unsuspecting criminals.


Arima couldn't delete the laws; he wasn't stupid enough to think that he could come up with a new political system on his own and then impose it on everyone. But he still had to change it since it was obviously flawed and inefficient. Particularly the justice department.


Everything went quickly and slowly at the same time. Arima quickly took over the country but his control over it; he built it slowly and progressively.


For years, he continued to control the people with threats and military power. But during that period, Arima never did something unfair, he made changes that saved many lives and improved the ones of others.


It was a dictatorship, but the complaints were gradually buried over the course of time after the citizens realized that their lives were improving. Though, every time they thought about how Arima had taken power years ago, they would still not hesitate to say it was cruel and evil.


But now, even if it went against their values, they could only admit that Arima had created a better life for everyone. And within those ten years, Arima took advantage of his monopoly over FEBs to threaten other countries.


Most of them surrendered when they understood that if they did not resist, only their political systems would be changed while the lives of the people would only improve. Nobody wanted to see nukes raining on them after all.


In Arima’s opinion, the main issue in history was that people focused too much on democracy. They deemed it to be the best system when they compared it to the times where kings could abuse their power.


But what they failed to realize was that by dividing power, the loopholes would always be exploited, and nothing will ever get better because of the different opinions. People think that it's better when people talk about their different points of view and then reach a conclusion.


But that way, nothing will ever change. Additionally, because it was always the most influential person that would get the last word and gain the right to apply the 'brilliant' idea he came up with, the system could only become more complicated and flawed.


Arima changed all of this. Although everyone hated him for what he had done at first, now they could only say that he was a talented ruler.


When he turned thirty-five, he had basically been recognized as the main leader of half of the world. During that time, Arima also did something that he never thought he would do anymore.


One day, he heard about a seam of sapphire that had been discovered near his headquarters.


That day, for some reason, he got the idea of forging a weapon with that material. At the time, it was possible to modify sapphire's composition to make it suitable for forging. But no one would ever do that since it would reduce the value of the precious stone. But Arima did it. He literally was a sort of Emperor; he could do that at least for his own pleasure.


Since his most proficient technique was kendo, he forged a katana for a month straight and named it Karma. Since that day, he would always bring it to the battlefield.


Arima continued his 'conquest' of the world in the following years. But something unexpected happened one day. He was on a mission alone in China. He was targeting one of the biggest figures of the country who was rallying a group to rebel.


But when he reached his destination, the place had been vacated and a beeping sounded all around him. His eyes widened. His expression remained unchanged for a few seconds before he looked at the sky with a smirk on his face. That day, he laughed for the first time in twenty-five years.


"That's how it ends? Treason? So, one of them finally escaped our radars, huh?" Arima snorted and put a lollipop in his mouth. Any of his brothers in arms knew that he always had one with him. Sometimes, they even wondered where it came from.


Arima drew Karma and planted it in the ground at his feet.


"Seriously, it took too long… At least, I set the foundation. Haze and Jin will finish this… I couldn't find out what happened in the end,” he muttered and the explosion reverberated right after.


***


"Aah, look at what you’ve done. Now you're dead."


Arima heard a voice awfully familiar and opened his eyes. He looked around and scowled. The horizon was darkness itself. The sky was blacker than the night and the ground was damp with a reddish liquid that looked like blood and water mixed together.


"How're you doing, Arimane?"


Arima slowly stood up and frowned as he stared at the ‘entity’ in front of him. There was one man there. A man whom he had ironically forgotten the appearance over the years.


It was himself. As if he was staring at a twisted mirror, his reflection was standing there, smiling at him.


"…What are you?"


The reflection grinned and pointed at Arima. "I'm you," he paused and shrugged. "That would be the classic answer. But it's a boring one, so I'll change it. I'm your judge. I'm here to make you pass the Life Judgment. But, since you died in a circuit-less world, I, unfortunately, don’t have enough resources to initiate it."


"What are you talking about?"


"Don't mind, you will forget this anyway," the reflection replied. "I certainly don’t have enough energy to begin the Judgment, but ‘reviving’ you is doable. That's what I'll do. I can only do it once. So, by some miracle, please go to another world and die one more time there, okay?"


"What? Wait! I never said I wanted to live!" Arima didn't understand what was happening but if this copy was telling the truth, he was about to come back to life somehow. That's not what he wanted.


Since the day Tieria and Scatha had died, he constantly lived a life of blood and destruction. Not because he wanted to die, but merely because he wanted to accomplish that stupid goal of his. It was his own way to honor his comrades that died in battle. He wished for death, but never sought it. But now that he had it, he had absolutely no desire to come back.


"You can't," the reflection immediately stopped him with a stoic expression. "You're a Death Hunter. I'm sorry; you cannot escape it. No matter what," he declared and snapped his fingers. The place around them crumbled and Arima shouted one more time in vain.


“We’ll meet again.”


***


Arima’s eyes snapped open. He gasped and slowly took in his surroundings. Everything was burned and destroyed by the explosion but he himself was perfectly fine.


"What… happened?" He couldn't understand and his expression sunk. "What is this? Are you kidding me? I wanted death but didn't want to offer myself to it. And this is what I get? An inexplicable phenomenon where I survive against my will…?" He groaned and stood up. He glanced at his right and noticed that there wasn’t any scratch on Karma.


He reached for the sword’s hilt then felt something cold fall on his cheek. He looked up to see the sky covered by gray clouds. He blinked and before he knew it, a downpour was already happening.


Arima was drenched by the water after a few seconds. But he stayed there, immobile. He closed his eyes and stood still as if he wanted to remain there forever.


It took two hours for the rain to stop and Arima didn’t move once. When the sun finally returned, he opened his eyes. They were different. They had preserved their sharpness but the hints of madness and rage it held before had disappeared.


"Fine…I'll continue," Arima murmured and sheathed his weapon before walking away.


***


When he returned to Aurora, Haze and Jin rushed to see him. They learned while he was away that someone had betrayed them and leaked his location. They imagined the worst but what they saw shattered their expectations.


Arima wasn’t only just fine, he had changed. Neither of them knew what happened but both of them perceived how peaceful he appeared.


Jin snorted. "Welcome back, Arima"


Arima smiled and nodded. "Jin, Moria, it’s time to proceed to the last phase. Let’s go," he said and headed toward the laboratories.


Jin and Haze looked at each other and nodded. They followed Arima for their last work. Decades ago, he had launched a secret project and assigned it to a small team at first.


That team's job was simple on paper; find a way to contaminate Eion energy and destroy it like a virus. It had been theorized in the past that Eion energy acted like a living being and that a disturbance could potentially be transmitted from one source to another. After years of research, they managed to do it.


The use of that virus would be Arima's last order.


In the following years, every country in the world abruptly saw their Eion energy vanish and only Arima's Empire was left owning it. They had greatly strengthened their control over the world in one single move. And two years later, a public announcement was made.


Arimane Blade stepped out of the leader's role and left everything to his subordinates. After that day, he was never seen again. People talked a lot about that, they wondered what had happened to him. They would say that he died, became scared of the power, or even took a break and continued his life incognito.


After Arima went missing, the ‘Empire’ he had created continued to work even better since the populace had lost sight of their target of hate. People were constantly insulting Arima’s rule because he was considered a murderer by many. But with him gone, the citizens discarded their pitiful pride and wholeheartedly accepted Aurora’s new leader, Haze. The former leader had become a scapegoat for almost everything bad that Aurora had committed


Thus, Arima had reached his goal. Wars had been effectively routed. There was only a single rule for the entire planet now and the only battles you’d see would be between Semita Finis, who had taken the role of the police, and daily criminals.


***


When the reminiscence finally ended, the Time Garden recovered its normal atmosphere and Lilis only kept one thing in her head as she dashed through the exit, ‘He already died once!’
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                When Lilis exited the Time Garden, she became aware that most of the gods were gathered in front of the Heaven Gate. The situation confused her and she marveled about what kind of issue could possibly require the attention of every god. Arima flashed past her mind, and she seriously hoped she was wrong.


When Lilis reached the Heaven Gate, she immediately went to Azes who seemed to be waiting for something. He had, in fact, sensed Lilis the moment she left the Garden and had stayed in front of the gate instead of going in with the other High Gods.


"What is happening?" Lilis asked the second she landed.


"Hell's Purgatory was forced open by Ojure Karez… Do you remember that human?"


"Ojure? The human who fled from Hell? Why would he do that?" Lilis frowned as she recalled the individual.


"A war most likely. He appears to be baiting us for some reason. But that's not what I want to talk with you about. You finished watching Arimane's past, right?" Azes changed the subject and Lilis nodded with a darkened expression.


Azes glanced at her expression and grunted. "It’s worse than I thought, huh? At first, the reason I wanted you to look at it stemmed from a mild curiosity and a detail I wanted to verify. But things changed since then," he said and rolled his sleeve to reveal the black mark.


"This is a seal I made a long time ago with my Unique Magic. This means that Pandora has been retrieved," he declared and Lilis' eyes narrowed.


"As you know, the only way to open Pandora is the sacrifice of an existence deeply connected to the River of Time and Fate. Silver Emperors, Life Hunters, and Death Hunters. These three are perfect matches and Arimane is all of them at the same time," Azes explained and shook his head.


"My personal curiosity aside, the main reason I sent you to the Time Garden was to find out if Arima had indeed confronted one of Karaskan's Seeds in his world. That's important because it would indicate that Karaskan is either the ‘target’ of Arimane's destiny as a Death Hunter or simply its first step," Azes concluded and eyed Lilis with an inquisitive look.


"So, even though I think it's pretty obvious, was it really Karaskan?" He asked and Lilis slowly nodded.


"No doubt, it was him. He blatantly introduced himself in front of Arima," she replied whilst recalling the gruesome scene.


"I see. That's one thing already. We'll have to be careful about Arima and Karaskan's encounter. Now, we arrive at the main point, which is Pandora," Azes continued.


"When the Pandora opens, it delivers a manifestation of the life of the one who opened it. Pandora has been opened only once before and it was done by Gabriel. Nothing bad actually happened. Gabriel has such a pure soul that she most likely didn’t even produce anything back then. In any case, if a saint-type person opens Pandora, the world will be bathed in light but the opposite is also true," he then turned toward Lilis. "Now, what kind of life Arima lived, and what are its most important events?"


Lilis was rapidly overwhelmed by the question, as the answer was rather complex. "I don't think I can answer that so easily…"


"Arima lived more than a wretched or bloody life. At first, it wasn't really dramatic or cruel except the fact that he was an orphan. But during his prime age, he did things that overturned an entire planet, with terror and death following him at every instant," she tried to explain Arima's life the best way she could.


"But his identity not only represented death or terror it also symbolized power and dominance. He ended up being the most powerful person in his world," she added and breathed in


"Compared to powerful figures like us, his feats could perhaps be considered very mediocre. But, in my honest opinion, anyone that would dare to say that is either arrogant beyond reason or straight up stupid," she uttered and Azes was a bit surprised by the grave tone of her voice.


"Even gods would cower if they were told to conquer their world. They’d probably die within the first days. Arima was born pretty much equal to every other human. And he still managed to take over the entire planet. That feat is comparable to a god conquering Heaven," Lilis paused and wryly smiled. "Just on a smaller scale."


Azes closed his eyes mused. “…Well, I can't possibly predict what will happen if Arima ever opens the Pandora," he muttered after a moment. "If I'm not misunderstanding what you're saying, something really special should happen."


"Azes," Lilis suddenly called and Azes looked up to see her very serious expression. "While he was in his world, Arima died once and something that I couldn’t comprehend followed. At one point he had been obliterated by an explosion, the next he was lying down in the middle of the ruins without a scratch," she finally said and Azes froze.


"What?" He exclaimed. The look in his eyes was weirdly shifting from happiness to wariness every second. Then, he started laughing. "What is this? Even fate has its limits and this is just crazy," he grinned.


"If he was revived without any plus, and that he forgot about it, it means that he didn't get the chance to undergo the Life Judgement. Instead, he created an irregularity by reviving without achieving the Judgement. His current condition can be compared to a sort of perfect undead. What would happen if he goes through the Life Judgment now…?" Azes wondered and suddenly thought of something.


"Wait, from what we learned within the last hour, Kerberos was trapped outside of Hell by Karez. But we never checked where he was sent," he was suddenly caught with worry. "Don't tell me…!" He waved his hand hastily and a strange pen appeared in his hand. He started writing on mid-air some quaint words that were undecipherable even with the Gods' language.


When he finished writing, the words slowly merged to form a new text. It now displayed: '63.5B'. The two first numbers referred to the world; the other two characters designated a planet.


And, of course, both corresponded to Arima’s location. Azes's expression twitched.


"What were the chances that I send him to the same planet Karez was on…?" He muttered, and he also became even more anxious for some reason.


"If by any chance…" He paused and shook his head. "Who am I joking with? Of course, he's going to go to Hell somehow. This is bad."


"Why?" Lilis was perplexed.


"There’s no way to predict what would happen to Arimane if he enters Hell with a body that is essentially dead. It's the Life Judgement that allows a Life Hunter to resurrect from the trigger event; death. Arima didn't even attempt the Judgment, thus he was technically not resurrected. He's basically a dead person living just because of an Owl," Azes explained and his pupils dilated in realization.


"The Purgatory has just been emptied and can’t retrieve its former prisoners but that won’t stop it from accomplishing its duty. That prison can very well be considered a living being. And right now, it’s hungry! Very hungry! Arima could very well be sucked into the Purgatory because of his death force!" He shouted and flew off toward the Heaven Gate. Lilis was stunned but still hurried to follow him.


***


Above a forest composed of tall red trees, crimson grass, and bloody thorns, a giant white cog formed in the sky and five figures emerged from it before dropping down.


During their fall, two of them transformed. A small pup became a giant hound with three heads and one human figure turned into a jet-black noble dragon.


Kerberos had finally returned to Hell and howled. The realm seemed to acknowledge him as the ground shook. Meanwhile, Night caught Lanya, Arima, and Karma and carried them to the ground. After using the gate, they had lost their control over magic and aura for a brief period of time and only he could fly without it.


"The killing intent here is so dense…" Lanya muttered as she probed Hell's atmosphere. Night nodded and let her step down from her back along with Karma.


But something unexpected happened just after. Arima literally fell from Night's back and rolled on the ground like he had been knocked out by something. Everyone was surprised at the sight and couldn't react in time as the ground started quaking again, but with much more intensity.


A black mist that seemed to be able to kill at contact abruptly emerged from Arima’s body and created a tornado. He grunted and punched the ground as he stood on all four. The color of his irises was flickering; sometimes bright silver, sometimes unnerving crimson. Lightning began to rumble and the electricity reached every corner of the forest.


At the same time, crevasses opened without warning and an incalculable number of crimson chains surfaced before coiling around Arima like preying snakes.


"That's…" Chulainn couldn't believe his eyes. "That’s the Inquisitor! He's about to get sent to the Purgatory!" He bellowed and tried to burn the chains with his flames. He attempted to communicate with them but they didn't seem to be willing to listen to him.


Night, Karma, and Lanya also tried to help but they were blown away by the spiraling sphere made of chains that had managed to form around Arima.


Lanya gritted her teeth and activated the power of the Unblinking Eyes. But she grunted in pain shortly after as she immediately covered her eyes while blood flowed down her cheeks.


"We can't do anything?!" Night hastily asked Chulainn. The latter's expressions darkened, and he shook his heads.


"I don't know. This phenomenon should only occur when Hell has to catch a convicted and imprison him. I don't know how to stop it. This should have never happened in the first place. I know that Death Hunters are said to be able to control death, but it's just a legend and it only means that they are deeply connected to it," he said as the number of chains increased and the ground started ‘swallowing’ the sphere.


Chulainn gritted his teeth. "I had noticed that Arima had a unique control over death magic, but I never even considered that Hell would see him as a dead person meant to be confined."


As he was speaking, Lanya tried to use her eyes again and more blood came out of her strained eyes.


"Stop! You'll lose your eyes if you keep up like this!" Karma ran to her and grabbed her wrists to calm her down. But when she saw the small smile that had found its place on Lanya’s face, she immediately froze.


"I’m fine…” Lanya whispered and sighed in relief. “And we don't need to do anything," she added and the three others glanced at her in confusion. To their surprise, they soon heard a strange, eerie and powerful howl that resounded across the entire forest and perhaps even further.


***


Up until Hades, who shuddered and turned around astounded. Until Lucifer who froze and stared at his hand which was quivering. Until the ex-prisoners of the Purgatory and all of the residents of Hell who promptly felt pressured by the pure might of death itself.


***


Even Chulainn faltered. The chains which were tightly tangled together emitted splintering noises as dark lightning covered them. A silver light could be seen through the gaps of the chains and soon enough, everything burst.


Everyone disregarded the powerful shockwave and squinted to spot Arima’s figure through the dispersing smoke. The silhouette reflected in their eyes was alarming, to say the least.


Once there was nothing to obstruct the view, a gray skeleton could be seen standing in the middle of a crater. Its right half was that of a regular human being, but the other half was simply distorted. The bones were considerably thicker, some of which had an entirely dissociate structure compared to the other half. But the most eye-catching detail was the sharp red horn on the skull pointing forward.


The deformed skeleton hollered again before everything came back to normal. The skeleton slowly regained flesh and Arima gasped the moment his head was fully recovered. He staggered and fell on one knee.


He panted for a minute then rolled his eyes at Chulainn. "What the hell was that?"


The Hellhound gawked. "What the hell are you?"
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                "The real question is; what the fuck happened to you, Arima?" Night broke the silence after he returned to his human form. Arima scratched his head and grunted as he stood up.


"Shit, my mana pool is completely empty…" He grumbled and slowly walked out of the large depression that had been formed by the earlier incident.


"After opening that gate, which should have been impossible in the first place, and resisting Hell’s Inquisitorial, you don’t really have the right to complain…" Chulainn uttered.


Arima quietly ignored him and watched the broken chains around him slowly merging with the ground before turning toward Night.


"I honestly don’t know what happened myself. The only thing I recall was sensing my soul being pressured as if the world was trying to reject everything I represented," he said.


He approached Lanya and gently moved her hands away from her eyes. The blood on her cheeks had begun to dry but she still seemed to be in pain. Arima waved his hand and a silver light flashed over her eyelids.


Lanya sighed as she slowly opened her eyes again. "Thank you," she whispered gratefully and Arima nodded with a smile.


"Anyway, after that, when I was about to faint, something deep within my soul emerged to fend off that 'invasion' I was suffering," he then turned toward Chulainn with a meaningful stare.


The Hellhound just waved his tail and crushed some trees at the same time. "How am I supposed to know why Hell tried to imprison you?" He retorted before Arima could ask. "I'm just a sort of administrator, I don't know the details."


"Fine," Arima waved his hand dismissively. "Don't mind then. It's just that the 'power' which saved me is something I wished I’d never see again," he replied and cracked his neck. "What should we do now? Do you have an idea?"


"…I don't know," Chulainn said after a brief moment of silence.


"Thanks, Admin," Arima jested and he snorted.


"We have to get information before taking any initiative. First, we need to know what the movements of the prisoners are, the plans of Hell's princes and Hades, the strategy of the Gods, and finally, Ojure Karez's next course of actions," Chulainn listed and suddenly looked over the forest’s trees with one of his heads.


"Let's go for now. Your aura of death from earlier attracted some curious people," Chulainn muttered as he stomped on the ground.


The land moved by itself and the ground raised to form a dome above the group. It remained for a second before crumbling to dust. Once it had disappeared, no one was there any longer.


A few seconds later, Hades arrived and scanned the area with a frown.


"…Kerberos was here. Did he come back?"


***


Arima observed his new surroundings and whistled. "So, that's what you can do as the Gate's Guardian?"


"Basically. But it's just one of my simplest abilities here; a mobile dimension," Chulainn responded and looked at everyone. "We can go to anywhere in Hell from here. What do you want to do? If you want to help in this war, I will assist you since I can't be roaming around Hell with the prisoners of the Purgatory on the loose. Some of them were sent in there because of me, after all, I don't want to be assassinated."


"So, summarized, you're asking for our help," Arima spoke and Chulainn opened his mouths before closing them. He growled and gave a nod. "All right, you know that I will help anyway. Tell me what you know first, about those prisoners and the rest of the ‘devils’ in Hell."


Chulainn sighed. "If we're going to talk…" He mumbled and his body turned back into a small pup.


"See? You get used to it. Almost to the point you like it better," Night exclaimed and Chulainn groaned.


Arima snickered and made a table with magic. He sat down with everyone and Chulainn leaped on the table. Chulainn cleared his throat and focused. "Let's talk about the prisoners first. Basically, they're strong," he said with a blank expression and Arima put his arm on the table as he stared at him.


"Let me finish," the Hell pup added quickly. "They're really strong from your perspective. No one among you is in the Heavenly Realm. Meanwhile, every single one of the thousands of prisoners is at least at the First Divine," he explained and Arima nodded calmly.


"The crucial point here is that the difference in strength between each divine is enormous. A second divine can easily beat a hundred people who are at the first," Chulainn said and looked at Arima. "Of course, it's really hard to sound convincing when someone like you is just in front of me but that's how things are."


Arima's three companions nodded to those words and the said person just waited. "Anyway, before going any further, you need to at least enter the Heavenly Realm," Chulainn gravely declared and Arima exhaled.


"I know. I guess I have to pass that damn Life Judgment," he replied and Chulainn shrugged. "I think I already know how to start it. I have an idea for the occasion as well. So just continue," he waved his hand.


"Fine, if you insist," Chulainn said and rolled his eyes to the left. Three projections of light appeared there; each representing the strongest prisoners that had escaped the purgatory.


"The demon woman with eyes looking like precious stones… I'm not adulating her by the way, I'm just describing her," he remarked and then continued. "She's called Vastra, Second Divine, and most likely the strongest 'charmer' who ever lived. You can be sure that if you want to fight her, it's an army that you'll go for."


"The beast-man is called Utain, Third Divine. He's capable of destroying a planet with a single punch," he paused. "Physically only. Get that right."


Chulainn looked at the last projection and furrowed his eyebrows as if he had seen something really annoying. "The last monster you see there is something I'm sure you know about. He's an actual deity. He’s quite popular in your world. Try to guess."


Arima inspected the figure of the large monster with goat legs. He then saw the horns and the pair of black feathered wings. "…A winged goat? Baphomet?"


"Bingo," Chulainn smirked. "There's not much to say, don't you think? That thing is at the Third Divine and one of the strongest beings in this Plane," he declared and Arima nodded. "Well, after that, we have the seven princes, seven sins, or fallen angels; use what you prefer."


Chulainn erased the projections of the three prisoners and started listing names with a new figure appearing each time.


"Asmodeus; Lust. He's a bad guy but he's always in seclusion. Don't worry about him, you'll most likely never encounter him."


"Belphegor; Sloth. You also won't see him, I think. He's too lazy for that. He may act a little for certain things, but he never moves seriously."


"Beelzebub; Gluttony. This one is another thing though. You may or may not meet him. Pray that you don't. He's really annoying when he's hungry."


"Leviathan; Envy. That big snake won't annoy you either. He just protects his own turf. Nothing more, nothing less. So, just don't destroy his home."


"Lucifer; Pride. Now it's important. Lucifer will always act against Heaven when he has the chance to do so. So, if you want to prevent Heaven's destruction, you will meet him for sure."


"Mammon; Greed. It should be okay. He's a friend of mine. You have to give him things for free to calm him down usually. Not a problem."


"Satan; Wrath. Well, of course, you'll meet him. He's the third strongest individual amongst Hell's inhabitants. And he also loves to fight. I don't know which side he will be, but he never fails to be a pain."


Chulainn finished and Arima glared at him. "What?" The small dog tilted his head and Arima sighed.


"Nothing. Thanks for the information, I guess," he still thanked him although he was doing his best to not be sarcastic in face of such lacking descriptions.


"Well, just remember their faces. Now, I want you to concentrate on this man," Chulainn resumed and another projection appeared, depicting a five-meter-tall demon. "He’s Hades, effectively the current King of the Underworld. Along with Baphomet, he’s one of the strongest people across the entire Plane. An interesting fact is that he had a huge quarrel with Poseidon centuries ago. So, he may actually oppose Heaven," Chulainn told and Arima rubbed his eyes.


"So, basically, there's actually no one in Hell who will help us to stop Karez except the H-Gods?" Arima inquired and Chulainn blinked before nodding. "That helps a lot…" He grumbled then thought about the prisoners and the demons. "I only see bosses… and I’m freaking under-leveled,” he muttered and gazed at Chulainn. "What about Origin?"


"Hm?" Chulainn tilted his head. "Oh, do you want me to bring you to its location?"


"Yeah, we'll start from there," Arima affirmed.


"Fair enough," Chulainn activated his sigil and the separated dimension was dispelled. They reappeared in the middle of a sandy beach bordering a dazzling sea of crimson water.


"It's right there," Chulainn pointed at the water and announced.


"Where is… ‘there’?" Arima scowled.


"Underwater. I don't know where exactly. Nobody knows. I thought I told you that," Chulainn answered.


Arima cursed inaudibly and sighed. He then lowered his sight to look at the ground in a contemplative manner. He took a step forward then hopped for a short moment.


"The gravity is different, the magic circuits are bigger, and the nature is filled with magic and killing intent. So, this is an Original Land, huh?"


"Yes, keep in mind that everything here is stronger and tougher. For example, the power you needed to exert to destroy a boulder in the mortal world is multiplied by at least a hundred here."


"I see," Arima nodded and speedily chanted something. "[Fifth Red Art, Exhaurire]," he cast his magic and red particles emerged from everything around him before entering his body.


"What is he doing?" Chulainn inquired.


"He's replenishing his mana with the Fifth Red Art," Lanya answered the question and Chulainn raised an eyebrow.


"He really can do anything with his Arts. I would want to see all of them listed on paper. It would be quite interesting to read every description."


"You're right about that," Night agreed. "Did you know that each Art has a special characteristic?"


"What do you mean?"


"For example, the Third Blue Art you used against Errastas; its special ability is quite simple to grasp since it's the main theory. But as you know, that magic is made to be indefinitely strong as long as you can give a stable and constant flow of mana without losing control."


"That's the special characteristic or ‘hidden aspect’ as Arima calls it. Another example; the Fifth Red Art he's using as we speak. Its use is to drain mana from nature and even the people nearby. But the hidden aspect is a life energy drain. Not our life force, but what keeps us alive," Night explained and Chulainn turned to be extremely shocked. "That shows how much Arima's theories are complete."


"I’m replenished enough. Let's go," Arima said as the effects of the Art disappeared. He then dived into the sea without any additional comment.


Lanya chuckled and went after him. Night and Karma shrugged and followed. Chulainn was left alone with a pensive expression.


"Should I really ask for a complete list? I feel like it can become some sort of divine treasure…" he muttered and jumped in the water.


***


At the same time, a large gate appeared at an unknown location in Hell. The doors opened and Karaskan surfaced from the vortex contained within the massive portal. He landed on Hell's surface and smirked as he reached for his surroundings with his spirit. He put up a thoughtful face and grinned.


"Where should I go first?" He hummed. "Let's meet that human who wants to destroy the world," he stated as if he was playing a small game and turned into a mist cloud that flew off toward a certain direction.
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                When Azes and Lilis arrived in Hell, the former hurriedly looked around and scowled as he felt the lingering presence of death.


"Zesta, do you have any way to contact or locate Arima?"


"Yes, I still have a telepathic connection with him. As long as he didn't cut it, I can contact him."


At the same time, Arima was going down the red sea by propelling himself with water magic. It was as if his entire body had turned into a torpedo. When he received Lilis’ signal, his eyes widened in surprise and he smiled. "{Hey, it's been a while.}"


On the other side, Lilis wryly smiled as she had spent her time looking at Arima's past during that period. She didn't feel like it had been ‘a while’ at all.


"{Yes. Sorry, but let's get to the main point, are you in Hell right now?}"


When Azes noticed that Lilis was actively using the telepathic link, he sighed in relief.


"{I am. I suppose you are as well considering the current situation,}" Arima casually answered and Lilis was speechless.


"Can you share the connection?" Azes demanded and Lilis complied.


"{Hello again, Arimane,}" he greeted Arima and the latter abruptly stopped moving, startling his group.


He frowned. "{What's wrong for you to talk to me?}"


Azes was a bit appalled. "{Why would something be necessarily wrong if I want to talk to you?}"


"{I don't know. Your whole presence sounds like a problem,}" Arima responded and he groaned.


"{Anyway, when you arrived in Hell, did something happen to you?}" He finally asked and Arima didn’t conceal his confusion.


"{How do you know that?}"


"{I see. So, you managed to resist it, huh? It's something that has to do with your identity. But for now, that's not the most pressing thing. What are you going to do? I assume Kerberos is with you but it's not enough to assure your well-being. You’re considerably vulnerable compared to the other people in Hell,}" Azes said and Arima snorted.


He nodded to his group and continued to advance within the red sea.


"{I'm currently diving to find Origin,}" he answered simply.


Azes closed his mouth and rubbed his eyes. "{So, not only you went to Hell, but you even decided to go after its biggest mystery… Are you trying to kill yourself?}"


Arima laughed lightly. "{Not anymore. You shouldn't worry about me. You better focus on what is coming soon. Apparently, your side will have to face Hades.}"


Azes sighed. "{You're right about that… unfortunately.}"


"{Something’s wrong?}" Arima thought that his reaction was odd.


"{Hades is my brother,}" Azes responded and Arima didn't know if he should laugh or pity him. "{Though, it's most likely Poseidon who will fight him, not me,}" Azes added."{You still didn't answer my question by the way. How are you going to fight the prisoners and the other devils?}"


"{I plan to initiate the Life Judgement soon.}"


"{…You've already learned way too much about the Judgment before starting it,}" Azes ranted and shook his head. "{Fine, I have one last warning for you.}"


"{Which is?}"


"{I'm convinced that Karaskan will act in the near future,}" Azes said and Arima fell silent. "{He has in his possession what we call the Pandora. Similar to the legends; once opened, it will release ‘something'. The only way to open the box is either great one-off energy or an immense charge of fate. You satisfy both. I'm almost sure Karaskan will try to kill you for it. So, you should be careful if you ever meet him,}" Azes told and both of them stopped speaking.


Arima finally said something after a moment. "{Old man, I don't care what his goal is. If he's coming for me, that's good news. You can be sure that I will terminate him,}" he replied with frightening composure.


"{You should take care of your family problems now. I will get Origin and assist you afterward. I will gladly fight Karaskan, but I require a great deal of life force for my plan to succeed. Do me a favor; store the bodies of every devil you kill. I will need them later on,}" Arima smirked. "{You can do that much, right?}"


Azes mused and clicked his tongue. "{No problem, I'll do it.}"


"{Thanks,}" Arima was about to interrupt the link when he suddenly remembered something. "{Oh, yeah. Old man, I didn't forget. Next time, I'll punch you. See you, Lilis,}" he said and cut the telepathic link.


Azes was left there speechless. "…He seriously meant that?" He mumbled and Lilis chuckled.


Azes glanced at her and scowled. "What are you so happy about?"


"Nothing," Lilis grinned. "Do you know where Origin is?"


Azes raised his eyebrows even more and pointed at a certain direction.


"There, in the red sea. Nobody knows where exactly."


"Thank you," Lilis shortly thanked him and was about to rush there immediately.


"Hey!" Azes called her before that. He stared at her and came to a conclusion. "Zesta, do you like him?"


Lilis's eyes widened and she stopped moving. She looked at Azes in the eyes and snickered.


"Who knows," she stuck her tongue out before flying off.


Azes rolled his eyes. "Well, well, we have a charmer here… Thankfully, Odin isn’t around anymore," he uttered and looked around. His eyes fell on Zeus and Poseidon discussing together.


"I hope things don’t go too awry. This war could possibly lead to unrepairable damages… But I might see my ambition fulfilled sooner than I thought.”


***


Karaskan landed on the top of a tall mountain and looked below at the literal ‘waves’ of devils. He scanned the scene and smirked. He turned into a black mist and teleported.


The mist reappeared miles away from a certain person's shadow. Karaskan’s figure emerged as he put his hand on the shoulder of his target.


"So, you're the one? Ojure Karez, was it?"


Karez trembled and darkness gathered around him to push Karaskan away. That casual exchange could have destroyed a city if it had occurred in a mortal world.


Karez jumped away and glared at his attacker.


"Who are you?" He asked with his usual, empty voice.


"My name is Karaskan. Never heard of me?" The Mad God answered candidly and Karez’s expression twitched.


He, of course, knew about that name. Karaskan, God of Dark Slumber and Madness. It was an infamous title. It was impossible for him who was aiming at Heaven to not know about him.


"…I’ve heard of you."


Karaskan smiled. "Obviously you did. Anyway, I'm hesitating right now," his expression shifted from amusement to coldness. His aura began to manifest as the rocky ground of Hell was being covered with a layer of dark mist.


"What should I do? I must say; your plan to start a war was quite an enjoyable show. It's also quite fascinating how you managed to appropriate yourself a part of Hell's essence. If I'm not wrong, your actual strength is only around the First Sky. But your control over Hell's essence allows you to amplify it until the Second Divine, perhaps even the Third as long as you're in Hell," Karaskan analyzed and Karez gritted his teeth silently.


"All of this is really interesting. You may be a good material for Pandora, but I don't think you're worth more than him. Ultimately, there's no reason for me to go after you…" He paused. "But your goal, unfortunately, does not align with my plans. So, I guess I'll have to eliminate you," he declared and Karez instantly circulated his mana.


Karaskan laughed and darkness erupted behind him to form a giant silhouette. "Sorry, but you won't be able to beat me with borrowed power," he said and charged at Karez in his mist form while the dark giant kicked the ground.


Karez similarly became a strange shadow as he clashed with Karaskan. He opted to counter the giant of magic with the control he had over Hell. His powers came directly from Hell, but he didn't have as many privileges as Chulainn, such as the movable dimension for example. But the only thing he could do was also the thing Chulainn wasn't capable of doing.


Crimson chains sprouted from the ground and bounded the giant while the two ethereal forms fought at an unimaginable speed.


In fact, the form which both of them were using at the moment was something only feasible by people in the Heavenly Realm. It was called ‘Full Phasing’ and its main characteristic was movement speed. For example, Arima’s Wild Spark was a magic that partially transformed his body into electricity. The only reason he wouldn’t transform his body entirely is that he simply couldn’t while in the Earthen Realm.


This fact is different when you're in the Heavenly Realm. When Arima reaches that level, he will be able to literally turn into a bolt of lightning.


Karaskan and Karez fought in that state. They never stopped clashing and were continuously changing the landscape with each attack. If it wasn't an Original Land, maybe half of a planet would already be gone.


The winning side in this clash was obviously Karaskan who would leave an injury on his opponent with each strike without even going all out.


Karez was being pushed back more and more even while using the chains of the inquisitorial to his advantage. At some point, Karaskan sneered and chanted a small incantation.


"[I'm the Master of Darkness and Madness]," he waved his hand and a black metallic sphere materialized before trapping Karez.


Karaskan clenched his fist and the sphere slowly started shrinking as a howl of pain resonated from the inside. When he was about to end it, his eyes narrowed. He shifted his body as fast as he could. The shadow of a leg scratched his cheek and the resulting shockwave dug a large hole on a mountain behind.


Karaskan then phased his body to dodge a punch directed at him. He retreated by a few hundred meters and wiped the blood on his cheek. He looked up to see the man who just attacked him shattering his magic sphere with a single punch.


Karaskan smiled. "Utain, The Destroyer. To what do I owe this pleasure?"


The old beast-man pulled out a cigar from his pockets and ignited it before putting it in his mouth. He pointed with his thumb at Karez. "You owe this to my honor. I can’t let you kill him after he pulled me out of that damned place.”


Utain spoke with a composed voice and huffed some smoke. He stared at Karaskan and probed him with his eyes before opening his mouth. "Do you want to continue?"


Karaskan snorted and raised his hands. "Alright, you win. That kid's goal is something that I don't wish for but I'm sure he will be stopped by someone else. I'll give you face. After Baphomet, you're the last monster I want to deal with, Destroyer," he uttered and disappeared afterward.


Utain exhaled and glanced Karez. "Now tell me, what's this goal he was talking about?"


Karez coughed a mouthful of blood and looked back at him.


***


Back in the middle of the sea, Arima instructed everyone to stop.


"Something’s wrong," he muttered and looked around. "I think I understand the main reason why people never come back from here," he added and Chulainn scowled at him.


"And what is that?"


"Well, quite simple actually," Arima replied and waved his right hand to the left and then his left hand to the right. His group was perplexed at his actions and he smiled.


"We're in the middle of a very sophisticated array," he paused and did the same movements again. "And I don't know if I can break out of it," he admitted with a thoughtful expression.


"Sorry?" His companions all exclaimed at the same time.
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                "What do you mean?" Chulainn asked first. "If it's an array, I don't think it can resist us if we really want to go through."


"Well, see it for yourself," Arima retorted and did the same gesture as earlier for the third time. He then clenched his hands as if he was trying to grab something and then slowly moved his arms.


As he was moving, his fists would leave a white trail behind. He moved his hands so that the two white lines formed a circle once connected. After that, he just let go and the white circle started shining. Complex and numerous runes appeared in it.


Arima distanced himself and looked at what was happening. When the white magic circle was complete, another four were drawn beside it. And then, another four formed around each new circle, some even overlapping the five first.


"Okay, it seems to have a large number of runes and layers but it should…be... okay?!" Chulainn's voice gradually turned weaker until he exclaimed in shock.


As he was talking, the circles just kept duplicating over and over, faster after each duplication. The starting point had already an incalculable number of circles superimposing each other. And still, the number of white circles just kept increasing every second.


Thus, a white 'wall' made of magic circles was now in front of the group. That wall was already so wide that none of them could see the end of it.


Arima sighed and tapped the circles. He slid his finger across the runes and made them spin with a casual swipe. "There you go. This is the thing you want to go through"


"Oh," Chulainn was so overwhelmed by the situation that he couldn't say anything else.


"So, what can we do?" Lanya inquired and Arima rolled his eyes at her.


He smiled oddly and knocked on the ‘wall’. "Do you really want to know?" He asked and Lanya pursed her lips. "Well, good choice," Arima chuckled and slid two of his fingers on the wall, one of the many magic circles spun and changed color to green.


"This one was easy, but it keeps getting harder. This is the kind of array we stumbled upon. That's why I'm not sure I can do it," he said as he analyzed the green circle.


"What are you talking about?" Night asked and Arima only turned toward him after he had turned another circle into a green one.


"We have to decrypt these circles to break this array. I already have done two. You can see it as a puzzle, or hacking if you want," Arima answered and altered a third circle.


"Wait, all of them?" Karma asked and gawked at the endless wall.


Arima smiled. "Yes," he said and continued on a fourth circle. "Come on, you begin too. For now, it should be easy, so I'll summon as many familiars as I can to help us. But since they will be controlled by my parallel thoughts, I’ll have to reduce their number and eventually dispel all of them when it gets too complex. At that point, we’ll have to do our best to decrypt the very last ones."


Arima breathed in and chanted. "[Bestia Delphinus]."


An azure circle appeared in front of him and a vortex formed around it. From within vortex, shining blue figures emerged to enter the red sea. Those silhouettes became clearer over time as they kept circling their summoner.


They were small dolphins with eyes glinting with intelligence. Their number continued to grow until Arima suddenly discontinued the magic and sighed out of slight overexertion. He rubbed his temples for a second and looked at the wall of dolphins around him.


"Go," he commanded and each one of those marine animals left. "They will commence from the corners and borders of this wall. We will start from here. Let's get to work," Arima explained and resumed the decrypting.


Karma and Night looked at each other with the same look of a desperate kid in front of his homework. They ultimately started working on the array. Lanya followed them and even if it was her, the lack of enthusiasm could be seen on her face.


"Why did I follow you again?" Chulainn mumbled and looked up. "This isn’t what I expected…"


***


"My goal is simple. I want to destroy Heaven," Karez declared to the three powerhouses in front of him; Utain, Vastra, and surprisingly, Baphomet was also sitting there cross-legged.


After hearing Karez’s words, Vastra giggled and Utain frowned. "Why?"


"Revenge," Karez answered simply and Utain was even more confused.


"I don't get it. I’ve heard from the lesser devils that you tried to destroy Hell's core years ago. Now you come back to say you want to destroy Heaven for revenge. That makes your action against Hell's core odd," the beast-man exposed his thoughts.


"I didn't say that my revenge was against the gods," Karez said and both Utain and Vastra’s eyes widened in realization.


"Little human, are you saying that you want to destroy this Plane?" The demoness asked with a cold and sweet voice. "There's a difference between just destroying an Original Land and completely erasing it. If you only shut down the core, the Land will die but the lower worlds will survive. But if you erase it, the entire Plane will be obliterated," she briefly explained and squinted her eyes. "Is the latter your objective?"


Karez had to bit his lip to resist the innate charming effect of her voice but he still replied firmly. “Yes.”


Vastra burst out laughing and Baphomet opened one of his eyes. "So, your revenge is against the world?" He asked with a chilling voice. It felt like each one of his words could crawl under your skin.


Karez shivered and looked at the hideous monster. He may have spoken with a calm tone, but that ‘thing’ was a master of the occult and a harvester of blood. It's impossible to even count the number of people who had died by his hands. At his question, Karez nodded.


Baphomet stood up and stamped the ground with his hooves. He turned around and walked away in a certain direction; directly toward where the Heaven Gate had materialized.


"Vengeful human, I'll let you live since you freed me. But after you get what you want, I'll kill you for having used us for your own ends," the Evil God gave his warning. He sneered as he was getting farther away. “World destruction,” he scoffed. “Even I didn’t venture in that. A human, such as you, has no right to hate it.”


Karez gulped and Vastra grinned as she stood up too. "Don't worry, I have no problem with your lovely endeavor. I have some things to settle with Aphrodite anyway. You can destroy Heaven as much as you want," she stated and clapped.


At her signal, a giant at the Third Divine opened his palm for her to climb. The giant then followed Baphomet along with every devil and prisoner who had exited the Purgatory.


Utain closed his eyes and lit up his cigar with a small flame. He then walked away silently, though he wasn't accompanying the others.


"Ojure, was it? I'm not a good guy myself but I don't want to associate myself with the deaths of every inhabitant of this Plane. I saved you from the Mad God, it should be satisfactory," he said to Karez without turning back.


"In any case, there's something requiring my attention," he added as he gazed at the horizon. "I'm feeling the presence of a Life Hunter," he uttered and Karez's eyes narrowed.


"Furthermore," the old beast-man continued with a graver tone. "It's one from the R. lineage," he gritted his teeth and put some strength in his legs. The ground burst and his figure disappeared, leaving an afterimage.


Karez watched quietly. He couldn't stop him even if he wanted anyway. He sighed and turned his head to observe the army of Hell heading for the upcoming war. He smirked and looked at the black-orange sky.


"It's finally time to destroy this world that took everything from me," he uttered and took his first step.


***


"I didn't expect The Destroyer to interfere," Karaskan droned as he walked through a rocky plain. "Well, it’s not a problem. He shouldn't be able to destroy Heaven in time."


He then took out the Pandora from his storage and stared at it.


 "[Πανδώρα] (Pandora)," he chanted and the box started shaking. He smiled and threw the object.


When it fell on the ground, Pandora shined with a bright light and a tornado pierced through the scenery. The wind blew for a minute before stopping. During that time, Karaskan couldn't even approach.


When the tornado vanished, a huge palace was left there, seemingly made of the same material as the box. Karaskan immediately walked toward it and stepped on the wide staircase at the entrance.


He climbed until the main edifice and entered a sort of prayer hall. In the middle of the room, there was a pedestal with a slightly bigger version of the box on top of it. And hanging from the wall in the far end of the hall, one could admire the massive portrait of a graceful and beautiful woman.


Karaskan smirked and then turned around without going further inside.


"Everything is almost ready; I need to get some basic sacrifices and then the preparations are done."


***


When Lilis arrived at the red sea, she immediately plunged inside and started going down quickly. It didn't take her long to spot the giant blockade of green circles.


When she reached it, she was stunned to see the complexity of the array. She could only see green as she looked around. She knew that it meant they had been decrypted and overwritten, but she couldn't see Arima's group anywhere.


She could only trace the wall as she advanced. After a moment, she detected azure dolphins altering the runes with their snouts. All those dolphins were in a circular formation around Arima's group.


"Arima?" Lilis approached them and called. Arima blinked in surprise and momentarily stopped his work. He turned around.


"Hey Lilis, you've come. Um, could we skip the reunion? Help us crack this array, will you?"


Lilis smiled wryly and nodded. “Sure, no problem,” she went near the wall and looked around. To her surprise, the only person she recognized was Lanya. But even then, the latter's aura was extraordinary strong compared to before.


"Night, is that you?" She squinted her eyes and inquired as she stared at Night in his human form.


"Yes…" He replied weakly as he had been working on the array for almost ten hours straight now. It seemed that the time naturally flowed differently in the red sea.


"And you are?" Lilis asked the other person that she didn't recognize. "Hey, the red-haired lady over there?" She spoke out one more time when she didn't get any response.


Karma was half-asleep when she heard the question. She reacted strongly when she heard it for a second time and looked around perplexed. "Oh," when her eyes fell on Lilis, she exclaimed and smiled. "I'm Karma. Nice to meet you, Lilis."


"…Eh?" Lilis took some time to process and rolled her eyes at Arima with a look urgently demanding for confirmation.


"Yes, she’s the same Karma you're thinking about," Arima said and sighed as he finally finished a certain circle. He had been working on it for five minutes in total. A huge difference from the time he needed at the beginning.


When he finished that one, he groaned and one of his dolphins fell apart. Since the parallel thoughts were stronger when they were less in number, he had to slowly reduce their number overtime to keep up with the difficulty.


"I see… it’s an evolving array. Always harder…?!" As she was talking, Lilis saw a small dog with a zombie-like expression float in front of her. "You are… Kerberos?" She asked with a hesitant voice.


"Huh?" Chulainn moved his eyes and lazily took a glimpse at Lilis. "Oh, you're that young goddess, Zesta Lilis, right? If I'm not wrong, your domain is Worldly Emotions," he recalled and Lilis nodded. "I see, it's cool that you're back. I'm going to sleep, take my place at doing this annoying thing."


The Hellhound said and yapped as he took a bullet in the head. He made some spins in the water and snarled at Arima. "What was that for?!"


"Go back to work."


"I'm not good with decrypting work!" Chulainn complained. "I'm not good with meticulous labor in general..." He then whispered as he started working on another circle.


Lilis chuckled and followed by sliding her fingers on the runes. "I'll help you finish."


"Thanks," Arima smiled. "Glad to have you back."

            

    
        137. ''You see? Wasn't that hard.''

    
    
    
    
                After a few hours, Arima had already dispelled all of his parallel thoughts, the magic circles had become too complicated to be resolved by a secondary mind.


When there were only ten circles left, Chulainn and Karma had stopped decrypting the array since they were the ones that had the less technical knowledge.


Karma was given sentience by Arima but her ability in that area couldn't be compared to Night's who was Arima's soul beast. As for Chulainn, he was simply not suited for this kind of work.


The only people who were capable of continuing were Lanya, whose mind had been boosted by Chronepsis, Night, Lilis and, of course, Arima who had an unbelievable understanding of magic although he was born in a world without it.


After another few hours, there were only two circles left and everyone except Arima couldn't help but give up. The difficulty was too high, and the focus required was inhuman.


"How can he keep going?" Night mumbled whilst sweating.


Lanya inhaled to try getting back some mental strength and looked at Arima’s back. "I don't know. His focus goes beyond everything I can imagine."


"Yes, I bet he couldn't even hear us if we talked to him now," Lilis added. Meanwhile, Karma and Chulainn felt a bit awkward since they bailed out much earlier.


"Where does he get that much energy anyway? Sometimes he’s overly laid-back and at other times he’s incredibly lazy. I’m sure he could get us out of here if he tried a little bit, but he insists on cracking the array," Chulainn commented and Arima turned a circle into a green one.


He then touched the last circle without any other comment. When he interacted with it, every green circle around merged with the last one. After a few seconds, the last red circle became a huge one with a ten meters diameter. Arima rolled his eyes in a circle before resuming.


"I guess that he does things to the end once he starts them," Lilis waited for Arima to continue before answering Chulainn.


"Hm, if you say so…" Chulainn responded and glanced at Lilis. "I have a question for you, girl. Did you visit the Time Garden?"


Lilis's eyes widened in surprise and looked back at the small pup. She hesitated for a moment and nodded.


"So, did you see it?" Chulainn followed up.


"I did."


"Saw what?" Lanya inquired. She was perplexed about what they were talking about.


"Arima's past," Chulainn said and Arima's hand trembled. The circle glowed and his entire arm was crushed by an unknown force. His group reacted and was about to go toward him when he waved his hand and told them to not move.


"Just a rebound," he said and looked at Lilis for a second. "I will merely tell you this. My past is not something I like to hear or recount," his voice resounded clearly in everyone's ears and Lilis perfectly perceived it as a warning. Arima shook his arm and healed it before getting back to work.


"I can't believe it. He was still paying attention to the conversation…" Chulainn muttered


After that, everyone just stared at Lilis. Now, they were all curious about Arima's past. Especially Lanya who had now taken an interest in it. But, she understood, as much as everyone else, that she wouldn't get any answers from Arima himself. Lilis smiled wryly and shrugged.


“…Did it laugh?”


That question suddenly came out of Chulainn’s mouth and Lilis froze. She looked at him with wide-open eyes. “How did you know?”


Chulainn merely sighed and shook his head. “My father, the previous Kerberos, was much stronger than me. He was possibly the strongest in Hell, even mightier than Hades himself. He brought me to the Garden once. There, he told me that there was a secret behind it.”


“You see, that place isn’t some sort of intricate magic formation. A mythical and ancient beast has been sealed there. Father said that it had probably died a long time ago already, but its will and soul still remains in every Time Garden in every Plane. The beast was said to have been born at the same time as the Original God. It was feared not only because of its strength but also for its insight on the future and past. He essentially knew everything. It’s also said that Jormungand is its descendant.”


Lilis and everyone else quietly listened and Chulainn breathed in. “That beast was wicked. One that only found pleasure in destruction and blood. It would swallow a whole planet and its inhabitants just to have fun… Ultimately, during a reminiscence inside the Time Garden, if you hear laughter, it means that the beast is pleased and amused. It means… that the destruction within the displayed past is ‘delightful’ for it.”


Lilis didn’t know what to say when Chulainn concluded. She was about to add the fact that she not only had heard laughter but also clear words, but stopped. She just turned her to head to observe Arima, who hadn’t reacted to Chulainn’s words and remained silent. Feeling the heavy mood, no one spoke.


One very quiet hour later, Arima finally completed the last circle and the whole array shattered like glass. Only a second after that, they all started feeling that the flow of water was pulling them down. And it was growing stronger every second.


Arima frowned. "This attraction is strange. It's like the entire water around us is…oh," he didn't finish his sentence and immediately swam upward at full speed. He didn't need to say anything for everyone to follow him.


As they were going up, the currents were turning even more odd and chaotic. When everyone reached the surface, they saw a sky totally different from Hell's. It had the usual color you would see in almost every world; a clear blue.


Arima didn't bother to look up though and immediately looked down. His group also imitated his action.


"What the…" Chulainn muttered as he witnessed the sea slowly getting farther away from him. But it wasn't him going up but the sea itself going down.


After a while, a huge sound resounded everywhere, as if a meteorite had just fallen. The red water started steaming and slowly began to dissipate. Then, something surfaced from the water. It was a mountain peak.


After that, it was just a matter of time. As the water continued disappearing, mountains, rocks, trees, and even houses were revealed. The sea was drained until the ground was visible. Arima's group admired the scene thunderstruck.


"Hey, there are people down there," Night remarked as he looked down.


The group followed his eyes and indeed noticed people anxiously watching the sky as if they were waiting for something.


"This is strange. Those houses didn't suffer any damage from what just happened," Lilis commented and squinted her eyes. "Also, those people are weak…"


"You're right,” Lanya nodded as her eyes shined with a blue-golden light. “The strongest I see is only at the third level of the Mortal Realm."


Chulainn hummed and floated toward Arima's shoulder before sitting on it. "Hey, Arima, I don't know anything about the true emplacement of Origin. But I'm sure it should be beyond the red sea. I don't know who said that first or how long ago it was, but I’m sure it’s not unfounded considering all of Hell has been told the same thing."


"Also, there's one thing I can say about this place," he added and Arima nodded.


"This is a pocket world."


"What is a pocket world?" Karma tilted her head and asked.


"A pocket world is essentially a smaller world existing on the boundaries of a much bigger one," Lilis answered. "The popular analogy is a bubble on a soap. In this case, Hell is the soap and this place is the bubble. Arima, what about..."


Arima teleported away before Lilis could finish her question. She sighed and followed him along with everyone else.


The place they reappeared in was the center of a small village. Arima ignored the people staring at him and whispering to each other as he walked toward one of the many common houses. He placed his palm on the wall and white runes revealed themselves.


"I see, so that's what protected them from the water pressure," Chulainn said and attempted to read the runes. "This thing is quite intriguing; it doesn't use any known language."


"It's more than that," Arima replied and everyone looked at him. "No matter how I see this, I can't find a way to crack or break it," he stated and took a step back.


"What do you mean you can't find a way?" Lilis asked.


"Literally, I can't find any way to break this. This enchantment is perfect. It feels like the material itself is the nature of its defense. In that case, the only way to destroy this would be raw power. But even then… I can’t say for sure if it’s possible. This feels more like a World Law at this point," Arima explained and his group was speechless.


While they were talking, the crowd around them kept becoming bigger until it split to let pass an old woman in a wheelchair pushed by a young girl.


"Travelers, may I inquire about the purpose of your visit?" The elderly woman asked with a faint welcoming smile.


Arima glanced at her and frowned. He walked to her and crouched to make eye contact. The old woman’s expression turned to one of surprise. Arima's eyes glowed and she gulped as she felt her entire existence being studied.


"You have the same kind of enchant on your body. Same for that girl behind you. You people should be able to breathe and live underwater with this…" Arima muttered and stood up. ‘These runes seem to hold a divine power that’s even stronger than Azes'.’


‘Origin is an artifact created by the Original God. Can I assume it's him who drew these runes?’ Arima wondered and stared at the old woman. "Do you know anything about Origin?"


When he mentioned Origin, the old woman's composure crumbled. "So, you really came here for that?" She asked with a trembling voice.


"Yes," Arima replied and the woman's expression sunk. He raised an eyebrow at her reaction. "What's wrong? You just have to tell me where it is."


"I will not tell you to leave or anything… I can tell you where Origin is," the old woman paused. "But, you're not the first one to have tried. Many people came here in the hope of obtaining it. But most of them died. While the survivors… they’re around you as we’re speaking.”


“I see…” Arima looked around and saw the many ‘villagers’ slumping their heads. “It seems that not only you can’t leave this place, but it also drains you of your life force. Interesting. Now, spit it out already," he concluded indifferently and Chulainn snorted in amusement.


The old lady sighed and nodded. She understood that Arima didn't care about what she had to say.


"Fine, for that, I’d wish for you to undergo a small test," she announced and signaled the girl behind her. The young girl nodded and stepped forward. "Her lineage was granted the ability to see if an individual has the necessary disposition to use Origin. If you pass the test, she will give you a mark that will lead you to Origin. Its location is constantly changing. And only someone possessing that mark can find it and challenge the trial."


"Please relax," the young girl said and grabbed Arima's hand before closing her eyes. She breathed in and chanted silently. After a few seconds, she slowly opened her eyes to look at Arima. But what was reflected in her eyes was something that made her shiver uncontrollably.


In front of her, within a world filled with blood and darkness, a fiendish skeleton was standing. It had two horns on its skull and its stature didn't even look human; the bones seemed to have been shaped to welcome two hearts.


The young girl hugged herself. The skeleton opened its mouth and a vociferous scream pierced her ears. She screamed in fear, and her mind returned to reality where Arima was looking at her strangely.


"What happened, Emilia?" The old woman hastily asked.


"I-I don't know. I saw something terrifying and… wicked…" Emilia whispered and shuddered before retreating behind the old woman. "If I was able to see something, it means he has the qualifications but…"


"I see," the woman nodded and observed Arima. "I'm sorry, but can I ask yo-?!" She swallowed back her words as Arima's glare fell on her.


"Listen, just give me that mark," he coldly said. "Or, perhaps would you prefer that I take control of this girl’s mind and force her to give it to me? Which one do you choose?"


The old woman paled and slowly nodded at Emilia. The young girl’s expression darkened but she nonetheless complied. She skillfully drew a symbol with her finger in mid-air and made it gravitate toward Arima. The latter scowled and reached for the symbol with his hand. It glowed for second before appearing on the back of his hand.


"See? Wasn't that hard," he said and immediately flew off as he sensed a new presence.


"I'm sorry about this," Lanya smiled and apologetically bowed to the villagers. She deployed her wings before leaving with everyone else.


"Stop bullying these poor people," Lilis' voice sounded as they were getting away from the village. The old woman sighed when they had left her sight.


"They will most likely fail like the others," she lamented as if it was a certainty. Emilia shook her head though.


"I don't think it will be like any of the times before," she retorted. "What I saw in his soul was not only dreadful but also extremely powerful. For that person to not be mad is proof of his mental fortitude."


The old lady looked at her pupil. "If you say so. But when you're in that place, any sort of strength becomes useless."


***


Arima's group reached its destination in less than a minute. The place where Arima had been led to by the mark was, in fact, immense ruins. When they landed in the middle of it, they immediately realized it wasn’t truly in ruin per se. It was just how it looked like. The truth was that nothing appeared destroyed and that every pillar and stone were orderly put.


The whole thing formed something similar to a circle and Arima walked into that circle without any hesitation. What he saw there was a small circular area, about twenty meters wide. There was only grass covering it, and a black armor was standing in the center. When he stepped on the grass, the mark on his hand glowed and dissipated.


The black armor abruptly shook and turned its head toward Arima's group. The eyeholes of the helmet emitted a red light as the armor drew its longsword.
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                Arima's pupils narrowed and he suddenly staggered. He nearly lost his balance and frowned when he noticed what had just happened to him.


"What's wro-!?" Chulainn tried to enter the circular zone when an invisible wall blocked him. The same thing happened for everyone else except Karma and Night who casually went through.


"Hm, does this mean only Arima's 'soul' is allowed inside?" Chulainn guessed as he rubbed his muzzle with his tail.


"I think so, but it's not only that," Lilis said and both Karma and Night showed a similar behavior as Arima when he entered.


"This… not only did we lose our magic but our life force also was forcefully limited. How is this possible?" Night exclaimed.


"I have no idea. For now, Night, you resonate with me, and Karma, return to your original form," Arima instructed and his two partners nodded.


Night and Karma nodded and became rays light that shrouded his figure. Arima took on his draconic form with Karma in hand. He calmly unsheathed his sword in front of the armor which was standing still with a longsword prepared to strike.


Arima stared at it for a moment then made the first move. He flapped his wings and kicked the ground at the same time. His body had been restrained at the fifth level at the moment and he obviously had lost most of his physical ability.


But for an ordinary human, the speed Arima employed was nonetheless incredible. He reached his opponent in a second and swung Karma diagonally from below. The armor's 'eyes' flashed and it moved his longsword in an opposite motion to clash with Karma.


When the two blades met each other, Arima immediately used his tail to attack. The armor took a step to the side and deviated Karma while dodging the tail. Arima didn't resist the momentum produced by Karma and fell forward. He slammed his hand on the ground and whirled a kick at the armor.


The latter used its gauntlet to block the strike. It then raised its sword and swung it down in a vertical motion, ready to severe Arima's leg.


Arima moved his other leg and used the armor's chest plate as support to jump. The armor’s eyes glowed brighter when Arima landed a few meters away. It grabbed its longsword in a single grip and a second sword appeared in its other hand right away. The joints of the armor creaked as it gathered strength in its lower body. It kicked the ground and the ground shook lightly.


Arima clicked his tongue and parried one of the swords falling on him with Karma and the other with his tail. The two opponents remained stuck for a few seconds until Arima struck with his scabbard and made them separate.


Arima frowned and swapped his scabbard for Ira. He loaded it with physical bullets containing actual explosive powder and immediately shot. The armor slashed every bullet with terrifying accuracy and the red light in its eyes flashed once more as he countered with another assault.


Arima's group silently watched the fight occurring in front of them. The combat was getting fiercer and faster over time. Arima was using his tail as much as possible and even his wings to block attacks. He even had to use Ira as protection to fend off the swords.


"That ‘thing’ has an impressive stability and reaction time. It is not afraid of using the different parts of itself to block attacks and it is able to keep up with Arima's martial arts," Chulainn analyzed and sighed.


"This fight seems to rely only on your physical and mental abilities. Magic or life force is not a thing in this 'arena'. I wonder what would’ve happened if it was me locked inside. Maybe the armor would have completely changed shape to match my real form or perhaps I could have been forced to take another form... This is a fascinating place."


Lilis nodded. "You’re right. But I feel like there's something wrong with all of this. In the first place, what is this armor? Is it supposed to guard Origin?"


"Who knows," Chulainn shrugged. "But if it's really that, then it's way too easy. Arima is having a hard time, but at this rate, he will win without a doubt."


Meanwhile, Lanya's eyes shined with a golden and blue light. She had been observing each and every move happening in the fight since the beginning. At some point, she suddenly trembled. "Arima! It will attack your soul!"


Arima heard this and his eyes narrowed. He crouched to evade the armor's swing and then rolled to the side. He pointed Ira at the armor's helmet and fired. The bullet exploded and the helmet cracked as the armor was pushed back. Arima squinted his eyes.


 "{Considering Lanya’s words, in five minutes, your soul will be targeted. And for Lanya to warn you, it means that it’s dangerous enough,}" Night commented and he nodded.


"{I know. Let's accelerate things then,}" he responded and gripped his katana. "Karma."


"{Yes,}" she answered and her form changed to something like a small spear. At the same time, the chain hanging from the handle became a lot longer. Arima grabbed the newly formed spear and threw it at the armor.


The latter's eyes flashed, and it knocked the spear away with one of its swords. Karma pierced the ground behind and Arima dashed at the same moment. He charged at the armor and fired Ira; emptying an entire magazine of explosive bullets.


The armor crossed its arms to resist the blows and the next thing he saw was Arima's fist going through the flames and smoke. The armor reacted quickly and evaded the strike before cross-swinging its swords.


Arima blocked the first blade with Ira then pressed the trigger to deviate the second one. The bullet’s explosion hit them both but Arima merely covered his eyes, ignoring the small wounds, and profited of that moment to run around the armor with Karma's chain in hand.


Once he had completed a circle around the armor, he stirred the chain and pulled on it at the same time. The black chain was stretched and effectively bound the armor. He then jumped back and the end of the chain which he was holding transformed into a small spike that he rooted in the ground.


Karma made it so both the spike and the spear were fixed firmly and Arima immediately rushed toward the armor before it could free itself.


He summoned Superbia and smirked. "Let's try this, this shouldn’t count as magic since it can be considered soul manipulation," he muttered and put both of his guns against each other.


"[Physica Resonator] (Physical Resonance)." The two soul weapons shined and fused together to form a sort of big double-barreled hand cannon.


Arima loaded the gun manually and pressed it against the armor's chest, the barrels were quickly filled with plasma originating from the magazine and the bullets rotated before leaving the barrels with a strong detonation. The armor was pierced by the bullets and they exploded just after.


Arima crossed his arms and jumped away. The armor's whole chest plate broke down and revealed the hollow interiors filled with white runes. Arima sighed when the armor stopped moving. He smiled and admired the gun he was holding his hand.


"Perhaps I should keep it like this. It's stronger and comes with some advantages… I need to find a new name though."


While Arima was talking to himself, the armor's helmet fell on the ground. The other armor parts started breaking one after the other but before the helmet could suffer the same fate, the red lights in the eyeholes reappeared and stared at Arima in the eyes. Lanya gasped as her draconic eyes bled once again.


"Lanya!" Lilis went to her and tried to heal her.


"Again…" Lanya muttered as she stopped the activation of her draconic eyes.


"Again? What do you mean?" Lilis was confused but Chulainn's expression changed.


"This reaction…" His eyes widened, and he turned his head toward Arima who had already shot the helmet to completely destroy it. But it was too late and Arima dropped his gun. He held his chest as if he was trying to grab his heart.


"Night... stop the resonance and leave this space with Karma. Only you two can leave unrestrained," he instructed with a quivering voice.


Night was shocked, but he still discontinued the resonance on his own and reappeared in his human form. It was the same for Karma as she joined him. They both looked at each other and exited the area where magic was neutralized.


When Arima was left alone in there, he fell on his knees and grunted. His hands were contracting, and his expression seemed to be fighting another one. His eyes were half bloodshot, and his mouth was slowly curving into a smirk.


At that moment, Arima's killing intent manifested. But unlike usual, it wasn't controlled, refined and calm. It was pure slaughter intent; it was a big mess of bloodlust.


Lilis saw Arima's expression and gulped. His eyes had become empty and emotionless. Along with the chilly grin his face was wearing, the whole scene provoked deep fear to sprout inside of her.


"…The Wicked One," at that instant, she muttered unconsciously.


"What?" Chulainn looked at her and exclaimed. "Where did you hear that?"


"From the Time Garden… It didn’t only laugh, it also said that the Wicked One was born as I was watching the reminiscence," Lilis replied while staring at Arima. "What I saw in his past looks awfully similar to how he is now. If I'm not wrong, this is…"


"What Arima is keeping deep inside his soul. That's what this armor did, it roused his deepest darkness," Lanya finished the sentence and Lilis nodded. She then looked at Night and Karma who both had an odd expression on their faces. "What we heard during the local tournament when he closed his soul gate, was it this?"


"Maybe," Night answered hesitatingly. "Karma and I only knew that something was hiding there. Nothing more," he added, and Karma quietly nodded.


"Then the thing that prompted Hell's inquisitorial was this hidden darkness?" Chulainn conjectured. "So, that's why he said it was something he didn’t wish to see again…"


At the same time, Arima started laughing with a really eerie voice and his killing intent became stronger. Even his companions were sweating a bit now.


Even back at the village; most of the people there had already fainted while the old woman and Emilia were both extremely pale.


Arima's body started expanding and his skin also crumbled like ash. His bone structure slowly morphed, and two horns grew on his skull. The three meters tall skeleton howled and laughed madly. Every time he raised his voice, everyone in the small pocket world would shiver in fear.


"Fuck off!" Among all of that, a second voice resounded, and the skeleton froze. Everyone also reacted when they heard that familiar voice.


The skeleton's body started regaining flesh on one side and the other half tried to rip it apart while laughing. "Why not? I'm part of you. Now that this thing woke me up, you won't be able to keep me locked forever," a creepy voice resounded. Arima was actually talking with another part of himself.


"That's not for you to decide," Arima retorted and the fluctuation of the killing intent changed. And half of the skeleton's bones made a cracking sound as they shrunk. "Just go sleep again," the right side of the skeleton had now reverted to normal.


Arima moved his arm and grabbed the horn of the skeletal side before crushing it. He then gradually regained control. His body recovered, and his counterpart merely laughed at the result.


"I’ll come back," it said and Arima and collapsed on the ground.


He laid down and looked at the sky. "Well, shit."
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                "You’re okay?" Night asked as he helped Arima stand up.


"Yeah," Arima answered with an annoyed expression and cracked his neck. "I hate to admit it, but that other part of me actually saved me."


"What do you mean?" Chulainn asked from the other side of the barrier since it still hadn't disappeared.


"That final attack, it wasn't specifically meant to wake up ‘him’ up. That's obvious. It was an attack meant to destroy my soul. And it was blocked because that thing got in the way," Arima explained. "Seriously, who stationed this armor here? The Original God? Who the hell could resist a soul attack like that?"


"Well, you apparently," Lilis smiled wryly. "Maybe it was waiting for someone like you. You know how they call it; fate."


"Fate is bullshit," Arima snorted. "Everything is decided the moment you're born? Of course, it is. The future can't be changed or anything. You will just live your life how you're supposed to. And no matter what choices you will make, it will still be what you were meant to do since the moment you were born."


"They just gave a name to this to somewhat embellish gods and make humans truly believe that they are inferiors," Arima ranted and everyone smiled bitterly.


"Anyway," he walked to the place where the armor had disintegrated and picked up a small object that was lying there. It was a small white disc with a certain symbol on it.


"Gods sure like white. It hurts my eyes," Arima jested and crushed the disc.


"Huh?" His companions exclaimed. "Wa-wait! It's not because you don't like white that you should break it!" Lilis shouted and her eyes widened right after.


When Arima broke the disc, the ruins’ edifices started moving in a spiral pattern around the center. Meanwhile, within that same center, the ground cracked and something very large emerged from the ground and slowly elevated everyone.


After a few seconds, Arima’s group was standing on top of a massive temple made of white marble.


"It was meant to be broken, huh?" Lanya casually commented and Lilis shot a glare at her.


"What if I told you I really broke it because it annoyed me?" Arima uttered and everyone looked at him with dumbfounded eyes. "I'm kidding. It had literally a sign on it. It was a small drawing of a disc being hammered. There even was a text below saying ‘break it’. At least God is straightforward," he said and jumped to land in front of the temple's entrance.


"…" Lilis was speechless and so were the others. They all remembered to follow Arima only when he had entered the temple.


"So, will that ‘creepy you’ be a problem?" Chulainn jumped back on Arima's shoulder and asked.


"Most likely. When he said he would come back, he wasn't bluffing. Thanks to that damn armor, he's seriously awake now and will try to seize control at every occasion," he answered as they were navigating the corridors filled with paintings and beautiful decorations.


"You can't destroy it?" Lanya asked after he finished.


"No, I can't. Destroying him would mean destroying my soul. Who is dumb enough to do that?" Arima said and traced the runes on the wall with his fingers. "At best, I could try to assimilate with him but it's impossible in my current state. That thing is as strong as me or even stronger. To fuse with him, I would need him to be cooperative. I'll let you wonder about the probabilities of that happening."


"So, what's your plan?" Chulainn inquired and Arima sighed.


"Maybe I'll take advantage of the Life Judgment. I don't really know how it works, but let's think of it like this; I will assimilate with parallel versions of me. But what if that other part of me can do that as well? In that case, I would just need to integrate with more parallel versions than him before being able to do the same with him."


"I see…" Chulainn nodded and fell silent.


"So, you have to fight with yourself basically. But isn't that thing also a part of your soul? How can it be so hard to control? Can't you just, I don't know, accept its existence and fuse peacefully with it?" Lilis questioned since she was still a bit confused.


Arima laughed lightly at her question. "I think there's one thing you misunderstand. I perfectly accept his existence. I have that darkness in me, I'm not trying to deny it or anything. It's not because I rejected him that he was able to get his own ego."


"Everyone has a part of darkness. Mine is just bigger than most. When I arrived in this world, he must have mutated into a sentient being through the magic circuits. Just that it was 'asleep' at the time," Arima clarified. "When I arrived in Hell, to be honest, I was scared that he would wake up completely but luckily, he just went back to slumber."


"But, of course, an empty armor had to wake him up again," Arima shook his head and sighed. "Well, in any case, let's just think of that as an opportunity to get stronger. It should be, as long as I take care of this issue without messing up," he affirmed and stopped walking.


"With that said, I think we found our objective," he said and pointed at a huge white cube floating in the middle of the hall they had just stepped in.


"That's Origin?" Night frowned.


"I think it is," Arima shrugged. He approached the object cube and stopped just below it.


"So, what do we do now?" Chulainn asked and he scowled at him.


"That's what I should be asking you," he said, and the Hellhound covered his ears with his paws, faking a sorry expression.


"I told you. I only heard stories, nothing more," he said and Arima sighed.


"Let's try to touch it then. If anyone has a better idea, you’re welcome to propose it," he bantered and jumped lightly to reach the cube.


When his hand interacted with the cube, the latter shrunk immediately, and its size instantly went from twenty meters to barely ten centimeters. Arima blinked and silently grabbed the cube. He observed it and then played with it for a bit.


"Will you stop playing around with an artifact created by the Original God himself?" Chulainn rebuked and Arima smiled as he walked back to his group.


"That's it?" Karma tilted her head and asked.


"Well, apparently," he answered whilst showing the cube to everyone. "Of course, if you ignore the fact that I could have died and be overtaken by an evil counterpart. Yes, that's it."


Karma pursed her lips and laughed awkwardly.


"Seriously though. Can you use it?" Lanya asked in curiosity as she stared at the cube.


Arima shrugged. "I have no idea," he casually said, and everyone stopped talking.


"…I remembered something. Try giving it a name," Chulainn broke the silence and Arima looked at him in surprise. "It's just a story I heard. 'Origin' is just a title used to designate it. To actually appropriate it for yourself, you need to bestow it a name," he explained. "If everything goes well, Origin will reveal itself to you if it acknowledges you and the name you gave it."


"Hm," Arima mused as he observed the cube. He threw it in the air and nodded when he caught it back. "You shall be called Deva then," he stated and the cube shook as it left his hand.


The white cube became a ray of light that went through Arima's body and then began transforming into something else afterward. It became bigger and then landed on the ground thunderously.


When Arima saw what it was, he snickered. Origin had accepted its new name and immediately connected itself to his soul. He now knew that Deva would take the form most suited for its owner. He felt amused at the form it had chosen.


It was a daunting motorcycle with four wheels. On each side of the bike, there was a transparent crystal-like material that allowed one to see the interiors. There were mysterious mechanisms and energies locked in there. Lightning would occasionally appear inside of it as well.


Arima smirked and promptly rode it. The bike made a roaring sound as if to welcome its owner. The mechanisms all started moving. Several gears started spinning and some pumps began to move.


There were also some intricate lines drawn across the entire bike’s frame which resembled circuits circulating a sort of white energy. When Arima used the throttle, thunder resounded and the wheels released steam at high pressure. Everyone could only admire the power and magic contained within that vehicle.


"Well, let's see how well this thing can do. From what I understand, I should be able to bring you all with me," Arima said and released the brakes. When he did so, the group felt a breeze and in the next instant, their sight was twisted. They felt as if the world around them had blasted into pieces and that they were sliding down a slope really quickly.


The next thing they heard was the sound of a bike slowly calming down and water splashing. When they opened their eyes, they saw Hell's sky above them and the red sea below.


Arima casually looked around and snorted. Deva was perfectly stable on the surface of the water while sparks came out from time to time. Everyone looked at him with strange expressions. They had no words to explain what they had just experienced.


"You shouldn't daydream now. Someone’s coming and I’m not sure if it’s good news," Arima suddenly said and looked up.


After a few seconds, he spotted a small dot on the horizon. Chulainn was the first to notice who it was and the others followed. The individual in question reached them in less than second and his abrupt halt rippled the sea.


Arima gazed at the figure who was now hovering in mid-air above them. Deva, which he was mounting, didn't even shake from the water’s disturbance. In fact, Deva didn’t circulate on anything physical, it used dimensional anchors to move.


"Let me be sure. Are you a Life Hunter?" Utain, who had just arrived, aloofly asked.


Arima’s obvious reaction was a deep frown. It wasn’t a question he would expect considering Life Hunters were supposed to be extinct and forgotten by most people.


"I am, why?" He answered.


Utain didn't answer and squinted his eyes. "What's your name?" He ignored the question and responded with another.


Arima's expression twitched. "…Arimane Blade," he was quite displeased but he didn’t have any other choice but to answer. Utain was positively stronger than him and the only one who might be able to face him was Chulainn. If he could talk his way out, it was worth trying.


"Arimane… I heard that name before. Where was it?" Utain muttered and focused on Arima again. "Your father? Who was it?"


"What?" Arima was perplexed. "I don't know who my father is."


"What about your full name?" Utain asked something else and he groaned.


"I don't know what you're talking about."


"You don't know?" It was the beast-man's turn to be confused. "You didn't go through the Life Judgment?" His face showed a hint of shock. "Are you telling me the death aura around you, the different mana cores, and even the silver mark are something you got before your Judgment? I thought you just had failed to enter the Heavenly Realm…"


A vein popped up on Arima's forehead. "Hey, will you just tell me who you are and what you want from me already?"


Utain snickered and glared at Arima. "Sorry kid, but you will die today. If I'm not wrong, your full name should be Arimane Reigen Blade," he declared and Arima scowled at him. "I swore to destroy the Reigen clan. No matter if you're the last of your race or completely unaware of the circumstances, I cannot let you live."


Utain clenched his fists and this small action made the surrounding water surge, the sky to clear, and the earth to quake. His aura materialized afterward and pressured every living being nearby.
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                Right after Utain left to find Arima, Karez followed the army of devils marching toward the Heaven Gate. Almost every devil or prisoner composing that army were motivated by revenge, or their will to escape Hell through the Gate.


The truth was that they didn't care about Karez at all, but they were still going to act in his favor. The only people who actually listened to Karez’s intentions were Baphomet, Utain and Vastra. And those three had let him to do whatever he wanted merely because it wasn't their problem.


Baphomet decided to kill him afterward and Vastra, in fact, wholly ignored him. And while Utain didn't want to help in this endeavor, the end of this Plane wasn't something that interested him in any way and just overlooked it because he had found a Life Hunter.


Karez was aware of this. He knew that he had to destroy Heaven whilst they were all battling. The army of Hell was moving at tremendous speed and so was Heaven's. The first encounters occurred in the middle of a canyon.


Heaven had dispatched a lot of their forces, and the well-known angels represented most of Heaven's power. This war began within a really short time. The forces from each side started fighting at different places across Hell.


Every fighter was all at least at the Fifth Sky with at least half of them being at the First Divine. The scale of the battles was so large that it could be measured in 'number of planets destroyed’ if they were in a lower world.


Hell itself started preparing for the war. The ground naturally hardened, the sky darkened, the volcanos erupted and the Original Land became even more faithful to its name.


As most of the devils, prisoners, angels, and gods were fighting, the strongest individuals from both sides remained behind to watch first.


On Heaven's side, Azes observed the battlefield and squinted his eyes to look hundreds of miles away from him, where he had sensed huge auras.


"…Baphomet," he muttered, that was who he saw first. Baphomet was perhaps the one that Heaven was the most scared of.


That monster was able to kill hundreds with a single attack and then use their souls to strengthen himself. He could even retaliate with those same souls.


Of course, he wasn't the only one worthy of attention. Vastra was almost as menacing as him. Her individual strength didn't go higher than the Second Divine but her control over other beings was terrifying.


She was able to control the mind, the soul, and the body. What made her scary was how she could boost the ones she controlled. She was able to make them stronger. If she wanted so, she could even ignite the mana in their pool to produce kamikazes.


"Aphrodite, I hope you can take care of her," Azes turned toward a graceful woman beside him, wearing a spotless flowery beige dress. She had rosy hair and skin devoid of any imperfection. Her expression reflected her charisma and just being in her presence could make lose control to some.


"Fear not," she calmly responded to Azes and looked at the distant Vastra who also was staring back.


The two beauties kept glaring at each other until thunder abruptly pulled their attention. Azes clicked his tongue as he saw the white lightning illuminating the sky.


"Does he really have to be so impulsive?"


Thunder roared again and a lightning bolt fell. At the same time, a white figure descended and landed in the middle of the battlefield carrying a huge discharge of lightning with it.


"Zeus…" Aphrodite muttered and shook her head. "Azes, where is Gabriel?"


"She should be arriving soon. She was staying in the Chamber until recently," Azes said as he kept his eyes on Baphomet and Vastra.


"What about Cronos?"


Azes sighed. "You know him. He completely disregarded the situation."


"Maybe he predicted that his presence was unneeded," Aphrodite commented. "This is him we’re talking about, after all. "


Azes snorted. "Overly true," he replied and his eyes suddenly narrowed. "This is…" he mumbled and ignored his two initial targets to look at somewhere else. "He’s here."


Aphrodite nodded with a grave expression. It just took a few seconds for a huge crimson fireball to form in the sky out of nowhere. Its heat affected everyone on the battlefield as it rapidly started falling on the angels and gods’ side.


But when it was about to crash, an angel with three pairs of wings appeared in front of it and the fire was engulfed in white light before being extinguished.


"Hades!" The handsome angel with six wings shouted.


Hades didn't respond and looked around, overlooking the seraphim. Meanwhile, a black-winged angel arrived beside Hades and greeted the archangel, "It has been a while, Michael."


"Lucifer…" Michael grunted and his wings glowed with a bright light. As he was about to attack, Hades opened his eyes wide and rushed toward a certain place with a loud sonic boom.


In the next second, an explosion occurred above the battlefield and the shockwave blasted a small mountain not far. Just after, two giant spheres, one made of water and the other of fire, clashed against each other.


"How long has it been?" In the middle of the steam and flames, Hades asked with a smirk.


"Around six thousand years, if I remember correctly," Poseidon responded coolly and the two exchanged blows one more time.


"They’re really getting fired up, eh?" Lucifer smirked. Michael glanced at the conflict between Poseidon and Hades and then focused on the fallen angel again.


"Hey, come on, don't tell me you're going to personally kill me," Lucifer bantered.


"I will. It is my duty to take care of you," Michael retorted, and a spear made of light materialized in his hand.


Lucifer sneered, and a second figure appeared at his side. Michael frowned and rolled his eyes when he saw who it was. "Now, what? Satan? I remember you hate my dear fallen brother right there because of how much people confound you two. What is this turn of heart about?"


"Well, the enemy of my enemy can be forgiven to be a temporary friend. And, honestly, you can’t tell me you didn't expect me to be on this side," Satan laughed. "Although I prefer when the conditions are fair. We'll be your opponents," he declared and a blazing pair of twin swords appeared in his hands.


Lucifer grinned and invoked his own spear before initiating a barrage of blows along with Satan.


Miles away from there, Azes' eyes flashed.


"How is it?" Aphrodite asked.


"Everything’s in order. Michael should be able to win alone. Poseidon will have a hard time but he's not overconfident, he will call for help if he's in bad condition. For now, we have the lead," Azes said and paused. "But this will change soon."


At the same time, Baphomet roared and the whole battlefield froze for a second. The goat monster leaped and landed in the middle of everyone. He stamped the ground and a pentagram formed, glowing below everyone’s feet. The corpses within the pentagram’s influence shone with an ominous light and a white mist emerged from them. The mist shrouded Baphomet and darkened before entering his body.


Meanwhile, Vastra chanted something and strange mark appeared on almost every devil. All of those who had that mark howled in pain at first but then grew bigger. Their eyes became bloodshot and they became a lot more aggressive.


All of this happened in less than half a minute. The first one to react was Zeus. He turned into lightning and appeared right in front of Baphomet as if he had teleported. He lifted his hammer and smashed the monster with it.


Baphomet scoffed and blocked the hammer with an organic-looking great sword.


"Do you really believe that you can match me, Zeus?"


He mocked and black smoke erupted from his sword. It covered Zeus and the god’s armor and weapon started decaying. When he noticed it, lightning fell between him and Baphomet to separate them.


"It's time for me to go," Aphrodite declared from afar and flew off in Vastra's direction. Azes looked at her for a short moment and then rushed toward Baphomet to help Zeus.


Azes's job in this war was support. He would assist the fighters at different places of the battlefield and he would do his best to lead them.


‘I have to reduce the casualties as much as possible until Gabriel arrives,’ he thought and joined Zeus in his fight whilst connecting everyone with a telepathic link.


***


As Arima and Utain were facing each other, they witnessed the clash between Poseidon and Hades from where they were.


"Looks like it started," Arima glanced at the discharges of magic and commented.


Utain didn't even look at it. "It's not my problem."


Arima shrugged. "Then why don't you attack me already?"


Utain had been staring at them for almost a minute now.


"You're hesitant, right? We have Kerberos on our side and you don't know what the others can do, including me," Arima uttered and Utain's expression twitched.


Arima snickered and looked at him in the eyes. "Why do you want to kill me anyway? Apparently, you met my 'clan'. Did they do something to you?"


"…Tens of thousands of years ago, before I was sealed in the Purgatory, I encountered them while they were still alive," Utain answered calmly but his aura didn't recede at all. "They didn't really do anything to me, nor was it their intention. But, in the end, everything comes back to the same thing."


"Indirect harm? Vengeance, huh?" Arima muttered.


“You can take it like that. But you can also say that I want to give justice because of your clan’s crimes.”


Arima fell silent then nodded at his group. "Well, I apologize. I would gladly fight you normally. But as you can see, I'm too weak currently."


"Do you think you can run away from me?"


Arima smirked. "Can't you see what I'm sitting on?"


"A motorbike?" Utain frowned. "What could you do with a piece of human technology?"


Arima chuckled. "A lot of things actually," he said and Deva ignited its 'motors'. "See you later, Destroyer," he waved his hand and released the brakes.


Utain was looking at him attentively but when Arima raised the brake pedal, he lost sight of both him and his group. Utain stayed stunned in place for a moment. He had been completely focused on Arima's group but he still lost sight of them in the blink of an eye. He couldn't even feel their presence anymore.


"Was that…" he muttered and his eyes widened. "Origin!" He exclaimed and turned around toward the war’s location. "Damn it!" He cursed and flew off.


‘If he really didn't go through the Life Judgment, that battlefield is a gold mine for him. It's full of life force ready to help him for his breakthrough!’ Utain shouted inwardly. ‘If I don't stop him now, he’ll become too dangerous!’
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                The second Arima released the brakes, he winded up in a sort of gray world where everything was frozen. The people had stopped moving, the wind, the water; everything. In this world, Arima could only move thanks to Deva.


Behind him, one could also see several silhouettes made of light. They were, of course, his companions. If you looked at them closely, you could easily distinguish the shapes, especially Chulainn's.


Arima mused and tried to run into Utain with his bike but he helplessly phased through him. He also tried to relocate him, but he noticed that he could only designate people to bring with him between the moment Deva left the normal world and enters the grayish one.


Arima discarded the idea of leaving Utain in the middle of nowhere and immediately rode toward the combat zone.


He passed by everyone there and coincidentally spotted Azes fighting against Baphomet together with Zeus. He stopped on top of a remote mountain and made sure to conceal his aura and his companions’ before pushing the brake pedal.


When he did so, the world regained its colors and everyone reappeared beside him. Arima grunted dismounted the bike. He exhaled and wiped the sweat on his forehead. "Damn, this thing drains my mana when I make short and precise movements," he complained and the bike transformed back into a cube before entering his soul.


"What do we do now?" Lanya asked when they were all aware of their surroundings. It wasn’t hard to guess where they were considering the explosions they were hearing.


"Well, we need to be quick. That guy will surely come here when he realizes what happened. Lilis, call Azes and tell him to come here," Arima instructed and Lilis complied. "I hope he did what I asked."


When Azes received the signal, he conjured one last magic on Baphomet, which was completely brushed off with a single swing of the Evil God’s sword, and hastily teleported near Arima's group.


"What's your plan?" Azes inquired when he landed near them.


"Did you retrieve some?" Arima replied with another question and Azes then remembered what he had been asked to do.


"I did," he waved his hand and dozens of devil corpses appeared around them. Arima smiled and nodded.


"This should be sufficient," he said and approached one of the bodies and placed his hand on it.


"[Vita Venari] (Life Hunt)," he intoned and a blue mist escaped the corpse to form a sphere. The sphere then grew some sort of tentacles and started sucking the life force of the other dead bodies. At the same time, a black magic circle formed above it like a halo.


"This is…" Lilis muttered as she remembered something. Night and Lanya similarly recognized the runes and formations constituting that circle.


Arima grinned. "I don't use them often. Here's two of them for you," he muttered and the sphere started ascending.


"[Auribus percipite verba mea, ut sint imperio] (Heed my words, they are rule)," he intoned and the circle shined.


"[Tantum mors tua, erit anima tua erunt] (Only death is yours, your life will be mine)."


The magic circle suddenly expanded, covering the sky. At that point, most of the combatants had noticed it. All of them, without exception, looked at the sky and scowled at the unknown runes and formations.


"[Aliquam venari, dum sequuntur contigerint erit tristis neque turbulentus] (It is time to hunt, the chase won't stop)."


As he was chanting, Arima slowly transformed into a Silver Emperor.


"[Quod est de lege vitae Venator] (That is the law of the Life Hunter)," he finished the incantation and the circle started spinning. The inner circles also did the same and the runes glowed with a red light.


"[Second Black Art, Vita Messis] (Life Harvest)," Arima uttered his keyword and the black formation in the sky grew countless appendages that first targeted the corpses across the battlefield. They pierced the bodies and started sucking the life force out of them before transferring it to the continuously expanding blue sphere.


"This art requires external energy to be initiated. That's what the corpses you collected are for," Arima explained. "Now, this formation is able to attack others and absorb their life force to increase its own capacity to then aim for stronger targets; over and over again. But it has a limit. It can’t rob the life force of people at the Second Divine or higher, considering my own level. Most people can also resist the attraction if they exert some spirit."


Arima said as he was drawing a second magic circle in midair. This one was relatively simple and only had a pentagram in its center, just like the one Baphomet used.


"Next," Arima smirked.


He snapped his fingers and the circle he had drawn turned into particles. Everyone on the battlefield was still confused because of the black circle sucking the force out of the dead. But they all refrained from damaging it since it was clearly amassing considerable amounts of energy and could explode at any time.


Only the stronger individuals, almost ignored the circle since they realized that it couldn't affect them and instead worked on locating the caster.


Meanwhile, Utain had almost reached the zone of warfare and understood what the circle was for the moment he spotted it. "A large-scale life hunt."


He wasn't the only one worrying about it. In fact, the most knowledgeable ones such as Poseidon, Hades, Zeus, Michael, Lucifer, Satan, Baphomet, Vastra, Aphrodite… All noticed that this magic was clearly sucking the life force and not the life energy. And they all knew one fact; life force draining was the ability of an extinct race.


While they were all thinking about that, the black particles Arima had released earlier had been dispersed across the entire battlefield.


"Your formation will have to leave, Baphomet," he declared and initiated his second chant.


"[Omnia pervenire non esse in mea potestate] (Everything I reach will be under my control)."

"[Qui sub imperio meae erunt mihi servientes] (Those under my rule will be serving me)."


The dark particles merged with Baphomet's pentagram and began to corrode it. No one noticed it except the creator of the pentagram himself. His eyes narrowed and focused on the pentagram that was slowly being overwritten.


‘The same person? How advanced is his magic theory? And how can he cast these magics so easily?’ He was astounded.


"Where are you looking at, Baphomet!?" Zeus shouted and brought his hammer down. Baphomet sneered and extended his hand toward him.


"[Negative Burst]." A black dome formed around him and impeded the hammer and the lightning following it before expanding and directly pushing back Zeus.


‘He really chose his moment. No one can stop him now,’ Baphomet thought. At the same time, a loud sonic boom resounded above him and a silhouette passed by. He looked up and snorted. "Utain."


"The Destroyer," Zeus also exclaimed.


"He's coming," Lanya informed everyone and Chulainn sighed. He jumped off the mountain and howled.


His transformation began right away. He recovered his original size and his two other heads grew back. Kerberos had officially entered the war and was big enough to be seen by everyone. Utain clicked his tongue and was forced to stop his charge. He was now facing the Hellhound and his flames.


"So, he really managed to come back," from far away, Karez mumbled. He had erased his presence from the start and was waiting patiently for the perfect occasion.


"[Sive per vitam mortem...] (Through life or death…)."


Meanwhile, Arima resumed his chant when the circle of Baphomet was entirely covered by his particles.


"[Nec refert, qui] (It doesn't matter which)."

"[Third Black Art, Imperium Diaboli] (Devil's Supremacy)."


When he ended his chant, Baphomet's formation immediately lost its influence and was replaced by Arima's own pentagram.


The Evil God frowned. He struck the earth with his hoof and a blood-colored aura surrounded him. A huge eye opened on his great sword and he swung it at full strength. A red wave of energy came out of the blade's edge and hit Zeus.


The resulting explosion engulfed both angels and devils nearby. The shockwave spread for tens of miles and it was at that moment that Arima's Third Art finally showed its abilities.


It affected the corpses first, like with Baphomet's circle. But it didn't take anything out of them. Instead, all the dead bodies above the pentagram suddenly opened their eyes and stood up.


Baphomet looked wide-eyed at those dead soldiers rising across the battlefield. He was a master of death and the occult but even for him, it was hard to create undead. To be exact, it was hard to create undead capable of retaining their original strength.


And that's exactly what had just happened. If you ignored the ones who had their life force robbed by the Second Black Art, those who were at the Second and Third Divine when they were alive came back in perfect condition.


"This is…" Baphomet wasn't the only one shocked, Vastra was also greatly shaken. But for another reason. She felt her control over her minions was gradually weakening.


Arima's Art had two properties. It could, first, revive the dead as mindless zombies and, two, control the mind of the weaker-minded.


Since the ‘servants’ under Vastra's control already had a feeble mind, Arima's magic easily infiltrated it and then clashed directly with her spirit.


At that point, almost everyone stopped fighting. Even Hades and Poseidon slowed down. They were now all aware that there was a third party acting in this war. And that person had a terrifying magic theory and mana quantity. Furthermore, he wasn't on the side of anyone. He was attacking both Heaven and Hell's forces.


In the end, they all turned to look at where Chulainn and Utain were facing off. They concluded that the concerned individual was most likely being protected by the Hellhound.


"I believe it's time…" Arima whispered weakly; he was already at his limit. Even for him, conjuring these two arts after using Deva was too much. Even if he was in his silver emperor form.


"Yes, it is," after he spoke, a much darker and eerier voice echoed. His group froze in place but Arima himself merely smiled.


"Unfortunately, you won't be able to take control," he said and calmly mounted Deva again. His right hand had already started losing its flesh. Night and Karma nodded at each other and quickly entered his soul.


"By the way, you didn't stop me when I tackled Heaven's forces. Why?" Arima asked Azes before leaving.


Azes shrugged. "I didn't stop you because they're both your enemies anyway. I'm sure that Heaven will chase you once they see you. I just think that it's fair."


"Is it really only that?" Arima chuckled. His voice this time was different, it sounded as if he was talking at the same time as his counterpart.


Even Azes trembled as he watched the Life Hunter's neck turn into bones, gradually revealing his spine.


"I think I found out what your goal is," Arima added and placed both of his hands on the handle. "Lanya, stay with Lilis," he said and accelerated. This time, he didn't use Deva’s full ability and simply rode toward the giant sphere of life force in the sky.


"So, you chose this to trigger the Life Judgment, eh?"


Arima was now half-human, half skeleton. His right side even already had grown a horn.


"Exciting, don't you think?" Arima laughed whilst driving Deva. From the battlefield, everyone spotted him rapidly approaching the blue sphere while riding on nothing but air.


"The Life Hunter," Zeus said. Baphomet glanced Arima and didn't stay idle. He pointed his sword at him and gathered his magic at the tip of the blade.


Arima instantly felt the intent directed at him and grinned. He went full throttle and vanished inside the blue sphere. Baphomet huffed and pointed his sword at Zeus instead.


A red sphere formed at the tip and became a giant energy wave. Zeus gritted his teeth. He was already injured because of the last explosion. Being struck by another would be detrimental.


When Zeus was about to defend against the energy wave, a white light wrapped him and teleported him away. The energy wave hit the ground and exploded into a large pillar of blood-colored energy.


"This…" Zeus looked at himself when he reappeared miles away from where he was. His injuries were gone and most of his strength was back.


"Are you okay?" He heard a gentle voice talking to him and turned around to see a gracious angel with six wings slowly descending. Her presence alone radiated holiness and pureness. Her eyes momentarily stopped on the congregation of life force.


"{We have to end this quickly. A Life Hunter is coming soon. We don't know how strong he will be,}" she said to every member of Heaven's army through telepathy.


"{Azes, help Zeus defeating Baphomet. I'll take care of the support,}" she commanded and Azes nodded.


"Sorry, but you'll have to take care of Utain alone with Kerberos," he told Lilis and Lanya before flying off.


"We can only wait for him now," Lanya muttered as she looked at the blue sphere in the sky. Her draconic eyes were activated, and she knew that even after five minutes, Arima still wouldn’t be back.


From that point onward, the war had reached its summit. Mostly because everyone was going all out to finish this before Arima could complete his Life Judgment.


Meanwhile, Karaskan was ready to act and Karez was prepared to accomplish his ambition.

            

    
        142. ''I didn't sign for this!''

    
    
    
    
                When Arima dived inside the massive gathering of life force, he immediately activated his life hunt. He then started absorbing without any inhibition. Ultimately, he wasn't able to contain all of that energy at once and died for the third time in his life.


***


"Wow, I honestly didn't think you would be able to get here again. So, you were transmigrated, huh?" A voice reached him and Arima instantly woke up. He looked around with a weird expression.


He was in a dark space, with almost no light to speak of. In front of him, a mirror version of himself was calmly smiling at him. He exhaled and facepalmed.


"Ah, I remember now. So, I really died that day…" He muttered and stood up. "Hi, by the way," he added with a voice filled with sarcasm as he glanced at his right. He had directed that greeting to the three-meter-tall skeleton next to him.


"Yeah, yeah, hi..." The skeleton answered with an uninterested tone. He was quite disappointed to have failed taking over Arima before the Life Judgment could begin.


"Be a little more enthusiast. We'll become stronger after this. There's also a war going on outside," Arima quipped and his evil clone clicked his nonexistent tongue.


"Stop clowning, you damn cunt. I'll most likely be absorbed by you before we can leave this place," the purple flames in his eyes burned stronger as he spoke.


Arima laughed. "Of course, you damn Skeletor. I seriously thought you were going to overpower me earlier. Your disappearance will be a relief," he retorted and sparks appeared between the two.


"{Um, should we say something?}" Karma asked Night.


"{Nah, it's okay. It's fu- I mean, we just should continue watching, yeah.}"


"Ahem," Arima's ‘reflection’ coughed to get the attention of the two. "We're in the middle of something right now. Stop fighting, please."


"We're not fighting," Arima and the skeleton exclaimed at the same time.


"Skeletor started it," Arima added.


Skeletor snarled. "I'm fine with being called by some name but choose another one."


Arima mused and deadpanned at the big guy, "Malum."


"…" The skeleton stared at Arima speechlessly. "Why did you suddenly give me a decent name?"


"Well, I'm sure you know 'Malum' means 'Evil', right? I couldn't help myself but give you a name so good fitting," Arima shrugged and replied.


"…Sure, fine. I'll take it," Malum nodded and took up his new name.


"Can we start now?" The reflection's eyebrows were twitching.


"What? Do you want a name too?" Malum turned toward the reflection and smirked. The latter became even more infuriated.


"{What's wrong, Night?}" Karma asked as she kept hearing some weird noises.


"{I-I'm fine.}"


As the three Arima’s were talking to each other, Night was trying his best to not burst out laughing at the irony of the situation.


***


When Arima disappeared inside the huge sphere, the 'zombies' he had created before didn’t fall and continued to attack the closest living beings. It seemed that the pentagram on the ground was constantly powering them.


Azes joined the battle against Baphomet as Gabriel had told him.


"I don't need your help though," Zeus uttered the moment Azes landed next to him.


Azes smiled and gathered mana in his hand. "I'm sure of that. But let's do this carefully, shall we?"


"You're pretty relaxed, Azes," Baphomet commented and shouldered his sword. "Are you sure you can win against me? You're the God of Order, your strength isn’t suitable to face me."


"Do you think so?" Azes grinned and the formless mana in his hand turned into a long scroll that touched the ground as it unrolled. "My domain isn't only meant to observe and guide the world," he paused. "I can also dictate the rules."


A line of words written on the scroll vanished from the paper and Zeus abruptly disappeared. Baphomet panicked a bit and narrowed his eyes as he moved his sword to shield his back. Zeus' hammer struck the blade and lightning fell from the sky.


The earth was excavated and Baphomet became the center of a crater. But he hadn’t moved even a bit from the blow.


"Tch, you're needlessly tough. I expected you to fly away," Zeus grumbled and Baphomet turned around in the fraction of a second before kicking him away. But after he did so, Zeus’ figure cracked like a mirror and dispersed. In the next instant, thunder rumbled stronger and numerous bolts of lightning struck him.


The Evil God grunted as he endured the lightning with his body and glared at Azes who was observing from afar. He conjured another wave of red energy to scatter the lightning and kicked the ground to rush at Azes.


"That's an interesting magic, as much as it is bothersome," Baphomet remarked as he swung his organic sword vertically. Azes' eyes glowed and another line left the scroll. An invisible barrier appeared in front of him and blocked the Evil God's sword.


The shockwave produced by Baphomet's strike changed the landscape once again and even some devils and angels fighting far way were affected.


Azes smirked. It was as if stopping the sword didn't require any effort. "My unique magic, Heaven's Scroll. I obtained it after thousands of years spent on researching my domain," he stated and Baphomet frowned.


He lifted his sword again. But this time it was to block Zeus' sneak attack. Baphomet inhaled strongly and roared. His voice that carried the oppressive feeling of death and despair swept over the battlefield. Both Zeus and Azes were forced to freeze by pure instinct.


Zeus gritted his teeth as he was truly kicked this time and Azes used up more lines to teleport away before Baphomet's wave of darkness could hurt him.


He then slid his finger on the scroll and three lines disappeared at once. The earth trembled and for tens of miles around them, the stone turned into giant spikes that simultaneously targeted Baphomet.


Zeus also made his move and clasped his hands together. His body began to emit a dangerous amount of lightning and his appearance gradually changed. His clothes transformed into pure energy and his height also grew. He pointed his hammer at the sky and lightning congregated into a single point amidst the clouds.


A large pillar made of silvery lightning fell on Baphomet just before he was assaulted by the earth spikes.


Baphomet dropped his sword and became surrounded by a thick and ominous dark smoke that consumed the lightning within a second.


As for the spikes, Baphomet crushed it with his bare hands. A pentagram on his chest glowed red and an incalculable number of dark spears materialized above him. He flicked his fingers and the spears moved incredibly fast as they flew toward Azes and Zeus.


The former used up two more lines to conjure a big sun above him that dispelled all the spears aiming at him. Zeus grunted and destroyed the spears with his own ranged magic.


After that, Azes grasped the occasion and burned up five more lines. White chains emerged from the ground and surrounded Baphomet before restraining him.


"Zeus!"


"You don't have to tell me!" The God of Lightning turned into his own attribute and arrived in front of Baphomet while literally holding a lightning bolt. His eyes flashed and he thrust the bolt at Baphomet's chest.


The lightning bolt impaled the Evil God and Zeus shouted, "Now!"


Azes nodded and the number of words on his scroll decreased greatly. Both he and Zeus were teleported away while the chains that were binding Baphomet coiled around the bolt of lightning planted in his chest.


Baphomet growled and tried to pull it out but chains made it impossible to do so in time. Thunder roared and an explosion occurred with him at its center. The explosion made from lightning and light magic spread for hundreds of miles and razed everything.


A minute later, the explosion was finally over. The crater created then was empty and lightning would still appear from time to time. Azes and Zeus were paying attention to their surroundings as to not be surprised.


But they couldn’t react in time as a black portal formed just behind them, and from which, a fist surfaced and punched Zeus. The Lightning God coughed blood and was sent crashing on a mountain afar. Six pentagrams then appeared and fashioned a cage around Azes before exploding into the shape of a red star.


"That wasn't half-bad. But, don't tell me you forgot my main ability." Baphomet stepped out of the portal and the state of his body could have petrified anyone. Half of his upper body was inexistent and his organs along with his bones were exposed.


"First-degree immortality…" Zeus grunted as he stood up among the debris.


"That's annoying," Azes also complained before taking his distance.


"{Stop messing around you two,}" Gabriel's voice resounded in their heads as she cast a heal on both of them. "{Focus on sealing him. You can't kill the Occult God like that!}" She proceeded to lecture them as they went back to fight Baphomet. "{Also, Azes,}" she contacted him through a private link.


"{What!? I'm kinda busy right now!}" Azes replied as he crushed Baphomet's surroundings with gravity.


"{I know you're a friend of that Life Hunter. What are you trying to do?}"


"{Can we have this discussion later!?}" Azes responded as he parried Baphomet's sword that was about to cleave Zeus in half.


"{Of course! I don't care about that anyway! But don't you have at least a way to make those zombies stop attacking our side too?! It's really putting our troops at a disadvantage. The angels have a hard time hurting the remains of their fallen comrades compared to the devils!}"


"{Like hell I know! Ask him yourself when he's back. Maybe if you promise him that you won't chase him for his life, he might feel more inclined to help!}"


"{That's another matter altogether! You know that Life Hunters became Heaven's enemy a long time ago for their deicide! It's not something I can change myself!}" Gabriel retorted as she healed her troops.


"{I know! That's why it's not the moment to be talking about this! Anyway, I can't interfere with or modify his magic. Ask Lanya or Zesta, maybe they have an idea. Maybe Kerberos could do it too- oh shit!}" Azes cut the link to escape from a massive ray of red energy.


The holy maiden clicked her tongue and looked at her left. She was able to see thousands of miles away if she wanted to. But even without that, she could still see Chulainn fighting far way thanks to his size.


"Even if you tell me that, they won't listen to me and Kerberos is holding off Utain. If the Destroyer joins the fray, our side will suffer even more," the seraphim groaned.


"Ahh, God! Why is a war going on now?! I didn't sign for this!" The archangel complained like a child and she seemed to be on the verge of crying.


"What is she doing?" Michael deadpanned when he glanced at her. He wasn't that far from her so he could see her expression.


"Don't look away!" Satan shouted and hacked at Michael with his two swords. The angel blocked them with his spear and released a wave of light energy to fend him off. Just after that, Lucifer attacked him with a black and white ray of magic.


Michael shook his head and slashed the wave as if he was cutting a physical object. He shouldered his spear and gazed at his opponents. He was quite irritated at first, but now he only felt pity for them.


"Your teamwork is feeble and both of you are weaker than me. This is just sad."


"Shut up!" Satan cut him off and resumed his onslaught.


Michael shrugged. "Fine. If that is what you want," he wielded his spear like a whirlwind and took a stance. "Prepare yourself!"

            

    
        143. ''What is going on?''

    
    
    
    
                "You can start the Life Judgement now, Triens."


Arima's reflection reluctantly accepted his new name and started speaking.


"It's quite simple. You two already are aware that it's a process where the Life Hunter absorbs his parallel versions from other planes. So, the real question is, how will this unfold?" He said and snapped his fingers.


Around them, in the thick darkness, small lights lit up and circled the three of them. Then, more appeared behind those. It repeated itself until everything around them was completely covered by those tiny lights.


Triens waved his hand and two of the lights flew to his hands. He caught them and showed them to Arima and Malum. As they were looking at it, the small lights slowly turned into spheres.


"These spheres are your other versions," Triens declared and Arima frowned.


"As I said, the Life Judgment is quite simple," Triens smiled. "At least on the surface. Try it," he added and threw one sphere to both Arima and Malum.


The two looked at each other with the small orbs in their hands.


"You just have to absorb it as if you were collecting mana. Go ahead," Triens smiled.


Arima closed his eyes and the sphere dissolved into some strange liquid that penetrated his skin and flowed inside his entire body. It was the same for Malum, but in contrast, the liquid entered his bones.


Just a second after consuming it, Arima's heart pumped harder and he fell on his knees. Memories, emotions, and knowledge were invading his mind along with tremendous pain. Meanwhile, Malum's bones made a creaking sound and he gritted his teeth as he suffered the same kind of experience.


When it finally ended, both of them were quite tired mentally but Arima was in a worse condition than his counterpart.


"That's how you will fuse with your different versions," Triens stated. "There are exactly 174,685,928 'lives' for you to absorb."


"What?" Arima's eyes widened and Malum growled. The former stood up and rubbed his temples in aggravation. "Then this guy has an advantage," he uttered while pointing at Malum. "His entire being is something created from my unstable side of the spectrum, his mind is a lot more suited than mine to withstand all of this."


"It's not my problem," Triens retorted. "I'm just a copy of you created by an Owl. I will fade away after the Life Judgement. Whoever will take over the other is not my problem. My only job is to give you guidance for this ritual," he explained.


Arima clicked his tongue. "Of course," he muttered and Malum snickered.


"Looks like I might win this after all," the skeleton smirked and popped his fingers. Arima glanced at him and scowled.


"You shouldn't drop your guard," Triens chuckled and commented. "Anyway, you have some work to do. I wish you the best of luck," he clapped his hands and his figure disappeared. Just after, all of the small lights that had appeared earlier became neat spheres.


Malum sneered and glanced at Arima before rushing inside the sea of 'lives'. Arima didn't even say anything to him as he dashed in the opposite direction and started amassing the spheres.


"{What can we do?}" Karma solicited Night.


"{We have no way of helping him absorb all of these lives. The only thing we can do is what Lilis warned us about. We absolutely need to keep him company,}" Night solemnly answered and Karma fell silent.


Each time Arima grabbed a sphere, he would immediately absorb it along with everything that was inside. Ignoring the pain and, sometimes, the hard-to-take memories, he would force himself to continue. And even for him, after the tenth sphere, he was already exhausted.


His mind had been invaded by so many things already. They were everything contained in the lives of his parallel versions. Each one possessing unique histories with families, friends, lovers and their own abilities, experience, and knowledge.


All of this was too much for a single individual to bear. And even considering that the number could possibly be halved thanks to Malum, Arima couldn't help but wonder how long.


How long would it take to assimilate every timeline?


***


Back in Hell, Michael opposed Lucifer's magic with one hand and parried Satan's sword with his spear.


"Well, your teamwork is improving at least," the archangel commented and shoved Satan away with a kick before thrusting his spear at him.


But Lucifer came and parried the spear with his own. The fallen angel then gathered his mana and made it explode in a powerful combination of light and darkness.


Michael's wings shined with a bright light and folded to form something like a cocoon protecting him from the explosion. He escaped the range of explosion and raised his spear toward the sky.


"[Heaven's Volley]."


A hole appeared in the dense assembly of clouds and a bright light illuminated a small part of Hell through it. Within the illuminated area, anything touched by the light started producing the same luster on its own. Arrows made of light then emerged from the affected materials.


The massive barrage of arrows made its way toward Satan and Lucifer who had retreated. The latter nodded to Satan and flapped his dark wings before flying off to somewhere else.


Michael frowned and was about to chase him when Satan howled like an enraged animal. His body expanded in a strange way and the armor he wore was torn apart. His skin turned red and two pairs of horns grew on his head. His teeth turned into fangs and his silhouette easily reached ten meters in height.


His two swords burned and heated up before also getting bigger to match their wielder. The newly transformed monster roared and cast a giant wall of fire that blocked all of Michael's arrows. The fire also reached the clouds and covered the hole created by the archangel earlier.


"Bothersome," Michael wagged his wings. A circle of light remained behind as his figure vanished and reappeared in front of the huge demon. He put his spear away and placed his palm on Satan's abdomen.


"[Sacred Palm]," he chanted and his mana flowed through his arm.


A white mark drew itself on Satan and made him unable to move. Michael reared his spear and bashed Satan with it before sending him flying away with an explosion of light energy.


As Satan was soaring through the air, the mark on his body glowed and the clouds opened up again. A giant palm descended from the sky and crushed Satan on the ground with tremendous force.


The earth shook and a huge amount of dust was lifted. When the palm dispersed into particles, there was a crater on the ground in the shape of a hand.


Michael sighed and his eyes suddenly narrowed. He wasn't the only one as Gabriel also reacted and immediately teleported beside her comrade.


"That aura, is that him?"


"I think so," Michael wryly smiled and answered.


Thousands of miles away from them, the largest volcano of this Plane's Hell erupted with a powerful vibration. Near the volcano, Lucifer was grinning whilst looking at the mountain spitting lava. He lingered for a few seconds before leaving.


A minute after the eruption, a huge shadow emerged from the lava and became a giant fire cone that made its way toward the battlefield at a very high speed.


"Gabriel, back off," Michael said and gripped his spear with both hands. He closed his eyes and inhaled. Gabriel silently complied and moved back.


"[Lord, Grant Me Your Protection]," he chanted and a sort of projection materialized behind him, depicting something similar to a god’s statue. Its arms moved in front of Michael to protect him.


After just half a minute, the unknown fire cone reached the angel and clashed against the statue. Michael gasped and almost lost control over his magic because of the shock.


At the same time, the flames that struck him burned stronger and took the shape of a twenty-meter-tall monster. It only lasted for an instant and the flames started to die down, starting from the legs. As the flames were extinguished, the figured under it was revealed.


Sharp claws, dark skin, red fur, and magma flowing down its limbs. The horned beast that revealed itself looked down at Michael with its crimson eyes. The archangel gritted his teeth under the pressure. Hades and Poseidon shivered for half a second because of it. Even Baphomet also reacted badly to this pressure.


"Shit, I had forgotten about him. Lucifer, you bastard, did you have to do this?" Chulainn complained and swiped Utain with his paw.


"Who is that?" Lanya flapped her wings and closed the Lawless Tome which she had been using in its weaker form.


"Ifrit," Lilis answered. "In the legends, he might not be described to be really strong but they're utterly wrong. The truth is that his legend is one of the strongest out there. Although his name isn’t known as much as Kerberos or other famed figures, there's one thing that makes Ifrit special."


"In the first place, Ifrits are not supposed to be a single individual but just a class of infernal djinn. But people began to think of him as a powerful fire beast. That incongruity created something unique. The Ifrits that were once multiple entities became one. And what allowed all it to happen was Ifrit's connection to the death spirits."


"When his legend became twisted, he was supposed to die. But he instead was revived in Hell as an anomaly because of his ability to drain the life force of others in specific circumstances. Everyone considered Ifrit as the creature the closest to Life Hunters," Lilis finished her explanation and sighed strongly.


"To be honest, we hoped that he wouldn’t join this war. He has been sleeping for thousands of years now. He is usually neutral. We don't know what he will do," Lilis added and stared at Ifrit from afar. "Nowadays, he’s most likely the strongest being in this Plane. His choice will most likely determine the winning side," she declared with a grave tone and Lanya's eyes widened.


Meanwhile, Ifrit calmly reached for the arms of the statue created by Michael and broke the already weakened magic with a single hand. The archangel grunted and retreated as fast as he could.


"What is going on?" Ifrit muttered and looked around. "A war? For what?"


He had slept for a long time and he absolutely had no idea of what was happening. He couldn't even begin to consider Karez's involvement since the incident of him fleeing Hell also happened while he was asleep.


"Furthermore, there's a Life Hunter… no, a Death Hunter going through his trial up there." The more he analyzed the situation, the more confused he became. "Hey, Gabriel. Explain"


"What do you mean 'Explain'!? I'm not your ser-hmm!!" The archangel snapped at him but Michael covered her mouth before she could continue.


"Sorry about that," he apologized in her stead. He couldn't afford to turn the strongest creature of the Plane against them as well. "I will tell you everything myself," he said and Ifrit focused on him.

            

    
        144.  ''Soul Manifestation.''

    
    
    
    
                "I see, interesting things happened while I was asleep, huh?" Ifrit muttered and looked up to observe the effects of Arima's Live Harvest. His eyes then scanned everything happening on the battlefield before falling back on Michael.


"I won't act," he stated and the archangel sighed in relief. "For now." Michael's expression stiffened again. "I'm quite curious about that Life Hunter. He's the last of his kind, after all. I'll return when his trial is over," he declared and transformed into a huge flame before going back to his volcano.


When the djinn was gone, Michael groaned and shook his head. "Seriously, this war is getting even more chaotic than I expected," he complained and glanced at Gabriel. "And you were not helping."


Gabriel looked away and snorted. "I couldn't let him order me around, okay? Question of pride"


"Yeah, sure. You've got great pride. I know that already."


"What do you mean by that!?"


"Hmm. Wait," Michael suddenly remembered something. "Where is Lucifer?" He was slightly panicked. Lucifer definitely was the one who awakened Ifrit but Michael didn't believe a second that he was betting on that to get his payback.


Just as the archangel was thinking that, he spotted Lucifer coming back with two more people at his side. One of them was a handsome demon with a disturbing smile on his face and the other was a big, fat, and ugly monster with a large face.


"Oh, you gotta be kidding me. Asmodeus and Beelzebub? How the hell did he find them so quickly!?" Michael shouted and prepared his spear.


"Good luck," Gabriel uttered and teleported away.


"…thanks," Michael replied with a sunken mood and flapped his wings and engaged in a fight with the three Hell Princes. Fortunately for him, Satan had already been taken care of.


In another part of the battlefield, Utain peeked behind him to confirm that Ifrit had left.


"I suppose this is the best outcome," Chulainn remarked.


"Surely is," Utain said indifferently and effortlessly blocked Chulainn's giant body with his bare hands. He gritted his teeth and his muscles bulged. He landed on the ground and jumped afterward.


He reached Chulainn's middle head and punched it. The Hellhound let out a short cry and his two other heads released a fire breath. Utain resisted the fire with his body and even found an occasion to counter-attack one of the heads right before Chulainn could knock him back with wind magic.


When he was about to charge again, his body suddenly became heavier and he clicked his tongue as he knew who was the cause. He looked in Lanya's direction and sent a wave aura and killing intent.


He would counter her like that each time since it was enough, but he had to admit that the magic she used kept bothering him. But he also couldn't do anything more than that as Chulainn would protect her every time.


‘A magic capable of messing around with the Owls… good thing it has limitations based on its user,’ the beast-man thought and was attacked by someone else.


"You better not forget about me. You’ll regret it," Lilis smiled and said. The magic she manipulated as the Goddess of Worldly Emotions was literally her title; she could manipulate emotions.


She could even make someone 'self-destruct' if she managed to poison their feelings. But against stronger foes, she could just forcefully trigger certain sentiments.


For example, when Utain would try to retaliate, he would unnaturally halt because he was feeling pity or guilt. Furthermore, his body would get constantly restrained by Lanya's Lawless Tome and Chulainn's control over Hell's environment.


"Are you trying to upset me?" Even Utain couldn't stand this kind of treatment eternally. He was being tossed around by those three from the very beginning. But not once did they actually land a critical blow on him. They were stuck in a situation where neither of the two sides could get the victory.


"Don't blame me for being harsh," he warned them and made his mana flow through his entire body. The quantity of mana he exerted was quite scary.


"[Impenetrable Will]," he chanted and his body underwent a peculiar change.


His skin turned slightly paler and his eyes clearer. He then jumped and stepped in midair to propel himself in Lilis' direction. She, of course, used her ability like before but no matter how she tried, she failed to penetrate his mind.


"Shit! He used mind magic as a medium to enhance his body!" Chulainn shouted and the sigil on his tail glowed. The ground cracked open and a massive pillar of fire erupted between Lilis and Utain. But the latter went through the flames as if they were nothing.


‘This guy's resistance to Hell's fire is too strong. He must have gotten used to the magic signature while he was in the purgatory,’ Chulainn inwardly thought.


In fact, if one gets harmed by the same magic for a long period, it's possible to become completely immune to it. Utain was stuck in the Purgatory for thousands of years. Although he didn't reach the level of immunity, it was basically impossible to threaten him with the kind of fire that he spent thousands of years with. And unfortunately for Chulainn, the Hellhound's flames were the flames of Hell.


Utain infused mana into his arm and used another elemental augment. His arm was slowly covered in stone and its size also increased by a huge margin.


Lilis realized she wasn't going to escape this one and decided to withstand the blow the best she could. Her surroundings became bathed in a pinkish aura and a magic shield of the same color formed in front of her.


When Utain touched the shield, his fist was actually stopped for a second. But he merely frowned and effortlessly broke it. Although his attack was slowed down, it was still going to hit.


"Lilis!" Chulainn shouted and kicked the ground to the point his massive body cause the earth to quake but he knew he wasn't going to reach her in time.


"[Third Destruction Art, Full Release, Pars Impios] (Lawless Tome)," Lanya intoned and the Lawless Tome fulfilled its caster's simple and yet strong wish; ‘Save Lilis’.


The book vanished from Lanya's hands and reappeared in the way of Utain's fist. Before the beast-man could react, his punch landed on an invisible barrier. His expression rapidly sunk and he pulled his arm back.


He gritted his teeth and looked at his arm after the stone enhancement faded away. He was slightly bleeding. That invisible wall wasn't only tough, he felt like if he hadn't given up, his arm would have been crushed by his own power.


Utain glared at the book which was still hovering there and scowled when the pages started flipping in front of him.


‘It's not over?’ He wondered but that thought was soon replaced with ire. What he saw on the pages of the book was the drawing of a big grin. The image moved and it looked like the drawing was laughing at him.


After that display, the book closed and finally dissipated. Utain's expression was twitching quite violently, even more when he realized that Lilis was out of sight.


He wasn't able to calm down before Chulainn arrived and trapped him in his mouth. Of course, the Hellhound didn't swallow him but immediately used his strongest magic and bathed his throat with magma.


He then howled with his two other heads before spitting Utain out. The beast-man had suffered some burns but anger was most likely the worst thing he had been inflicted with. Chulainn didn't stop there and controlled the ground to lock Utain inside a prison of stone.


"You may be able to resist my flames, but what about this?" Chulainn uttered and his sigil glowed.


"[Sub finibus tuis positi] (Under your territory)."

"[Quod interitus cadunt] (Destruction will fall)."

"[Crescere pulchra flores sanguinis] (Grow beautiful flowers of blood)."


"[Fifth Destruction Art, Spatium Horti] (Space Garden)," Chulainn chanted and huge dark blue sphere encapsulated the stone prison. Red flower patterns were then slowly drawn on its surface and glowed all together. But that wasn't the end.


"Arima told me the hidden effect of this one," Chulainn grinned.


"[Spatio Solute] (Space Burst)," he added to his incantation and the flowers started losing their petals. A red color flowed down the sphere-like drops of blood. The sphere then started spinning and acting strangely. Its shape was suffering extremely confusing alterations. It would shrink and become bigger, turn into odd polygons, it would swell and contract… It happened many times until it exploded.


An explosion without flames or detonation. Just a dark blue light and some flickering particles that filled the air. At the same moment, a small tornado formed because of the resulting vacuum before disappearing shortly after.


When Utain resurfaced from that, he had actually lost his left arm and his whole body was covered in injuries. His face was also incredibly distorted and he also was gritting his teeth as to not scream in pain.


"…The fuck was that!?" He shouted instead. "Since when did you learn space magic?!"


Chulainn smirked. "I had the chance to learn under a very unique teacher," he quipped and Utain's wrath reached another level. He had not even realized himself that Lilis’ magic had managed to infiltrate his rationality.


He grunted and forced his body to relocate the bones, recreate his arm, and heal the countless cuts on his body. Chulainn was shocked at the sight. Utain then reinforced his body even more than earlier. He dashed toward Chulainn by stepping in midair and made sure to dodge any attack that could make him unable to move.


Chulainn was surprisingly calm as Utain was getting near him. "You’re done?" He suddenly asked.


"Yes," Lanya's and Lilis’ voices responded and both carried a strong aura with it. Even Utain who was ready to attack because of his rage stopped on his tracks. His eyes narrowed and he apprehensively looked behind the huge body of Chulainn.


The sight offered to him made him speechless. Lanya and Lilis had now both silver scales on their bodies along with a pair of silver wings on their back. Their eyes were also identic and looked like their original eye colors had been mixed together. But the most shocking thing was that both of their auras had reached the Second Divine.


"I wasn't sure it would work because of our difference in life force. But it worked in the end," Lanya said and Lilis nodded.


"I'm still shocked that Arima created such a thing, to be honest."


‘What is going on?’ Utain's mind was in turmoil and it didn't seem to improve with time. ‘Do I really need to use it now?’ He thought and then shook his head. ‘I have to use it,’ he made up his mind and took some distance from them.


"[Resurrection]," he intoned and started releasing a suffocating aura that spread around the entire battlefield. Everyone reacted to it and snorted.


"Someone's finally using it, huh?" Baphomet commented.


"It's the Destroyer," Gabriel muttered. "So, he's the first one to use the Soul Manifestation?"


Utain's body grew white fur as his body expanded. After a moment, his entire figure was now the one of an actual beast. To be exact, he had turned into a werewolf. "Let's continue," he said and his aura alone was scaring his opponents.


Chulainn bitterly laughed and prepared himself. It was the same for Lilis and Lanya, they both moved at the same time and flapped their wings before landing on top of Chulainn's heads.


As all of this was happening, no one noticed the small fluctuation of the life force in the sky.

            

    
        145. ''Let the Judgment begin.''

    
    
    
    
                Arima absorbed restlessly. He had lost the count ages ago. He didn't know if it had been days, weeks, months, or even years since he began. He wasn't able to concentrate on that as each time he would take one orb, he would experience an entire lifetime.


This kind of thing couldn't be measured but it was like Arima had lived tens of thousands of years already and had also acquired the equivalent quantity of knowledge.


"How long?" In the end, one day, Arima asked his soul companions since they were able to keep their focus in here. His voice sounded a lot colder and darker than before and it could have been worse if Night and Karma hadn’t done their best to ‘reroute’ him.


"{…eleven years,}" Night answered with a solemn tone.


"{I think you integrated with almost seventy million of them,}" Karma added and Arima groaned. "{If we take an average of eighty years per life, you assimilated…}" She paused. The number she was about to give was too shocking, even to the point she wondered if she had messed up in her calculus.


"5.6 billion," Arima muttered and Karma fell silent. He looked at the orb he had in his hand and then looked around him. The only light was coming from the sphere he was holding in his hand and nothing else. "So, this the last one, huh?"


"5.6 billion years… that's just what was poured in my head, not what I managed to keep. But I still gained colossal knowledge and inherited a hefty load of emotions and memories," Arima uttered and crushed the orb before absorbing everything in it.


The next instant, his vision warped and he ended up in front of Triens again. Malum was also beside him. But now, both of them were far from being as casual as they were at the start.


Even Malum who knew that he had absorbed more spheres than Arima wasn't happy at all about the result. Only Triens was looking at them with a friendly smile. "Congratulations, you finished the first step," he announced.


"Let me reassure you, this was the longest part of the Life Judgement. But keep in mind though," he paused. "It's definitely not the hardest," he said and the two in front of him didn't react well. They spent eleven years under constant mental strain and that wasn't something they wanted to hear.


"Now, what will come next is quite special," Triens continued. "I think you realized something by now. What you went through is not something that needs you to be oblivious about.”


"What will come next is the reason why the people around you kept the Life Judgment's steps a secret," Triens revealed and snapped his fingers. Beside him, the figure of a woman slowly started to appear and continued to become clearer and clearer until her appearance was fully materialized.


Both Malum and Arima faltered when they saw her. That sweet smile was something that neither of them could forget. She was one of the people who had affected Arima's life the most.


Scatha was the one standing in front of them.


After her, it was Tieria's turn to make her appearance. But this wasn't all of it. A lot more people materialized inside of this dimension. Each one of them was emitting a light that pierced the darkness.


Men, women, children, elderly, and even pets. That immense group was continuously growing in number; thousands, tens of thousands, hundreds of thousands, millions... At that point already, both Arima and Malum were feeling extremely agitated. They felt crushed by their own emotions.


Sadness, anger, pity, regret, fear, hope… All of these people in front of them, they recognized every single individual. They were all lost dear ones from the parallel lives they had just absorbed.


Arima shed one tear. This reaction alone showed how powerful the emotions he was feeling were. Malum wasn’t an exception. He was gritting his teeth so hard that it sounded like his jaw was going to break.


Even if he was a counterpart made of a dark side, he still had a human mind. Truthfully, his whole being had been born from Arima’s past grief. Each time he looked at Tieria and Scatha particularly, his entire being threatened to collapse.


It was also without counting the millions of people around. On top of that, both Arima's and Malum's memories were connected together. So, even if they had collected the orbs separately and one of them was now stronger than the other, they both had the same memories.


Thus, they were feeling the exact same magnitude of pain. The combined pain of millions of different versions of them.


"I'm sorry," Triens surprisingly apologized. "Not for what I just did… but for what I'm going to do."


His smile had faded away and was now replaced by an expression of genuine empathy.


He walked past Arima and Malum before vanishing. Just as his figure disappeared, he whispered one thing, "Let the Judgment begin."


After he said that, the millions of people started screaming and die one after the other in nasty and cruel ways. Beheaded, stabbed, killed, from diseases, even accelerated aging and suicide.


Arima and Malum witnessed everything with a vacant expression, unable to do anything, they were both standing on the line between madness and despair. But when they saw Tieria and Scatha smile at them, and die in the next instant, the world they were seeing turned into pure darkness.


They had lost their minds.


***


In Hell, in the battlefield welcoming devils and gods, everything froze. A deafening noise boomed from the sphere of life force and in the next second, cries and screams of despair resounded.


It was the fusion of Malum's and Arima's voices of agony and sorrow. Everyone stopped moving, no matter who it was, they felt the despair of that howl penetrating their minds.


Lilis and Lanya lowered their heads and covered their mouths as tears fell down their cheeks. But although they were the most affected, they were not alone.


"Huh?" Gabriel exclaimed as she touched her tears. Michael also had to cover his face and most of the other angels, who were very sensitive to emotions, were crying unconsciously.


Even Utain dithered. "Fuck!" He cursed and shook his head to get those feelings out.


"The Cry of a Life Hunter…" Baphomet mumbled. His expression didn't show any changes but he had to admit that his mind was being swayed. "But…"


"This one is too clamorous,” Hades said. "A Life Hunter's Cry represents the start of the main part of the Judgement. It is supposed to prove to the world that nothing can lead them astray; because a Life Hunter’s pain is greater."


"But this is way too much," Poseidon spoke. "I can't even fathom how overwhelmed this Hunter's spirit should be right now. No matter how strong one's mind is, I can't believe that there is someone who is able to get through this."


“He is doomed to fail."


"This…" Karaskan was aghast. Even he couldn't smile or laugh under these crushing feelings. "This is too odd," he muttered and suddenly looked behind him. Miles away, the temple holding Pandora, shined strongly.


"With the Cry alone… Pandora is satisfied?" Karaskan was stunned. When the Cry finally stopped, Karaskan smirked before flying away. ‘What is he really?’ He wondered.


"That was unexpected…" In the center of his volcano, Ifrit muttered to himself.


Chulainn retrieved his breath when The Cry faded away. "…I don't have words for that."


Lilis wiped her tears and looked up with a dark countenance. "This is the beginning of the Judgment. It will test him to see if he can survive. Firstly, comes the strongest pain; what Arima is going through right now. Secondly, comes the strongest… rage."


Lanya also looked up with worried eyes. "So, that's why we couldn't tell him?" She asked out loud.


"…Of course," startling her, Utain answered her question. "If he had known it beforehand, he would have either refused to go through the Life Judgment, or his mind would have been destroyed by his parallel timelines while he was collecting them," he explained while glaring at the formation in the sky.


"I know this well. The trial of rage is the main reason why a Life Hunter should stay ignorant. Because a test simply becomes flawed when you know about it. If you had told him, he would have failed the Life Judgment with a hundred percent chance," he added and looked back at his three opponents with a smirk. His fangs were sticking out.


"But now, considering the Cry we just heard, he is likely to die anyway," he cackled. "In any case, you made me use my Manifestation. I’ll be sure to kill you," his tone darkened considerably.


At one moment, he was standing on the ground and in the next, he was kicking Chulainn in the stomach. The massive Hellhound coughed blood and even lost contact with the ground.


Utain scoffed and his claws were coated with wind blades. He struck Chulainn with them and provoked a huge explosion of which the shockwave sent Kerberos flying.


Right after, Lanya and Lilis appeared behind Utain and attacked him at the same time. But the werewolf didn't even look behind as the blows landed on his back. They hadn’t even scratched him. He grabbed the two girls and flung them toward Chulainn.


He then planted his claws in the ground and infused his mana into it. His veins bulged and his legs were helplessly buried under the pressure. Ten miles away from him, the ground started cracking.


Utain used even more strength and the ground began to rise. After a moment, a ten-miles-wide 'boulder' was pulled off the ground, singlehandedly carried by Utain.


He smirked before throwing it at Chulainn, Lilis, and Lanya. The strength with which he threw the stone was enough to ignite it as if it was a meteorite. Additionally, a magic formation was hidden inside of it, ready to explode and destroy anything it would touch.


"Lanya, Lilis! Help me out!" Chulainn shouted and started chanting something at high speed. Lilis and Lanya then began to chant something else while supporting him with their mana.


‘My Soul Manifestation isn't enough to block this. We can only gamble.’


"[Ipsum clauderent] (Close yourself)," Chulainn started chanting for one really dangerous magic.


"[Captionem frangere solvere eliminare] (Trap, crush, destroy, eliminate)."

"[Origo tantum perdere] (Your only motive is to destroy)."

"[Esses nisi quod ad rem] (Your existence is only for that purpose)."


Chulainn huffed as he was about to say the keyword. His whole body was aching but he was doing his best to not lose control. He gave one last effort and concluded the incantation.


"[Second Destruction Art, Cavum Nigrum] (Black Hole)."


A dark purple marble formed in front of him and quickly zoomed toward the boulder which Utain had thrown. The marble promptly shattered and a strong attraction appeared. Lilis and Lanya immediately cast their magic to shield themselves and retreat.


The black marble became a towering black hole within a second. When the 'meteorite' was inbound, the Second Black Art was already bigger than it. The mountain-like boulder was sucked in by the vortex and crushed in a matter of seconds. Even the explosion that was supposed to occur was entirely suppressed.


"What?" Utain exclaimed in shock.


The black hole was still drawing in everything around it even after the meteorite had been dealt with. Everyone on the battlefield felt the vacuum pulling them. Afterward, the black hole did something extremely perturbing. It changed shape to resemble a sort of humanoid creature.


It then disappeared and reappeared in front of Utain as if it had teleported. It extended its ‘hand’ and Utain was instantly caught by the attraction, and no matter how much he resisted, he was slowly getting closer.


"Why is it so strong?!" He shouted and then howled as he vanished inside the black hole.


"{Hey! Stop this quickly!}" Gabriel protected her weaker troops from the gravitational field and then bellowed directly inside Chulainn's mind.


When the Hellhound received the instruction, he stuttered, "{I-I can't stop it…}”


"What?!" Gabriel completely forgot about the telepathic link and shouted out loud.

            

    
        146. ''Come at me.''

    
    
    
    
                "It keeps getting stronger," Zeus muttered as he looked at the black hole. "It will be unstoppable if it absorbs more victims."


Everyone had already guessed the same thing at this point. Gabriel groaned and was ready to act but she stopped on her tracks as a cone of fire flew above her.


Ifrit had come back to take care of it. He roared and his body emerged from the flames. His eyes ignited and seemed to leave a red trail in the air. The black hole formed a mouth when it spotted him and let out a high-pitched vociferous noise.


"Shut up," Ifrit waved his hand and a cube made of fire surrounded the black hole.


The attraction stopped immediately and the air wasn't being sapped anymore. But the cube of fire was slowly shrinking as if it was being destroyed from the inside. Ifrit just snorted.


"[Advent of Fire]."


The cube shined and exploded in the next instant. A big earthquake was produced and a giant smoke mushroom was formed. The deafening noise of the explosion temporarily drowned every sound on the battlefield.


When the flames died down, the smoke was dispersed and the black hole had disappeared along with a big chunk of the earth.


"Hey," Ifrit then turned toward Chulainn. "If you can't control it, don't use it. You'll just kill yourself along with everyone else," he said and landed on top of a mountain.


He sat there and started watching the battle as if it was an entertaining show. Chulainn bitterly smiled and laid down on the ground. His mana was depleted and he didn't have the strength to move anymore.


Lanya and Lilis were in a similar state as they had forced a soul resonance between them. They were not that ‘compatible’ in the first place, so it used up a lot more energy than what Ofia and Lena would need.


"What was that though?" Chulainn uttered. "I don't think I lost control. It felt like… it went berserk for an unknown reason."


"Maybe it's the hidden effect," Lanya remarked and Lilis nodded. "Amplifying its power by letting it go afield."


"Hm," Chulainn mused and then sighed. "Anyway, I'm stuck here now. That thing drained me out," he said and looked at the nearest combat zones.


***


"Utain was defeated?" Baphomet was a bit surprised. "That magic was quite something, huh?"


"Hey, he used it, maybe it’s time for us to do it as well," Azes suggested and Zeus nodded. "Let's go then, [Resurrection]," Azes intoned and his aura exploded.


"[Resurrection]," Zeus followed and the same phenomenon occurred.


The two gods began their Soul Manifestation and Baphomet silently watched without doing anything to stop them.


Below Azes, a bright magic circle was drawn and the scroll he was holding since the start merged with it like a rock falling into water. When the scroll was completely in, the area inside the circle gradually morphed and the ground became literal marble.


"[Cause and Consequences]," Azes chanted and the circle suddenly encompassed the entire zone around the three of them. The ground became flat while being overwritten by crystal-like marble.


"[Closed Territory]," Azes ended his chant and the ground glowed once before a transparent wall sprout out from the circumference of the circle.


"[Divine Herd]," it was Zeus's turn to activate his Manifestation. Thunder rumbled strongly and lightning fell around him like a rainstorm.


"[Commandment Made Manifest]." The lightning that struck the ground didn’t disappear and congregated to form several spheres.


When the deluge ended, each one of the spheres released a powerful aura and started shifting into different types of beasts. The bigger ones transformed into beings such as dragons, basilisks, dinosaurs, phoenixes, chimeras… While the smaller ones turned out to be smaller beasts of every kind. Wolfes, lions, bears, birds, insects, snakes, and things like cockatrices, nine-tailed foxes, and griffins…


An army of familiars appeared around Zeus and they all glowered at Baphomet. All of them were at the First Divine, without exception. An army of around five hundred summoned beasts had materialized to assist Zeus.


"So, you both have an Eternal-Cast Manifestation, huh?" Baphomet casually remarked, unfazed by the display.


Soul Manifestations were fundamentally the same thing as Resonances with Soul Beasts. But the Manifestation could come in many different ways and could be considered as a unique skill.


Utain's Manifestation acted on his body to transform him into a werewolf to greatly increase his overall strength.


As for Zeus' and Azes' Manifestations, they were magics that would eternally continue until something specific happened. In Azes' case, his magic would only disappear when the enemy is defeated. As for Zeus, his magic would end naturally when all of his familiars are destroyed.


Those types aside, the two types of Manifestation remaining were Instant-Cast and Arm-Summon. The former was a devastating or miraculous magic that surpassed by far what the caster could normally do while the latter was a weapon capable of greatly increasing the holder's power.


Also, during the fight against Utain, Chulainn hadn’t used his Manifestation since it was an Eternal-Cast, therefore not potent enough or fast enough to counter Utain. As for Lilis, her unique magic was an Instant-Cast but not suited to fight Utain.


In normal times, decreed by the gods, the use of the Manifestation was limited as much as possible since it could create chaos on the battlefield and do more harm than anything else.


Vastra, who was in the middle of a conflict of spirits against Aphrodite, released it. And after her, it was Poseidon's and Hades's turn who both had a weapon type. Poseidon wielded a trident while Hades summoned both a shield and a sword.


Baphomet chuckled as he felt the auras surging everywhere.


"Let me show you what true despair is," he declared. Even Ifrit directed his attention at him.


"[Resurrection]," the Evil God chanted just like everyone else. At the same time, the air became filled with a black mist coming out of his body. He exhaled and an even darker miasma escaped his mouth.


That mist condensed and became a cloud that ascended to the sky. It even went higher than Arima's Life Harvest. Then, a detonation suddenly resounded and the dark miasma covered the whole sky. It had literally become black.


"[The Evil God's Mausoleum]," Baphomet intoned and the ground that had been affected by Azes started gaining black spots. But Azes's magic fought back and maintained a half of it black and the other white.


The gods looked anxiously at the scene. Baphomet had definitely released his Manifestation but they hadn’t felt any change in his aura and nothing else had occurred besides the ‘new sky’.


"Come at me," but even so, Baphomet taunted his opponents with a wide grin. Zeus and Azes looked at each other and frowned. But they were not going to hesitate.


Azes made the first move and extended his hand. He pointed his palm at Baphomet and exhaled.


"I rule…" He mumbled and everything inside of his Manifestation's area of effect became crushed by a gravity force so strong that the number in Newton would make someone dizzy.


Baphomet hunched his body a little but maintained his smile. Azes then squinted his eyes and the ground around the Evil God formed sharpened spikes that pierced him from every angle possible.


Zeus commanded his familiars to move and told them to attack without holding back. The dragon flew up in the air and his belly swelled as he inhaled. The chimera howled and charged toward Baphomet, becoming the spearhead for all the other summoned beasts.


When the dragon was ready, it roared and spat out an electric laser. The other beasts attacked Baphomet physically and thunder rumbled more than once. Zeus clenched his fists and lightning swirled around him like a snake. He suddenly disappeared before striking Baphomet with his hammer in the next second.


A frightening explosion occurred and Baphomet was sent flying away, crashing far away and elevating a chain of mountains around him because of the momentum. Zeus returned to Azes’ side and patiently waited.


They knew that Baphomet wouldn't die from this since he was almost immortal. But immortality is as it is; 'almost' is the correct word. No one can be truly immortal. If they injure him enough, Baphomet should not be able to regenerate or revive.


"That's what you must be thinking, right?" The Evil God's voice echoed and the gods' eyes narrowed in shock. Ifrit also scowled as he looked over.


Baphomet stepped out from the dust and revealed himself to everyone. He was completely unharmed. He snorted and stared at the gods.


"You will never be able to kill me," he stated and waved his hand. His sword immediately flew at him and he caught it in the same motion. Azes clicked his tongue and resumed the onslaught along with Zeus.


Ifrit calmly observed and hummed. "An interesting Manifestation. Turning the caster into a true immortal…" He muttered and looked up at the sky. "But immortality is always flawed," he added as he observed the black mist in the sky emitting a faint glow. He then turned his head to look at Hades and Poseidon. Those two's fight was the fiercest by far.


"Although Hades is stronger, Poseidon has a great advantage thanks to his absolute dominance over water…" He analyzed their battle for a moment then his attention was attracted by another big conflict.


"This chaotic flow of spirit scares even me. These two are not to be underestimated," Ifrit mumbled as he looked at the section of the battlefield which had the most infantry. Angels, devils, purgatory's prisoners, and even the zombies Arima made were killing each other there.


The strange fact was that angels were killing other angels, zombies were killing zombies, devils were killing devils… On top of that, you could even find those three factions helping each other sometimes.


It was without saying that the ones responsible for this situation were Vastra and Aphrodite. They both specialized in mind control, distinctive from Lilis' control over emotions.


At the moment, the two beauties were in the middle of a battle. And even if Aphrodite was at the Third Divine while Vastra only at the Second, the latter was easily a match for her opponent and maybe even superior.


Vastra had two ‘puppets’ at the Third Divine to fight for her and the Manifestation she had just released was a Body-Shifting Type, like Utain. She had now the appearance of a succubus and her overall magic output had increased by leaps and bounds.


Unfortunately, Aphrodite didn't have any ‘puppets’ for her own use and was forced to fight by herself while also trying to disrupt Vastra's spirit.


It was also on that particular battlefield that Gabriel spent most of her time. She had to protect her soldiers that were being controlled. She seriously wanted to smack Aphrodite for encroaching the minds of her angels like that. But she also knew that if Aphrodite stopped, Vastra would become a huge problem.


"You sure are uselessly tough for a Love Goddess," Vastra noted laughingly as the giant she was sitting on defended against Aphrodite's wind magic.


The goddess snorted. "I will get rid of that smug face of yours soon enough," she uttered and threw two spheres of compressed air.


When they touched the giant, they exploded and produced giant domes of wind along with a strident noise. At the same time, the second lackey of Vastra attacked Aphrodite from her blind spot with a dagger.


The goddess gritted her teeth and chanted, "[Repel]."


A barrier of wind formed around her and blocked the attacker's dagger. The assassin immediately transformed into shadows after he failed and vanished. After that, the giant came back to strike.


Aphrodite groaned and summoned a tornado to deviate the giant’s fist. It had been going on this way since the start. The big one would fight her head-on while the small one would try to sneak up on her.


"Let's see who will last longer," Vastra smirked and spread her bat wings.
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                Vastra's eyes flashed with a dangerous light and the giant she was mounting started convulsing strangely, his veins bulged and his muscles contracted. After a few seconds, the giant had become even bigger and his eyes had lost focus. He was completely under Vastra's mind control now.


Aphrodite scowled and thought that it was most likely the same thing for the assassin who kept sneaking up on her.


‘Should I use it?’ She wondered if she should use her Manifestation. She knew that if things continued like this, Vastra would most likely get out of the fight victorious.


But her type was an Instant-Cast and the biggest downside with that kind of Manifestation was that it didn't leave any room for mistakes. Of course, if the Manifestation injures the opponent, even if it doesn't kill him, it's worth it. But if the magic is by chance evaded, the caster will find themselves in a tight spot where their Manifestation is wasted.


That was what Aphrodite was worrying about at the moment. Before she could make her decision about the matter, the giant charged and ruthlessly directed his fist at her. She sensed that the strength in that punch was a lot higher than before. It had been forcefully augmented by Vastra.


Aphrodite reacted quickly and her body literally became a gust of wind. When the giant's fist reached the ground, a crater was immediately caved in and the earth was dug out all around. The stone underground also bent and arose before breaking into pieces.


Aphrodite reappeared above the giant and then conjured a sphere of compressed air between her hands. She quickly threw it away and it broke almost instantly.


"[Helix]."


The wind inside the sphere didn't burst but manifested itself as a vortex. It remained as so for a few seconds before it suddenly changed into a huge tornado that pierced the place where the giant and Vastra were.


When the tornado shrouded their figures, Vastra left the giant behind to retreat and flapped her wings. She dashed toward Aphrodite and chanted quietly, "[Bloody Thorn]."


A light flashed and two red rope-like rays of light appeared in her hands. The two ropes became thorns that circled around the goddess and closed in as if they were alive.


They were unsurprisingly ripped apart by the powerful wind pressure but Vastra merely waved her hand and a thorn whip formed in her hand.


Aphrodite produced a sword out of wind magic and used it to entwine the whip that was swung at her. She then moved her free hand and a very cold air brewed as she pointed her palm at Vastra.


"[Frost]," she calmly chanted and a large wave of wind targeted Vastra. The wind was so cold that the air humidity instantly turned into snowflakes.


Vastra deployed her wings to urgently break her momentum. She nosedived and left the freezing zone of effect. After that, the giant that had been attacked by the tornado earlier returned and put himself in front of Aphrodite. He immediately started freezing but he ignored it as if nothing was happening.


Aphrodite increased the output of her cold wave and it easily could affect even targets that were miles away. But even as his torso was almost entirely covered by a thick layer of ice, the giant was still making his way toward her. At the same time, Vastra pulled on her whip which was still attached to Aphrodite's sword.


The goddess of love clicked her tongue and decided to let go of her weapon. She instead raised her hand toward the sky and let her mana flow out. The black clouds of Baphomet started spinning like a whirlpool and from the center of it, a tornado slowly started forming as the rain started falling.


This time, the scale of this tornado was on a completely different level and if you looked at the sky, you could easily see that it would be at least around fifty miles large and incredibly devastating. Vastra squinted her eyes and clasped her hands.


The rocks and boulder around started hovering. Vastra waved her hands and attacked Aphrodite with a barrage of stone.


Aphrodite raised an eyebrow and created a shield around her. She could easily fend off Vastra's attacks but the giant soon started pummeling her shield. Just the sheer strength behind those blows was enough to produce shockwaves capable of traveling miles no matter what it would land on. Even the wind pressure created by those punches were enough of a threat.


Aphrodite was being pushed back by the giant and her shield threatened to break at any moment. The threat rapidly came true as a kick finally shattered it and sent her flying away.


She crashed on the ground and formed another crater. She coughed and grunted painfully. Vastra took the opportunity and controlled the earth. Everything around Aphrodite moved in order to clog the crater and bury her alive.


She hastily stood up and suddenly felt a sharp pain in her back. Her eyes trembled and she slowly turned her head around. The assassin that didn't appear until now finally managed to reach her with his blade. The dagger was barely missing the heart thanks to her luck. Simply because she had stood up too quickly, the aim of the assassin had been a bit off.


A stream of blood fell down Aphrodite's mouth and she released all of her magic power in one go.


"Scram!" The assassin was pushed back for miles and right about when Vastra’s magic was going to engulf her, a mark on Aphrodite’s chest shined through her clothes. Her sigil spun and she shouted, "[Resurrection]!"


Her aura burst along with the surroundings that were trying to bury her. As her body glowed with a blue light, she looked at the sky and saw that her tornado was about to be ready.


She then turned toward Vastra with her eyes that had now a light blue contrast. Vastra gasped and tried to run but it was too late.


"[Bow Down to Me]," Aphrodite’s order echoed loudly and clearly. Shockingly, Vastra was forced to fall and kneel right away. It was also the same for the giant and the assassin. The three of them kneeled and lowered their heads.


"[Golden Rule]," she chanted and waved her hand. Her three opponents suddenly moved according to her instructions and gathered together at a single place.


Aphrodite sighed and finally, the tornado in the sky was finished. The wind composing it was extremely cold and the rain that was falling since earlier managed to enter the tornado and become ice. Making it even more threatening with its silvery color.


"Fall!" Aphrodite clamored and the tornado became a giant drill descended on Vastra's group with great speed. Right after, the blue hue around Aphrodite's eyes vanished and she helplessly started panting.


Her Manifestation was, unambiguously, controlling the minds of people to make them do what she wants. But unfortunately, it only lasted ten seconds and she couldn’t order them to kill themselves, at least to the people at the same level of strength.


Therefore, because the effect had stopped, a second before the tornado could reach her, Vastra had managed to use the giant and as a meat shield.


When the tornado hit the target, the ground shook and everything it touched was pulverized. Even the mountains were not spared.


After five minutes which felt like an eternity, the tornado died down and Aphrodite observed the massive depression with numerous fissures everywhere across its surface. She looked around her and didn't spot Vastra or any of her lackeys.


She sighed and her eyes darted toward the battlefield hundreds of miles away. When she saw that Vastra’s mind control was still active, she shuddered and turned around. She gathered her mana without delay and conjured a shield that barely managed to protect her from a red thorn.


Vastra was there, although injured and seemingly exhausted, she was standing nonetheless and her Manifestation hadn’t been dispelled.


"It seems that you couldn't finish me," she said. “You were the one who locked me in the Purgatory. I will get my retribution by turning you into my loyal puppet for eternity," she smirked and her killing intent was released.


"Damnit…" Aphrodite cursed as she looked at the succubus. The wound on her back was tingling and she definitely knew that there was something strange. An injury like that shouldn't be able to weaken her so much. ‘Poison. Definitely not a simple one at that,’ she guessed.


She was about to call Gabriel for help but as if to retort her, a powerful magic wave swept over the battlefield and she lost connection to the seraphim. From the corner of her eyes, she watched in shock as Gabriel fought against the three princes with Michael.


The three demons had released their Manifestations and so had Michael with the spear he had summoned. But Lucifer's magic had reached a completely different level after his Manifestation.


"As I thought. Your magic has always been special, Lucifer. Combining light and darkness isn't an impossible thing to do. But in your case, it always has been unclear how you could use it as an independent element," Michael uttered and the fallen angel laughed.


"It's just what I am."


Lucifer's Manifestation was an Eternal-Cast. The air around him was filled with black and white lights that would flicker from time to time. With just a thought, he could conjure his light-darkness magic which had gained a great boost and had the special characteristic of countering every other element.


Michael snorted and gathered light at the tip of his spear. He swung it lightly but a large wave of energy was released and struck Beelzebub before provoking a huge light explosion. Michael glared at Lucifer without even blinking at the brightness of his attack. "I will still get rid of you."


Lucifer sneered and snapped his fingers. The remnants of Michael’s magic then faded away and Beelzebub emerged unscathed with a white and black barrier surrounding him.


"Rather, shouldn't you worry about her? You know that she never was suited to fight," Lucifer suddenly grinned and Michael immediately turned his head toward Gabriel with narrowed eyes.


“Too late,” Lucifer muttered and cast the spell he was preparing. A magic formation spiraled into existence just behind Gabriel and fired a black and white projectile at her. The archangel couldn’t react in time as it stabbed her lower back.


"No!" Michael shouted and rushed to her side.


Gabriel hugged herself and trembled as if she was freezing. Her wings slowly started shrinking and her hair darkened. Even the holy light that usually surrounded her was vanishing. All of this, just because of one single beam of magic.


“My element is rooted in ‘unbalance’. It’s the deadliest bane for someone such as her who is pure and innocent,” Lucifer jeered.


Michael gritted his teeth and caught her before she could fall. He gripped his spear with one hand and glared at Lucifer. At the same time, Aphrodite was also being pushed back and on the brink of defeat. Even Azes and Zeus were having a hard time. And because Gabriel had stopped healing, the army was also being decimated.


In that grim situation, Ifrit exclaimed in surprise and looked up to witness the sphere of life force fissuring. The black circle that was hovering above it like a halo was similarly weakening.


"Oh, so he survived, huh?" Ifrit muttered and everyone else also spared a glance to the sky. "Come on, show me what you can do.”

            

    
        148. ''If I die today; this world is not doing its job.''

    
    
    
    
                Arima and Malum had both lost consciousness. Normally, they should have been able to resist emotional shocks. At least, enough to not lose composure. But this time, it was different.


They possessed millions of different memories and emotions in their head. Even they were not able to control that turmoil of emotions and were defeated by it.


Arima didn't know what was happening around him. His mind would rewind the scene he witnessed indefinitely. The death of his loved ones, including Tieria and Scatha and all of the others he shouldn't have known but who he still cared about unconsciously.


He could only see darkness around him, nothing more, nothing less. His mind was also recovering at its own pace. But at the same time, it felt like he was slowly sinking.


His thoughts turned blank after a while. He felt like his own existence was dwindling. But when he was about to lose that last wisp of consciousness, he heard voices calling him.


"Wake up!" He heard Night's shout.


"Arima! Open your eyes!" It was Karma's voice that echoed next.


The moment he heard them, Arima's spirit shook and began to reinforce his mind. He remembered that he had something to do and struggled to exert all of his willpower. He opened his eyes and promptly regained consciousness.


He jumped on his feet and looked at Triens who was unperturbedly smiling. After that, his vision distorted and he grunted. He grabbed the side of his head and stumbled. He felt extremely tired and was pushing himself to not collapse again.


Arima glanced at his right to see Malum madly trying to erase the emotions he was feeling. He was growling to keep his mind straight and a dark mist whirled around him.


Although Malum was a being made of negative emotions, he was born with a rational mind. Even if he was created from madness, he could not feed on it.


"It seems that you barely managed to survive the pain ordeal," Triens spoke. Neither Arima or Malum had the strength to retort or get angry at him. They just listened as they rested their mind and soul.


"To be honest with you, I half-expected you to fail. But, unexpectedly, you managed to pass thanks to the efforts of both of you. Although you suffered the same shock, you shared it without even noticing. You too, Arima. Your soul beasts helped you. This is quite a special situation you are in. Normally, no Life Hunter should have survived a Judgment so difficult," Triens casually explained and clapped.


"With this said, there's not much to hide now," Triens shrugged. "The next test is the last one. The rage ordeal," he declared and the two who were 'tested' glared at him.


"I'll let you rest for a moment. The final trial will begin soon," Triens added and disappeared. Only leaving a small orb of light to illuminate the place.


Arima relaxed all of his muscles, from which he was squeezing the last drops of strength, and immediately sat down. He sighed and then laid down on his back.


"{Are you okay?}" Karma asked worriedly.


"Yeah… I think so," Arima answered with a somber tone that couldn't be heard from him usually. His emotions were still in a chaotic state but weak enough for him to restrain them.


"{Hey, what do you think of him?}" Night suddenly inquired as he sent a cognitive message to Arima, telling him to look at Malum.


Arima looked at his right and saw the three meters tall skeleton barely holding in his emotions and gritting his teeth. "Hey," he called and Malum grunted in response.


"You better not snap. At least fuse with me before you do so," Arima said and his counterpart snorted.


"Why should I listen to you?"


"There are a lot of why’s actually. But my main worry is that if you are destroyed then I will follow suit. And that's not something I wish for," Arima replied.


"Is that so?" Malum snickered. "Aren't you the one who wanted to die a few decades ago?"


Arima raised his eyebrow, he sat up and gazed at Malum. "These are different matters. Don't even dream that I would keel over because of your words. On top of that, you were most likely born because of that period of my life. You have nothing to say."


Malum laughed and straightened his spine. He seemed to have regained some of his composure and stared back at Arima.


"I have no intention to give this up deliberately."


When he said that, Triens came back and flashed a composed smile. "Let's continue"


"You call that a rest?" Arima scoffed as he stood up.


"Of course, it should be enough for you," Triens clapped. "It's time for the last trial. For this test, the rule is the same: watch," he emphasized and both Arima and Malum frowned.


"Also… don't move. If you go against this rule, you'll die," Triens casually informed them and like before, he snapped his fingers and a figure started forming beside him.


Arima and Malum silently observed, apprehensively. They had a really bad experience from last time. When the appearance of the person was completely visible, Arima and Malum froze.


"You never met him. But I gave you the favor of planting it inside your mind," Triens uttered as he pointed at the man next to him.


Dark clothes, sharp and cold white eyes, and a suffocating aura of darkness. It was the person Arima hated the most, the one he swore to chase until his own death. Triens had just transferred Karaskan's appearance in Arima and Malum's minds.


"Hey… what's the meaning of this?" Malum's voice sounded even eerier than before and it carried a strong slaughter intent. The flames in his eye sockets turned from purple to a bright crimson. And surprisingly, he wasn't alone as Arima's eyes were slowly turning bloodshot too.


Although he covered his eyes with his hand, he was still clenching his fists and trembling. It wasn’t only because Karaskan appeared in front of him. From a rational point of view, Arima could easily calm himself down if he reminded himself that it was a fake.


But what was really putting Arima and Malum in such a state were the visions they were suddenly experiencing. Visions from when the Chaos Seed twisted their lives in the worst way possible. The Life Judgement was forcing them to replay that scene over and over again.


"This is the final trial," Triens answered Malum. "If you can get past this, you'll have finished the Life Judgement." He then spread his arms open. Once again, a great number of silhouettes formed everywhere.


When Arima and Malum looked at them, their countenance suffered an even bigger change. Countless memories burst into their minds. All of them were about people that killed or robbed what was dear to them.


"Fuck!" Malum cursed loudly. He was shaking uncontrollably and his aura was also escaping his body. This fact surprised Arima who had been able to bear the rage a lot better than Malum.


Since the beginning of the Life Judgment, although they had kept their physical ability, they had lost the ability to control their magic or aura. Arima felt confused about how Malum was able to use it all of a sudden. Then his eyes fell on Karaskan once more.


He gritted his teeth and resisted the urge to attack immediately. That self-control was actually very impressive. After all, Arima had to restrain himself from going berserk while being shown countless visions displaying how disgusting these ‘silhouettes’ were. In his position, anyone would have already lost his mind.


Both Arima and Malum stayed in this condition for hours, perhaps even days. Neither of them was really able to tell. They continued being tortured mentally until Arima saw Malum's bones crack. Though, it wasn't because Malum had lost control over his aura or anything of the sort.


His bones were actually falling apart for no apparent reason. Arima’s eyes widened when he saw that. He remembered what Triens had told them, 'Don't move. If you go against that rule, you'll die.'


Arima suddenly realized something. He smirked and started laughing.


"I see… I finally understand."


"What?" Malum looked back at him. His bones were crumbling apart at the moment. His ribs had already been half destroyed, his right arm was on the verge of falling and countless cracks were already visible on the other bones.


"This whole thing is just a scam," Arima declared. He glanced at Malum and snickered.


At that moment, he felt like the hate he was feeling was nothing. He now understood what was this all about. Additionally, what he was about to do allowed him to get over it pretty easily.


Arima extended his hand toward Malum and the latter glared at him, puzzled at his action.


"Let's fuse," Arima suggested and Malum was stunned for a moment.


He then burst into laughter. "As I said, why should I listen to you?"


Arima shook his head and shrugged. "You realized it by now. You're dying," he said. "And so, I'm dying with you. It's not something I wish for."


"So, what? Why would I give up the chance to drag you down with me? Also, do you think that fusing back together will give you a chance of going through this? Nothing will change."


"You're wrong."


"What?" Malum exclaimed.


"The reason you're slowly destroying yourself is that you're forcefully restraining your rage. If I'm not wrong, this place has the particularity of connecting our minds and bodies together. If our mind is destroyed, so will our bodies. That's why we were lucky for the first trial. We both fainted before it could destroy us forever," Arima explained.


"What's your point?"


"This whole thing is a trap," Arima coldly snorted. "Not moving from here never was a condition for us to pass the test."


"What are you talking about? Triens said that we would die if…we…" Malum froze.


"Yes. Who said that our death was a failing move? Didn't we come here thanks to it? Do you think we're alive right now? Also, hatred is a weapon. If the Life Judgement treated it otherwise, I would have been severely disappointed in Life Hunters."


Malum fell silent and stood up. The moment he grasped Arima's explanation, his bones had stopped crumbling away. He looked down at his skeletal hand and cackled.


"Fine. You win."


Arima chuckled and extended his hand again. "How about this? You don't need to let go of your ego. And you will get to take over our body whenever I deem it to be a good occasion," he offered and Malum was thunderstruck.


"As for now, let's end this in the best way possible," he added with a grin. Malum stared at him incredulously and shook his head. He then reached for Arima's hand and snorted.


"Maybe we're not so different all things considered," he remarked and Arima nodded as if it was obvious. "It's not a bad deal. I accept," he said and his skeleton sparkled before transforming into an orb that flew into Arima's chest.


"{I will sleep here then. Call me whenever you need me. I will be your Way of the Berserker,}" Malum uttered before completely falling asleep.


Arima exhaled and his expression turned cold once more. He popped his neck and fingers and glared at the bastards whose presence made him want to puke.


"{Just saying though; what if you're wrong?}" Night asked out of the blue.


"{Yeah… I'm a bit anxious about that too,}" Karma complemented.


"Oh, don't worry…" Arima responded casually. "I'm a Death Hunter, aren't I? If I die today, this world is not doing its job."


"{That’s… not a convincing argument,}" Night retorted and Karma fell silent.


"Well, we'll find out soon," Arima laughed. Karma appeared in his hand and he slowly performed an Iai stance. Black lightning gathered around him and his aura filled the strange dark world.


Arima sneered as he glanced at Karaskan. "I'll get to cut the real one soon enough," he muttered and jumped in the air. His eyes flashed and he unsheathed his blade as he swung it


"[Terra Aeterna] (Eternal Night Over the World)."


Thunder roared and blinding discharges of lightning destroyed each one of those fake illusions.


"…"


"You did it. I guess it's finally the time for me to give you your titles," Triens’ voice echoed as Arima’s consciousness was fading away.

            

    
        149. ''I am the Kind Demon.''

    
    
    
    
                The sphere of life force cracked and an almost physical aura invaded the battlefield. The pressure brought shocked and scared many. As the life force itself was falling like pieces of broken glass, a winged shadow could be spotted in the middle of it.


The gods and devils squinted their eyes and what they saw struck them as unreal. Azes smirked as he saw the falling figure. Lilis, Lanya, and Chulainn smiled as they watched from afar. Michael caught a glimpse and Lucifer watched carefully. Baphomet and Ifrit were observing solemnly.


As Arima was plummeting toward the ground, he recalled Triens’ last words.


***


"Now, it's time to receive your title," Triens declared while he was alone in the dark space. From an outsider’s perspective, it looked like he was talking to himself. But Arima's soul was definitely there, attentively listening.


"First of all, I have to congratulate you. I know that you may dislike me for the things that happened here, but I still want to commend you for your success.”


"You passed the Life Judgement. You will break through the Heavenly Realm the moment you wake up. Thus, I have to inform you that you’ll go through the refinement ritual; the process which normally allows someone to become an Earthen God through the backing of a legend."


"What Chronepsis listed to you were titles. Your titles. As you may already know, he listed them to you in the chronological order, with Plane Guardian being the last. The two you recently got ‘officially’ are the 'Wicked One' and 'Arimane Reigen Blade'."


"Of course, the Wicked One refers to Malum and the second is merely your full name."


"Now, I'm sure you remember the next title on the line, right?" Triens smiled. "For that, they will all combine," he said and Arima became perplexed about what he meant.


"Your refinement will unfold like this; synthesis," Triens declared. "Your multiple powers are all powerful and unique and they're going to be the foundation of your strength."


"So, with the powers of Night Bahamut, the Silver Rule, the Wicked One, and Arimane R. Blade joined together, the Kind Demon will be born," Triens announced and Arima felt his soul leaving the strange world made of darkness. Just as he was about to leave completely, the darkness was suddenly replaced by a bright and colorful light.


Triens bowed. "Farewell!"


The next second, Arima opened his eyes and shattered the Life Harvest with a sweep of his hand.


***


When Arima landed, a huge cloud of dust concealed his figure. But there was something that everyone noticed; a really obvious change in his appearance. But before they could verify it, the dust was blown away and dispersed. Everyone saw a small whirlwind form afterward but there wasn’t any trace of the Life Hunter.


Before they could react, a short cry resounded. Everyone rapidly looked toward the source and when their eyes finally locked on Arima, it was as if time had stopped.


The gods looked astounded and even Ifrit stood up with a serious expression. Baphomet frowned and Azes, who was the one putting the most hopes in Arima, was also greatly shocked by the sight.


Aphrodite was gawking at the figure that was casting a shadow over her. Before she was even able to exclaim, that person had acted and Vastra was lying on the ground a few meters away from her.


She observed Arima and opened her mouth wide. Due to his skeletal structure merging with Malum, his bones changed so the rest had to adapt. His height now reached three meters. He had long silver hair that reached the middle of his back. His skin had turned grayish and almost looked like the surface of polished stone.


His facial features underwent a huge alteration too. His pupils were larger and his look was sharper than before. His irises were of a beautiful bright crimson with a hint of purple in the center of the pupil which was a slit. The luster in his eyes reflected the dignity and wisdom that should only be acquirable after thousands of years.


His usual clothes that were bound to his soul also had evolved together with him. His coat had become a lot bigger and was decorated with silver lines. Dots of light would circulate through them from time to time.


On top of that, there were purple-red ornaments and patterns that accented the stunning appearance of the clothing. And, in fact, the coat almost could be called a magnificent robe at this point.


On the back, the robe was decorated with a single white symbol that depicted a pair of chained wings with, on top of it, a pair of horns. There were vines drawn around and encompassing everything, was a magic circle covered in runes. All of this seemingly represented the Wicked One, a Dragon, and the Silver Emperor.


And finally, of course, Arima sported a pair of large, pitch-black dragon wings. His arms were also covered in tough scales. His hands particularly seemed to look very strong like the claws of a true dragon but nonetheless remained humanoid.


“Just like this, the Kind Demon is born,” Triens's voice resounded in Arima's head.


He sighed and leisurely raised his hand covered in scales. Everyone who was looking at him trembled, dreading what he was going to do. Oddly, they couldn’t even comprehend where their fear was coming from.


"[Superbos Furore] (Pride in Wrath)," Arima intoned with a cold and deep voice.


A light flashed in his hand as he grabbed the two-barreled hand-cannon that came out of his soul. That gun was the result of Superbia’s and Ira's fusion. Its size was quite substantial and it was very hard for a human to use it. But, in contrast with Arima’s new body, it fitted perfectly and looked just like a standard-sized revolver.


He pointed his gun at Vastra's head and purple plasma filled one of the barrels while the other one produced black lightning.


"Azes, should I regard Heaven as an enemy or an ally?" Arima asked with an indifferent and overbearing tone. His voice spread easily through the silence that had been brought by his arrival. Everyone who heard it shuddered involuntarily.


Especially Aphrodite. She was shivering in fear because Arima had looked at her before voicing his question. Those eyes of his were igniting her deepest fears.


"…As long as you guarantee her survival as well, there shouldn't be any problem from the Heaven side," Azes pointed at Gabriel and answered.


"Azes!" Zeus shouted but he was wholly ignored.


Arima glanced at Gabriel and then at Lucifer who was staring at him with an uneasy expression.


"All right," he whispered and pressed the trigger without hesitation.


"Wai-!" Vastra tried to plead for her life but she could only move her hand a bit before an opaque wave of black and purple energy swallowed her and annihilated her body.


The massive magic that left Superore's muzzles continuously tore the earth for hundreds of miles even after it had killed Vastra. Ultimately, instead of losing its power and disappearing, it just went so far that no one could see it anymore.


Arima lowered his fuming gun and Aphrodite gulped. She looked ahead and saw a wide, linear crater that was still fuming and glowing red. She looked at Arima's weapon and felt terrified. Just one press of a trigger had killed Vastra. Although she was weakened, that was still overkill.


Afterward, Arima suddenly made his gun spin and pointed it to his left. Without looking, he pressed the trigger for a second time and Beelzebub's humongous body was struck directly by the two combined bullets of the hand cannon.


The demon who had been charging at Arima shifted his body to the side but half of his torso had still been seared to ashes. Beelzebub blinked at his half-destroyed body and touched his burnt injuries. A remnant of lightning electrocuted his arm and he then looked at Arima with a smirk.


His body started bulging and a huge chunk of flesh grew in his obliterated side. The flesh wriggled and then shaped itself to look like his lost limbs.


Beelzebub opened and closed his regrown fist then laughed as he threw another punch at Arima. The latter was three meters tall at the moment but the huge demon, after his Manifestation, had now become a ten-meter-tall monster.


Beelzebub’s fist became endowed with a massive amount of unstable neutral magic, ready to explode the moment it touched something.


Aphrodite who was still powerless because of the poison gasped and closed her eyes as she put her arms in front of her face. But when the detonation came, she only felt the ground rumbling under her feet and some heatwaves being released. But nothing else. She was completely fine.


"Huh?" She was surprised and opened her eyes to see a black wing deployed right in front of her.


Meanwhile, Arima was calmly blocking Beelzebub's fist with one palm. When the explosion died down, he folded back his fuming, but unscathed wing before summoning Karma in his hand.


The sword had become bigger to fit its wielder's size. He holstered Superore in an inner pocket of his robe and pushed Beelzebub away with his aura. He then unsheathed the katana right in front of the demon.


But only after a tenth of the blade was out, Arima pushed the scabbard back to the hilt. When the metallic sound rang, Beelzebub's head fell to the ground.


Aphrodite stared dumbfounded at the scene and she wasn't alone. No one on the battlefield dared to even move.


Arima held onto Karma with one hand and impassively watched as Beelzebub's body did the same thing as earlier. A lump of flesh replaced his head before literally molding itself into it. The demon was back again with his toothy smirk; alive.


"Life essence absorption… you eat the flesh of your victims and then use it to heal your wounds. Second-Degree Immortality," Arima casually threw knowledge that he should have never learned before and Beelzebub's smile twitched.


"Whatever," Arima ignored him and turned toward Aphrodite. He crouched to her level and looked at her in the eyes.


"Eh?" Even Aphrodite couldn't stay calm. Someone comes and saves her with overwhelming might and then puts his face so close to hers. It was quite ironic to see a Love Goddess flustered.


"Open your mind," Arima instructed only once and Aphrodite nervously nodded. She didn't know why he would ask that but she dropped every protection she had around her spirit and mind.


"Good. Look at me in the eyes," he ordered. His eyes glowed and Aphrodite fell in a daze as she looked at them. She then realized that something had seamlessly reached her consciousness.


A few seconds in, Beelzebub was getting restless and he kicked the ground. He jumped in the air and brought his fist down with the intent to kill both Arima and Aphrodite. But when his attack landed, he noticed that Arima wasn't there anymore.


He had reappeared next to Michael along with Aphrodite. The latter's expression was filled with shock. She had sensed it. Arima infiltrated her memories and copied everything that happened in the war to his own.


"No way… how can you manipulate memories so easily?" She muttered as Arima was looking through the information he had just taken. When he opened his eyes, he glanced at Baphomet and Ifrit before turning toward Michael.


The archangel winced when he saw Arima facing him. Even though he didn't want to admit it, he was intimidated. It felt like he was in front of a highland and could be crushed at any time.


It wasn't only Arima's height, the aura and attitude he was displaying would have been enough to frighten most people. If someone was in front of him and looked up, they would have the impression of standing in front of a real giant.


Arima looked at Gabriel who was in Michael's arms and tilted his head. "Dark-Light, huh? This is hybrid magic," he uttered. He placed his palm above Gabriel and channeled his mana. The famous illustration of yin yang formed in mid-air and then started spinning.


It didn't take long for white and black particles to leave Gabriel's body and enter the symbol. Lucifer watched with a sunken expression without daring to move. Arima dispelled his technique after a minute and waved his hand.


"[Fifth White Art, Sana Intrinsecus] (Intrinsic Heal)," he chanted and Gabriel was fully cured in the blink of an eye. She recovered completely and her injury disappeared as if it never was here. Her clothes were restored, her mana pool was envigored, and she woke up with absolutely no mental strain.


"…What's going on?" Gabriel blinked and asked dazedly when she noticed that she was in Michael's arms.


Arima stretched his neck and then eyed Lucifer.


"Let me introduce myself," his voice reached everyone on the battlefield. "I am the Kind Demon, Arimane Reigen Blade. Tell me…" he paused and his taciturn expression welcomed a relaxed smile.


"Who's next?"

            
